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“Books are not just commodities. The profit motive is often in 
conflict with the aims of art. We live in capitalism, its power 
seems inescapable—so did the divine right of kings. Any human 
power can be resisted and changed by human beings. Resistance 
and change often begin in art and very often in our art, the art of 
words.” 
   —Ursula K. Le Guin 
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Anathema’s Anthem 
 
The day after the inauguration, 
No one will admit to voting for him, saying 
That it was someone else who pulled 
The lever, not them, and yet 
 
There he is, the oligarch’s oligarch, 
Obloquy’s son, the generals’ man, 
And democracy’s anathema. 
 
So who was it that voted for him, 
Or was it all legerdemain, no one having 
Actually chosen the man, he came about 
By default or laziness or indifference, 
 
An aberration, an abomination 
To our nation, a scourge to our good names, 
And that’s the real shame. There he is. 
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And So The Capitol Crumbles 
 
Under a sleazy moon in July over Washington, D.C., 
Six months into this train-wreck of a presidency, 
 
There seem to be no more stars in the sky,  
Only a memory of how they once dazzled the eye. 
 
Where are we the people? I only see tall, silent blondes, 
Smiling like Cheshire cats, no one really fond 
 
Of their man, and yet no one will stand up to him; 
No one will throw in the towel, all singing the same hymn 
 
About poor blacks and the immigrants ruining this country, 
When everyone knows, none of us are free 
 
From the mendacity. Arguments are all shoot from the hip, 
Through the slow drip-drip of scandal, jumping ship 
 
In the middle of their life sentences, so many of them fail. 
Who do you think will be spending a long time in jail? 
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Electoral Blues 
 
1. 
 
Speak to anyone reasonable 
and they 
 
will tell you it’s  
hopeless 
 
or it seems hopeless 
nothing 
 
right everything gone wrong 
the government 
 
gone fishing or out to 
lunch 
 
justice not on 
their lips 
 
the poor nothing to them 
the poor 
 
are nothing more  
than criminals 
 
2. 
 
even though the rich are people 
themselves 
 
who rob the poor 
blind 
 
yet that is no crime 
poverty 
 
itself is the crime 
being poor 
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is the crime against 
the rich 
 
in most states and municipalities 
poverty 
 
and the feds a crime 
against decency 
 
and order 
against the commonweal 
 
and the state and the local 
governments 
 
let the poor go to 
hell 
 
the rich people 
say 
 
let them eat garbage 
the poor 
 
are not worth their precious 
time 
 
only the state has the right 
to kill 
 
and its targets are the poor 
or if not the poor 
 
then the state uses  
the poor 
 
for target practice pinning 
bullseyes 
 
on all their sorry 
poverty- 
 
stricken, poor-excuse- 
for-asses 



9 

 

 
3. 
 
they (the rich) chant 
from their roof 
 
gardens they chant 
the rich 
 
we are number one 
usa 
 
usa usa usa usa  
they sing 
 
they say they gather 
they pray 
 
and that god loves 
them 
 
they have no doubt their lives 
one long certainty 
 
the rich and their friends 
god loves their second 
 
amendment rights to shoot 
to kill and stand 
 
their ground shoot to 
kill and goddamn every 
 
one and every thing 
else 
 
god loves the rich their  
houses 
 
and their lovely clean 
children 
 
and their gardens god 
loves 
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while the poor are nothing 
more 
 
than hungry and annoying 
there 
 
on the street corners with 
signs 
 
asking for handouts and  
other services 
 
some of them using 
their children 
 
to make the point 
about 
 
how poorly they all are 
doing 
 
nutritionally and medically 
and otherwise 
 
4. 
 
and if you are someone like 
they are 
 
i’m talking about  
the rich again 
 
everything is all right for you 
and yours 
 
there is a lot of hope 
for you 
 
the world is still a shiny oyster 
to be eaten 
 
a beautiful pearl to wear around 
the neck 
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the world is nothing to be 
worried about 
 
but if you are like me or 
yourselves 
 
there really is no such thing 
as hope 
 
hope is a mug’s game 
a bad joke 
 
what is hope to us who 
are here 
 
5. 
 
the hopeless 
among us 
 
look to be like 
us because 
 
what is there left to 
hope for 
 
what is there to be of a 
mind to hope for 
 
what are the terms 
by which we  
 
are supposed to be 
hopeful 
 
under what conditions 
need we hope 
 
the hopeless 
among us 
 
are now 
us 
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Rage Against It 
 
Outrageous, this outrage, raging and still 
Raging and calling out inside me out- 
Rageously, a kind of cancer how 
It rages ever onward, even though 
 
I have stepped away from it, stood back from 
It, and said I’m ready to throw in the 
Towel, to take my hat out of the ring. 
 
You may think this is outrageous, this rage, 
But I see it as a symptom, a sign 
Of the times, everyone doing it,  
 
Everyone addicted to this pain, 
This misery, this deluge of angry 
Star bursts of self-righteous indignity. 
Resistance is the only right answer. 
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Their Privilege 
 
The world is too full of them,  
Their faces everywhere you turn; 
They are not what we aspire to, 
But instead have taken over everything. 
 
They have invaded our sleep, 
Infested our daydreams, 
Climbed into the stalls at the show, 
And dine next to us wherever we go. 
 
If we get up early, they are there, 
Or if we sleep in until late morning, 
There they are, smiling toothily, 
Staring at us behind their small eyes. 
 
They smile broadly, without knowing us; 
We are not important enough to be known. 
Their clothes are impeccable, their scarves 
Silk and patterned, their watches gold. 
 
Nothing about them is worth emulating. 
Theirs is strictly a power game. 
Who wins or loses is all they care about. 
Their lives lack any understanding— 
 
About justice, the poor, the old, infirm. 
The poor are simply criminals to them, 
While the rich are all they crave, 
And when they meet, they stare at each other. 
 
Emptily, without words, nodding 
With a certainty that only the privileged 
Or insane bring to the dining table, 
Into the boardroom or aboard the jet plane. 
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Politics 
 
In this world of power, you go 
About your business at the risk of life 
And limb because of some demented whim 
By someone to feel important, someone 
To shoot you or to stab you just because 
Your ideas don’t agree with their notions 
Of what constitutes the world around us, 
Or they threaten to kill you just because 
They can kill you or anyone else just 
Because, it was nothing more than a mis- 
Understanding turned into this carnage, 
Again because, because what, because they’re 
So fearful or ignorant, or because 
Of malice aforethought, or maybe dumb, 
Maybe it is just because they are  
Dumb as shit, dim as an old lamp, 
People who don’t know shit from shinola, 
Up from down, right from left or even right 
From wrong, reason from unalloyed emotions 
Or raw ideas or thoughts fueled by over- 
Reaching ambitions, conflating lesser 
Thoughts and feelings with a spiritual quest 
As bogus as a three-dollar bill, calling 
Themselves warriors, liberators, crack- 
Pots all, smug and self-righteous, wrapped up in 
The flag, declaring that god is on their 
Side, as if god were this narrow-minded 
Bigot, this ponce, and yet they persist in 
Believing that their way is the only 
Way to live, despite all evidence to 
The contrary, and so they go about 
Blaming everyone but themselves for 
These egregious flaws and enormous failures, 
Never accepting responsibility 
For anything, while finding fault with all 
And sundry, except themselves (god help them), 
So that the light of self-examination 
Never alights upon them, nor do they 
Even consider that they might be wrong. 
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Realpolitik 
 
Never argue politics with someone  
Who knocks at your door loudly to announce 
That the building is on fire, or less dire, 
Never argue with stupid people, or 
With homophobes, racists, misogynists, 
Watchers of Fox News for their facts, or your 
Republican (American) uncle, 
A Franciscan priest, about the nature 
Of Catholic anarchy, as espoused 
By Dorothy Day or Thomas Merton. 
It just isn’t worth the waste of your breath. 
 
For the same reason, I don’t argue with 
Drunks, soldiers, lost bus drivers, or taxi 
Drivers who want to know where I am from, 
When all they really need to know is where 
I am going. I never argue with 
Muggers, lunatics, drug dealers, addicts 
In the throes of their addictions; bellhops 
Delivering telegrams (if any 
Still do this stuff), with bicyclists, dogs 
Off their leashes about to take a chunk 
Out of my leg, foxes or wolves, jaguars 
 
In search of my jugular vein, mountain 
Men or women, mountain lions, lion 
Tamers, or elephants in heat. Also, 
I don’t argue with clowns, trapeze artists, 
High-wire acts, sponge divers, cable layers, 
Double agents, flim-flam artists, hitmen, 
Lounge singers, Jehovah’s Witnesses, or 
Televangelists, race-car drivers, blind 
Blues singers, lutenists, monkeys in a 
Barrel, flute players, figurative plain- 
Air painters and their underpaid models, 
 
Mules, fools, political tools, replacement 
Teachers, quarterbacks, rooftop sunbathers, 
Real-estate brokers, apothecarists, 
Dentists cleaning my teeth or filling a  
Cavity, mentalists, nudists, penguins, 
Chauvinists, survivalists, bush pilots,  
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People speaking into megaphones on crowded 
Street corners in dodgy neighborhoods of 
The city, ventriloquists, mafia 
Kingpins, somnambulists, orthopedic 
Surgeons, risk therapists, or nude bathers; 
 
Refrigerator salespersons, hand or 
Foot models, postal workers, hostages 
Or hostage negotiators, strangers, 
Liquidators, heart patients, jihadists, 
Pilgrims, soup Nazis, sandwich-makers, nerds, 
Marriage brokers, divorce counselors, saints 
(Secular or religious), yellow-cake 
Uranium buyers or sellers, rug 
Merchants, potheads, old friends, classmates, monks on 
Holiday or walkabout, policemen, 
Apostates, the homeless, lapsed Catholics, 
 
Thumbnail sketch artists, sketchy thumb-suckers, 
Stooges, lost tribes, the king of the gypsies, 
Cloistered nuns, card sharks, cupcake makers, lawn 
Ornaments (jockeys, elves, pelicans), priests, 
Agony aunts, skunks, fortune tellers, schmucks, 
Ice-cream vendors, boulevardiers, turtles, 
Distant cousins, plagiarists, bulldogs, pit 
Bulls, pit crews, pit removers, sailors in 
Port, lingerie saleswomen, weasels, lynch 
Mobs, caustic commentators, wimps, sheriffs,  
Bagpipe players, street gangs, poets, football 
 
Players, skiers, honey gatherers, bears, 
Adolescents, mojo men, women of  
Trachis, moderate sheiks, hoochie-coochie 
Men, archivists, silent auctioneers, wham- 
Bam scammers, double-talkers, whiskey-soaked 
Aerialists, barristers, bench pressers,  
Dry-cleaning personnel, soil-erosion  
Experts, moneylenders, money-changers, 
Money-mad suburban housewives, Putin, 
Rasputin, ayatollahs, dive-bar bar- 
Tenders, tender-hearted floozies, rascals, 
 
Salacious callers, odd-men out, members 
Of caravans, Shakespearian super- 
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Numeraries, supercilious geeks, 
Motorcyclists, threadbare philosophers, 
Nuclear physicists, retired singers 
Of jazz, peeping Toms, tony waitresses, 
Scumbag, couch potato, salt seller’s wife, 
Wife beaters, man eaters, atomizers, 
Philologists, urn dwellers, pot-sellers, 
Knife sharpeners, biographers, tourists, 
 
Tinkers, candlestick-makers, narcissists, 
Soothsayers, roommates, lovers, collectors 
Of tolls or antiques, aficionades,  
And the like. I never argue with them 
About politics or anything else. 
I never argue politics with a  
Barber who has a razor in his hand, 
Who is about to shave me, the thick foam 
About my face and neck, laying in his 
Chair, waiting for the assault of razor 
In his hand. I never argue with them. 
 
 
  



18 

 

 
 
Profane 
 
The old Irish woman said: 
“And why did God give us teeth?” 
She wondered if she were dead 
Would she still feel this grief. 
 
A British soldier sat in a hut 
And asked: “If God made us 
In His image, then why should 
He give us these sore, tired knees?” 
 
A child played with a ball in the street. 
Another child skipped jump-rope, 
And as the wind blew around the neat 
Rows of houses, someone called it hope. 
 
We are so far away from them and God, 
It almost doesn’t matter what’s good. 
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Silent Meditation 
 
In these perilous times, 
Sometimes I go quiet, 
Remembering what it was like 
When Barak Obama was president. 
 
A cardinal sings outside 
My seventh floor windows, 
Ignorant of what kind of world 
It has become in the autumn 
 
Of America or just here 
In late summer 
With all the heat 
In the air and around us. 
 
Listen to those opposing 
Ideas, what Shakespeare called 
To be or not to be, 
Or put another way: 
 
What the fuck is happening here? 
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The Oligarch of Eggshells 
 
Humpty Trump sat on a wall, 
Which he built. “It’s a good one,” 
He said. “This wall is great.” 
 
But Humpty Trump had a great fall, 
And Mattis nor McMaster nor Bannon 
Nor the other Masters of Darkness could hel 
 
He lay splattered by the curb, 
Another New Yorker going down the drain. 
All Washington’s spin doctors came to hel  
 
But no one could put Humpty Trump 
Back together again. The moral: 
Resistance is not a dream but a reality. 
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The Poetics of Politics 
 
The death of poetry will be silence, 
Not an obscene shout in the night, 
And the death of prose will be noise 
So loud, you won’t be able to right 
 
The wrongs where you are or who it is 
You became, so that the idea of resistance 
Is still really the only way to be just, 
And its only rhyme (or reason) is justice. 
 
And yet politics is not poetry; 
Sometimes it isn’t even prose. 
But poetry is always politics, try 
As we may to cast it otherwise. 
 
The death of metaphor is not a crime— 
Sometimes we are all guilty, time 
Out of mind, whatever we did once— 
Even if the death of the poet certainly was. 
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Up Against It 
 
1. 
 
We used to speak of the revolution as if it was just around a 
corner, turn at the green light, and there it was, our albion, our peace, this 
small ball of pizza dough made fresh that morning, just for us, the weirdoes, out- 
casts all, them and us, we saw ourselves as outlaws, only full of romance, 
 
there was nothing we could not do or change, nothing outside our grasp of world 
politics or science, everything we did was that special, unique 
in ways that no one had previously thought of or even imagined, 
but we had, we had dreamed up these ideas to save the world or just our block 
 
in the universe, things went our way, life was our domain, and then it changed, 
the sixties ended, war ravaged the young, turning them into old men by 
the time they were only twenty years old, Nixon got elected to the 
White House, then Reagan came along ten years later, and it all went pear-shaped, 
 
and we began to get older, many of us becoming pillars of 
society, if not judges and lawyers, stock brokers, doctors, bankers, 
though most people whom I knew became teachers or went into social work, 
some of them became bartenders, some actors, a few painted or sang, 
 
but whatever it was that we did, we enjoyed it, and grew old, poor but 
content, we did struggle, but it was not the worst-case scenario, so 
our children grew up and left home, and we became grandparents, moving south 
to Florida, others gone to Carolina (like a James Taylor song), 
 
2. 
 
or Mexico, spirit of resistance now gone, though some of us never 
changed (I was one of them), I announced to all who would listen that I was 
a Catholic anarchist, the anti-Christ or just a guy who never 
 
changed, a hippie, though now clean shaven, with a bald head, but my mind was there, 
even if I hadn’t had any drugs in years, and not even a drink 
in almost three decades either, though I was not a martyr or a saint, 
 
and back in the Sixties, demonstrating, believing in social justice, 
I had to go to black churches to hear the word as I imagined how 
it should be rendered, with a sense of justice for everyone, there was 
 
no spirituality without justice, the goal remained, was still just that, 
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and when Black Lives Matter came along, I was right there with them, if not in 
body (I was oceans away in London), with them all in spirit, and 
 
when I finally came back to America, I returned to being 
the old way I had been when I was twenty years old, only now it was 
fifty years later, the world still desperate for mercy, for justice, for 
 
3. 
 
the old ways that used to 
motivate us out the 
door and into the streets, 
 
one sign said it best: 
“I can’t believe I’m still 
protesting the same shit,” 
 
because the same shit was 
what was going on now- 
adays, and the only 
 
way to deal with any 
of it was to be an 
obstacle, to resist 
 
it in every way, 
to find liked-minded souls 
like ourselves, people who 
 
sang the old songs, our arms 
locked together, we’d sing, 
“we shall overcome,” and 
 
it almost feels like those 
fifty years are erased, 
wiped away as we sing, 
 
but it is never that 
simple, it is never 
won so easily, and 
 
that means that the urge to 
resist, the resistance 
itself has only now 
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just started, so that this 
is not the end of it, 
but just the beginning, 
 
4. 
 
and who knows where it ends, in blood or flowers or a long embrace or guns firing into a crowd, 
Kent State all over, or Manson and his strange gang, come slouching in from out  in the desert, 
rough beasts, not our magi, maggots is more like it, so that it may not be any different from 
what had happened about half a century ago, so here we are where we were, it is a kind of 
midpoint, a stasis, status quo but without quid pro quo, I worry that it is all in vain, our 
concerns, their anger, the world’s cosmic disdain or even worse, its downright hostility, we 
fought for some great things, only now it doesn’t seem to be enough or what was really called 
for, our bags packed and heading home to our easy chairs, a book to read, a meal to cook, 
wishing the others well, whatever it is they want, yet there are those of us where such comforts 
were not our goals, other things drove us on, that sense of justice still not fulfilled, that sense of 
the world still not quite right for the likes of us, the trouble made, still making trouble, still not 
ready to throw in the towel, as if one more try could set it right, and so we go into the night, old 
and disturbed, disgruntled, still asking difficult questions of ourselves and others, still wanting 
to know when this world will be set right, its tilt straightened out for all to be treated fairly and 
square, without favor or prejudice, a world in which all people have a chance to do well, no 
matter where they come from or what they want to do once that tilt of the world is righted and 
they can go where once they did not go, where once they were locked out but now were 
welcome into the new house, 
 
5. 
 
a house in which to breathe 

freely, to go to school, 
without fear or chance 

 
of violence, free to 

move as they wished, a house 
of light and music so 

 
sweet and right, it made you 

want to dance and to sing, 
and made you feel all right, 

 
was that too much to ask, 

was that too much to dream, 
was that unreasonable? 
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Autumn 2017 
 
Once summer left, we don’t want to say it 
Lingered, but every couple of days, 
It seemed to come back for the daylight hours, 
And for a few hours in the afternoon, 
It seemed to be summer all over again. 
 
You wore a pair of jeans and canvas shoes, 
And a small nylon jacket which you found 
In the gently worn, pre-owned clothing store, 
And sometimes I still wore a pair of shorts, 
Even my beat up sandals, an old tee  
 
Shirt, and that old blue cotton hat I bought 
Years ago from a kiosk in Euston 
Station in London. For years, we lived in 
A dinky flat a few blocks from the train 
Station, surviving on a little pension 
 
I received from the British government, 
But now, back in America, we seem 
To subsist on nothing but nerve and our 
Ability to resist everything 
About Trump and his so-called government. 
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November 
 
Leaves off the trees now on the sodden ground, 
The first snow of the season begs to differ 
With the forecasters, even after ice 
On the street melts into springy puddles. 
 
It is cold in the damp air, gray in late 
Autumn sky, pathetic and uncertain, 
Like the apple crumble on the table— 
The round, white table in the living room. 
 
A year ago we despaired at elections, 
That if not rigged, stunk to the high heavens, 
Causing us to despair a year later 
All over again, asking when will it 
 
End, when will it all end and something like 
Normal settle across the headlines and  
The air ways, when will we wake up, someone 
Saying it was a bad dream, he is gone. 
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Engines of Change 
 
As much as I do things to change the world, 
The world pretty much remains the same, though 
I push with all my might, I shove and shout, 
But it keeps spinning indifferently 
Onwards, summer into autumn, autumn 
 
Into an early winter, snow already 
On the frozen, slippery pavement, wind 
Cutting through several layers of clothes 
That I put on before going out, world 
All around me, and it remains blasé. 
 
 Believe me when I tell you that this globe 
Has no opinion on justice, no feelings 
About social concerns or even matters 
Of mercy, so it is up to us, despite 
These words seeming flat, we are the engines. 
 
 
 


