
i say the place for prohibition 
is within marriage, not outside it. 
i promise you four hundred million instant 
romeos and juliets;
all over america couples will be curled for coupling 
in the only corner of the condominium 
into which big brother's prying eye cannot quite 
penetrate.
you won't be able to drag them to a porno flick, 
but bootlegged prints of happy families 
around the breakfast table 
will be all the rage.
similarly, if you want to clean up the country's language 
make it a capital offense to employ a word 
of more or less than four letters.
are you really sure i'm crazy?

another light goes out

for years i've left her funny notes, 
but then one day i noticed 
that she'd saved a stack of them, 
when i asked her why, she said,
"so that after you're dead 
i can prove you loved me, 
even though you always say 
you hate me in your poems."
i didn't mind that,
and i was actually flattered
to have a few of my dumb-ass, would-be witticisms 
preserved,
but then i got to thinking about
some of the truly dumb and even ugly things
i'd also written,
and of some of the ethnic jokes i'd made, 
which i wouldn't want anyone at any time 
to think i had meant seriously,
so one day when she was out 
i went through the stack
and removed a few of the more offensive sheets.
of course when i confessed to her 
we had an argument
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over whether the writer or the receiver 
owns the rights to such ephemera, 
and over which of us 
had abused the other's trust.
now i am guarded in my notes 
and she saves none of them.

the veterans

we were sitting in the campus beer bar 
on the last day of school
and this handsome blonde was saying 
how you tend to settle for so much less
as you get a little older, how you don't 
demand eternity in love, sublimity in poetry,
or that each night be as intense 
as ravens perched upon a craggy monolith,
and i agreed, and sipped my beer portentously, 
and offered some examples from my own
late-thirties vantage point 
of lowered expectations,
and a bond was growing there
of two resilient weatherbeaten souls
(though she'd retained her fine looks, 
while i'd lost mine in sixth grade),
but she had to run off to consummate 
a real-estate deal,
and when she had left the bar 
a friend said, "do you know how old she is?"
and i said, "no," and he said,
"twenty-three."
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