
room 

Birth of Child 

My mot} 9'" wn.lks thr"our.;h }v×r 
ÛxoitÜnly, bÔcauÕe � Òra ndØuÙhÚer is bQ 

Sh" tel .. ho eS my roth.,,.. "n� th"ir ·;rives. 
MY sist",. has hllll .. ohUd 
an.� I am its unol ... 
I watch ..d th" womb p;row rul 
$\J'1d the I..,ntlt"Jn"ss of l'ly nf"Jphfltws 
grow to Aase thÓir motherts oarriaÖe. 
MY si 6ter spok" of my moth"r' 8 pain 
when I was born, 
thA hl.rthblood t'lm<1n,,, wi t.1l th e ohild' 8 dehris. 

1 listened len!win!', of my ease, than answerA.j,
"Bu t you suolel" your child ><nd 
are "los+st of all. That i8 what 
wa malp.s laok.11 
I thl.nk of my o!illp;hter or my son to be 
and my armR 9.round th"l'I. 
l,!y wifA will feal th" shu,.p "ut of their naUs 

and th" squirminJ from within. 

She will /A.ter p;ive them ),ilk. 

I ,'r 11 give them infinity. 

-- S8J'\uel L. Bltun.,nf"lcj 



The Dead: Inhabiting th8 Fields 

I would have never known the ameli 

of death 

had I not r,one to Italy 
and mode aoross the valley . 
And surely it is peouliar 
for I h"d n"ver s',en dead bodies bofore 
and I had always h"ld my breath 
when a ha�rae crossed my path. 
But in thn valley 
I oo«ld not olos" my eyes or steal oast th" dead, 
nor c ould I hold my breath, 
for death filled the ai r 
and was soaked in the fields , and its odor 
was swaC3tly mixed with that of the soil, 
and when darkness fell 
the land '6nd sky became so ar«anged 
that the l iving W8re undistinguishable 
from th" d .. ad 
and the dead plaoed their arms around all 
that sl..pt into the ni%ht. 



Short oaUlS 

** 

I wandered into the crord 
d sa. ( amon :. tl-t", Ii ta.nt f cas ./ 

the ~raatness 0 thana an o . 
• d '(11.6n the sopla spoke n "lst I e 

Is, th , tombs 19 d.ri~ in sands 
set ti • ~ , s l o11 on t e ston s . 

* 
:row never ass 
_:0 i s har all the l. ime 

Of is 11 th t Is ~ver I e t . 
ilien no' ends , 
I t .,ods no·r . 

The s..n set s . 

It OolS at f it 

For soul s to be~t 


T loEi finis ' a chords 

r i ~ ' s '(or • 
 I
Th'3 8.m s ts , 

La vas the f'l'.;;y dumb ounded 

To 1. e us think 

T 1 t!l3..Il s re c, ed nd . 


u rk 
in its 

V ioes . 

Dust ~ t ar 

To -( rd and roun senses . 


e 1 ~' em, 

-oi e s 

Sla<)1)Y un lr­

Th t ~ 


_nd 



Thin s ~re crystal claar 
this morrrl.n~ . 

The sky h s no nd 
An . I ha e nover se~n it so deep . 

he sun is a true color 

~d gith so tender brilliance 

tha.t i ts shadm(s are blue 

~d cooler than soft voices. 


And eve here color bursts ~d ~loods 
relentlessly ith a livin~ enius 
d bod as become loose with exc i tement 
cmd urity . 

This day rings 
like the ~re treason 
for livin:,. 
d beoomes the ood 
repose between philosophies. 
the ~dom. 0 simp ici· y , 
the Ulloontesta Ie . 



Short 013 5 

( bout "Ch_ r) ( bOHt nothi :r in -tic 1 r) 

I I 

Th clutc'le th'} mu T e sun s ta . 

ere a. doorlmob It 10 s not '\it 


r hand . or ~ou ls to be t 

rhe inis~ed ~ho s 


l1V6 S"l9n (0 1.y ' s (orv- . 

'tv s b' u , he sun . 'S , 


r bro.m. or ore • Leav .s the s Sumb 0 

~ the hair l uttere o m ke us "link 

l..Ii e tall r ass . ~hat m~ h~s r~ he en • 

I do not kn07 h' lon~ 


T e bo y re , 

(Th~t u see n~ sol dier) II 

I 0 not knov i ' they cart d 


im <t H. and bu rll . him,. This 

I 10 not ~v~n knOH his nune . o\n 


II 

o\D. st:lre in :,.-on~ 


Once v m n" ~ncmi s hrot-h th knS5 

d t 


III 

'las s i k . 

biscuits Voi <'IS . 


me , t)ust th .t -his 

I tu ne m ce ro ( ,.d 


L ked ~ '\y . ee l tl m, 

Vih i ...9S , 


'";1 t3 V w1'!!:n0 'm 6) un s 

III ['h'lt close "lVBS 


d "and r off . 

One ri'l.Y I cune to ~z io 

\nd s a. i .ld 


1 d qith asses . IV 

there ra r e so m1.lT' 


I ol)k <tt l ' e
t my "Y s JU 1 ~ 
;.n 8'3."'1" I h:VA ot liv 'I , at sa bevohi th~i~ hitene s . t: sun r ,9')S 0 llvI\n ¥hen le t . h i s m .'1do 


d rode any rn il ~s beJond 

but s do s , , '3U P s the hill s o '~ orance , 


I could still se ~he r08s S 

St tchin- ~ni stret ¥hin~ 


B,·fo ....e me 

To "1'3 v 1"" ' "\'111 0 th. hori~on . 


1 t.his .T 



I 

I 

I would ~ have never 1 ... . d the 5Aell 

of death 

had I not gone to · t aly 

and rode aorOS8 the valley. 

And surely it is eculiar 

for I ·.ft...c.. never seen dtiad bodies ) t~ 
--tvJ. 

and I ~ always held my breath 

when a hearse crossed my path. 

But in the valley 

could not blase my eyes ~6r s .eal past the dead, 
tl_h 

1-4o)llil ~et hold. my breath. 

for death .. filled the air 

and was soaked in the fields, and its odor 

was sW3etly mixed with the soil 

and waen darkness fell 

the land and sky so arranged 

that the ltv ing 'MfC1IillDe undi t:tinguisrrable 

erOl i the dead 
-eN.u.. 0- l 

and the dead v.~...d all that slept into the ni~t. 



Th9 hand holds the mud 


as if it were stone or another hand. 


The fa.oe is burl ed in the ground 


and one oannot see the color of the JB eyes. 


And the ha.ir flutters like !prass. 


I do not know how long he will lie th~re 


~ .before they take h~ away. 


I do not know the moment he stopped 


nor the feeling of his death. 


I do not knowwnQ he was. 




1h m is 10VJl y t.'lill 

s nev . t'lkm ne or rant 

lnste .:.t 

'it 1 .. th t sp k 

Li~ ltl to t. ] n')U} 

t t3 s oks u on h~ ~~ili 

he e rs un~oun cioisl v listen 

to mWl" slM.ll thin ~s 

t'ltm e m . 

I l ' ui t l' it:h' nnd 

b t v", n th Tar ess of thi hs 

I prot Eot foom lithin . 

I think 

soon t rs be 

thro.m i 1e _"'1 th' cooI n' s of 

the orl i i l l str ' 

~ usa ~ to Ton er 0 th 

m ' th,in ,8 1 sh 11 not ~o . 

ut no , as' at , th be ~r 

'lOV ' s arOUD m lS i " i my o . 

11 torus upon t 

str,tc Lin~ urious ly to feel ~l livi • 

in its untou _d st t , 

still nn, 101 ~n nt b utL 11. 



Hillarv Rodham Clinton 
01 

Is she red or is she green 

This first lady, Billy's queen'? 


She looks okay 

In her blondish way. 

But so politically correct 

Reminds me of Berthold Brecht. 


She's an all-American girl 

Giving socialism a whirl. 


' ­

The collecti ve suits her style. 

The social village by a mile. 


Did she read Marx at Yale': 

Has she been seduced by Baal': 

She and Bill 

'-
go to church. 


But they'd rather dine with Gorbie than John Birch. 


She loves the burgeoning state. 

Who needs freedom at this date? 

Brave New World is her favorite book. 

Evita Peron--that"s her look. 


Both blonds, you know. 

But tell me it isn't so. 

l" d hate to think that Hi liar\" 

Loves po\ver as much as Biliary. 


Is she red or is she green? 

Does she really want to be oLlr queen? 


Samuel L. Blumenfeld 



Bill Clinton, 1998 

What gi ves with this guy? 
He's our President, 
White House resident, 
Anything but shy. 

He loves se.\. they say. 
As much as he can get. 
But now he's got a pet 
Who's neither sexy nor gay. 

What gives with this guy? 
Always in trouble. 
Running on the double , 
Spinning Ollt a lie. 

A strange President he, 
Without morals or remorse. 
He's never \vTong. of course. 
That's the \\-av he be. 

Samuel L. Blumenfeld 



On Reaching 72 

Seventy-two years, 

No sign of tears 

Or regret. 


Happiness reigns, 

Not many pains 

To forget. 


A silvery new car, 

A destination far 

To enjoy. 


A condo serene, 

Yellow and green , 

None to annoy. 


Troubles? Yes. 

A vexing mess. 

But I shall prevai l. 


Life is doing, 

Satisfaction ensuing, 

Never to fail. 


Samuel L. Blumenfeld 



Ode to Robert Welch 

Robert Welch knew the game of life, 

Manufactured candy, married a Wellesley wife, 

Revered America's fight for honor and good -­

Freedom, civility, God's brotherhood. 


He did not like Ike -- so much for that! 

He proudly wore the anti-communist hat. 

Less government was his theme 

So that all could enjoy the American dream. 


He despised the evil empire, the red conspiracy. 

The insiders, he said, were no paranoid's fantasy. 

He gathered an army of like-minded souls. 

The truth, he said, would win us our goals. 


The man was a genius, as anyone can see. 

He knew history, man's struggle to be free. 

Our founding fathers gave us liberty. 

But we could lose it, embracing security. 


Play it safe, some say, kiss the tyrant's hand. 

He'll give you favors, a constitution of sand. 

But Robert Welch was of a different kind. 

Preserving our children's legacy was in his mind . 


They too must know our nation's glory, 

Washington, Jefferson, and the rest of the story. 

Can we restore what made us great? 

That, he would say, must be our fate. 


Samuel L. Blumenfeld 



We Love You Pete 

We love you Pete, the small sign reads , 

Beside the road, where the car speeds. 

He died right here on Friday night. 

There's a cross, some flowers, a tearful sight. 


A high school kid out on a date 

Going to a movie, no sense of fate. 

McDonald's and Disney fill the brain, 

Pizza and Pepsi, touch football in the rain . 


We love you Pete, athletic and straight. 

You were the best that Mom and Dad did create. 

Honest and true, you were a friend , 

Helpful, caring -- you'd want our hearts to mend. 


We never know when the end will come. 

Mysterious life taunts us, and then some. 

Death is always in our future, that we know. 

But when the young die, tell me it isn't so. 


We love you Pete , who was too young to die. 

It was much too soon to say goodbye. 

Your smile, the shake of your hand, your voice, 

In those remembrances we rejoice. 


-- Samuel L. Blumenfeld 



On the Death of Frank Sinatra 

He was vile of us. 
\Vhether in Ii rno or bus, 
Pullin2 our strin 25

'-' ..... 
H/" h 11 h . h h·nIt 3 1 tue ng t tulngs, 
Croonin~ a note 

"­

Like a tantalizing quote. 

Words spoken like a bell.. 

Stories that only he could tell. 

Stories about us 

Without rnvsterv or fuss. 


• d 

He sang our favorite tunes 

Across a hundred Junes. 

His sOlli has flown this earth. 

But his voice \vill play on 

T ,,~O' A'" e~ , ." U An rl T A~e ~,,~e
LVllo all I}V al U 1 at t;Vll. 

Samuel L. Blumenfeld 




