
Pecans are up too.
I have an uncle who's allergic to pecans.
He has to be rushed to the hospital if he eats any. 
Outside, the leaves are starting to fall 
and it seems as if everybody's in school 
except me. Why did I ever leave school?
Why didn't I get my M.F.A. from John Ashbery 
the way I told everyone I would?
Even John said "You can't do very much with it 
but you should finish what you start."
I remember a hot September day in his office
when his window was stuck
and he asked me to help him open it
and I did (both of us straining) and almost immediately
a yellow-jacket flew in and landed
on the sweaty plastic lid he'd set down next to

his coffee cup
He swatted it away and read my poems 
in about three seconds, saying I shouldn't 
deliberately make light of a situation I'd 
established as serious, that I should try 
to draw attention to what I was saying 
and not to myself, saying it.
I was crushed, but I knew he was right.
I pulled out another poem
and he said, "This is better. You're
not trying so hard to be a stand-up comedian
in this one ..."
But our time was up.
He closed his briefcase and threw his cup, his napkin, 
and his tiny non-dairy creamer container into the

wastebasket.
I told him I'd see him in class
next Tuesday
and he said isn't there
a Jewish holiday next Tuesday
and I said oh right
and I left
and I heard him shut the window by himself.

DRAGSTERS DOWN IN JERSEY

No, I don't want to watch the dragsters
down in Jersey, I don't like those boys and girls.
They wouldn't be doing that if they were nice.
How disgusting of them to eat three corn-dogs 
at a time, and throw the sticks in the street.
I'm being critical because I'm uncomfortable here.
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Why shouldn't I be able to criticize people I don't like, 
the activities and values of people I don't like?
They don't go out of their way to be fair to me
or what I like. They don't come up to me
and ask for copies of my recommended reading list.
They don't solicit my opinion on anything, the morons. 
They must know they're great big morons.
Stupid oafs. I hate the devil-flames on their cars.
And their girlfriends with the small green eyes.
Why should I feel guilty about being by their 
standards a snob and an intellectual?
Is this 1957?
Is this another homage to 1957?
Weren't there any non-automotive aspects of 1957?

HER THINGS DON'T DEFINE HER

Mary was my sister 
with kangaroos on her crib, then 
at eleven wearing braces 
primitive, almost medieval 
she was terrified to smile 
but then the day
the dentist took them off, what a change ...
everyone suddenly accepted her at school
she scratched bored flowers in lavender ink
in her canvas loose-leaf binder
getting cuter and cuter
I remember mostly from pictures
her eyes taking on that soft gleam
of having learned something from doing it
toying now with the idea of art school
perceiving the world in slashes
of pink and yellow pastel
she went to Florence to study painting
but all she showed us when she
finally came home
were these charcoal sketches
sloppy and shiny
I wish I could find them now
but my mother threw everything out when she died
and it made sense then
we said to ourselves
her things don't define her
we ought to treat her things
as if they're dead too.
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