Mordred at Greenwich

Due no doubt to rumors of literature

half remembered, read by someone else

Connecticut always seemed a battlefield

where pale heroes of the spirit

stared down their ruin

across the Sunday Times,

over the martini glasses,

in the pubescent verdure


of golf courses.

This is, of course, a romanticism.

For every Fitzgerald, Stevens, or Cheever

(to mention a few who did more than drink),

a thousand witless idiots

think lush surface the only reality,

and so neither behold their moments,

nor understand that money is not an answer,

but merely the absence of certain excuses.

