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| es that are hig
| atic monologu
Robert Browning wrote many successful dram of achievement rarely

1“3”"9 legacy, for he brings the genre : his contemporary Ten.
equaled, Less regarded during his lifetime thar modern readers. Often
"yson, he has consistently risen in the esteer of

his considerable
overlooked in his gallery of often grotesque Charqt;te;sot:]:ng in demanding
metrical skills and ability to simulate speech while

POEtinorms_

My Last Duchess

FERRARA®

That’s my last duchess painted on the wall,

Looking as if she were alive. 1 call -
That piece a wonder, now: Fra Pandolf’s® hands

Worked busily a day, and there she stands.
Will't please you sit and look at her? I said
“Fra Pandolf” by design, for never read
Strangers like you that pictured countenance,
The depth and passion of its earnest glance,
But to myself they turned (since none puts by

The curtain I have drawn for you, but I) 10

And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst,
How such a glance came there; so, not the first
Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, 'twas not

Her husband’s presence only, called that spot

Of joy into the Duchess’ cheek: perhaps

Fra Pandolf chanced to say “Her mantle laps
Over my lady’s wrist too much,” or “Paint

Must never hope to reproduce the faint
Half-flush that dies along her throat”: such stuff

Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough

For calling up that spot of joy. She had
A heart—how shall I say?—t00 soon made glad,

15
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Too easily impressed; she liked whate'er

She looked on, and her looks went eve

h
Sir, 'twas all one! My favor at her breasryw ere.

L,

The dropping of the daylight in the West
The bough of cherries some officious fool

Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule
She rode with round the terrace—aj]] and each
Would draw from her alike the approving speech

Or blush, at least. She thanked men—good! but thanked

Somehow—I know not how—as if she ranked
My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name
With anybody’s gift. Who'd stoop to blame
This sort of trifling? Even had you skill
In speech—which I have not—to make your will
Quite clear to such an one, and say, “Just this
Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss,
Or there exceed the mark”—and if she let
Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set
Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse,
—F'en then would be some stooping; and I choose
Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt,
Whene'er I passed her; but who passed without
Much the same smile? This grew; 1 gave commands;
Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands
As if alive. Will't please you rise? We'll meet
The company below, then. I repeat,
The Count your master’s” known munificence
Is ample warrant that no just pretense
Of mine for dowry will be disallowed;
Though his fair daughter’s self, a:s ] avowed
At starting, is my object. Nay, W€ Il go )

. Nantice Neptune, though,
Together down, sir. Notice p

Taming a sea horse, thought a l:al'itYr - forme
Which Claus of Innsbruck cast i1 bron
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Diving into the WrecK

First having read the book of myths,

1 and loaded the camera, |
3 and checked the edge of the k!

: [ put on
the body-armor of black rubber 5

. the absurd flippers
the grave and awkward mask.

[ am having to do this
not like Cousteau® with his

assiduous team
aboard the sun-flooded schooner

1 but here alone.

fe -bladE,

10

There is a ladder.
The ladder is always there

hanging innocently

close to the side of the schooner.
We know what it is for,

we who have used it.

Otherwise

it is a piece of maritime floss 20
some sundry equipment.

15

ADRIENNE RICH

I go down.

Rung after rung and still

the oxygen immerses me

the blue light . .
the clear atoms

of our human air.

I go down.

My flippers cripple me,

I crawl like an insect down the ladder ¥
and there is no one | '

to tell me when the ocean
will begin. |

| | FQMFfJiCqucs-Yves Cousteau f1o1m vy« T 3



girst the air 1s blue and then

it is bluer and then green and then .
black [ arm blacking out and yet

my maskK 1S powerful

it pumps MY blood with power

the sea 1S another story

the sea is not a question of power .
1 have to learn alone

+o turn my body without force

. the deep element.

And now: it is easy to forget

what I came for &
among so many who have always

lived here

swaying their crenellated fans

between the reefs

and besides 5
you breathe differently down here.

| DIVING INTO THE WRECK

[ came to explore the wreck.

The words are purposes.

The words are maps.
[ came to see the damage that was done 55

and the treasures that prevail.

I stroke the beam of my lamp
" slowly along the flank

of something more permanent

than fish or weed

60

the thing I came for:
the wreck and not the story of the wreck
the thing itself and not the myth
g - - thedrowned face always staring
' toward the sun 65
. the evidence of damage
3 worn by salt and sway 1nto this threa
the ribs of the disaster
Ay Curving their assertion .

= -%_?mﬂng the tentative haunters.
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we dive into the hold.
Iam she: I am he

we are the half-destroyed Instruments
that once held to 3 course

the water-eaten log®
the fouled compass

We are, I am, you are

by cowardice or courage
the one who find our way
back to this scene

carrying a knife, a camera
a book of myths
in which

our names do not appear.

[
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ANNE SEXTON = LRSI

N amily tr -
Anne Sexton lived a tortured life of mental Im‘Wﬂ;;::;i!f::t];}yhuna2::1‘2‘;'!
bﬂ.‘oming the model of the i‘*}'?‘.ﬁ?‘m"mﬂl poel. © l,:“;;: ;1 i}rtlgrﬂ"" on public
daughters, she began \writing poetry as the 1€t t“H in which Sylvia Plath
television, later taking a workshopfrom ROt X000 0 vibrant
was a fellow student. For fifteen year until et "ff‘lf lbic: raphy of Sexton b}
extiting presence in American po etry. A controversial D104

Diane Wood Middlebrook appeared 1 1991

Cinderelia

You always read about it:
the plumber with twelve children

who wins the Irish Sweepstakes.
From toilets to riches.
That story.

Or the nursemaid,
some luscious sweet from Denmark

who captures the oldest son’s heart.
: From diapers to Dior.
That story. 10

P ANNE SEXTON

Or a milkman who serves the wealthy,
eggs, cream, butter, yogurt, milk,
the white truck like an ambulance

who goes into real estate
and makes a pile. 15

From homogenized to martinis at lunch.

Or the charwoman

who is on the bus when it cracks up

and collects enough from the insurance.

From mops to Bonwit Teller.°
That story,

20 Bonwit Teller 5, upscale department store
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"'I‘hé man took another wife whs had
5 two daughters, pretty enough
. but with hearts like blackjacks.

<" Cinderella was their maid. 30 !
She slept on the sooty hearth each night
and walked around looking like Al Jolson.® |
. Her father brought presents home from town,
g jewels and gowns for the other women
' but the twig of a tree for Cinderella. . 39
She planted that twig on her mother’s grave

and it grew to a tree where a white dove sat. <
~ Whenever she wished for anything the dove 3
VIR L | (r
would drop it like an egg upon the ground. . L
.. The bird is important, my dears, so heed him. 40 Z
~ Next came the ball, as you all know. | 691,57 1

It was a marriage market.
| - The prince was looking for a wife.
- All but Cinderella were preparing

. and gussying up for the big event. 45
Cmderella begged to go too.
.~ Her stepmother threw a dish of lentils
?  into the cinders and said: Pick them
' ’i s tlp in an hour and you shall go. }

A«J * The white dove brought all his friends;

e .§11 the warm wings of the fatherland came,
T md picked up the lentils in a jiffy.

':f“l'f'fi,f.'j No,. Cinderella, said the stepmother _
have no clothes and cannot dance. | .




Cinderella went to the tree at the grave

and cried forth like a gospel sInger:

Mama! Mama! My turtledove,

send me to the prince’s ball!

The bird dropped down a golden dress 80

and delicate little gold slippers. |
Rather a large package for a simple bird.

So she went. Which is no surprise.

Her stepmother and sisters didn't

recognize her without her cinder face 65
and the prince took her hand on the spot

and danced with no other the whole day.

As nightfall came she thought she'd _
better get home. The prince walked her home

and she disappeared into the pigeon house . 70
and although the prince took an axe and broke

it open she was gone. Back to her cinders.
These events repeated themselves for three days. .
However on the third day the prince .
92 covered the palace steps with cobbler’s wax 75 g
And Cinderella’s gold shoe stuck upon it. |
Now he would find whom the shoe fit
and find his strange dancing girl for keeps.
He went to their house and the two sisters
were delighted because they had lovely feet. 80
The eldest went into a room to try the slipper on
but her big toe got in the way so she simply
sliced it off and put on the slipper.

ANNE SEXTON

oy

The prince rode away with her until the white dove |
told him to look at the blood pouring forth. ®
That is the way with amputations. '

They don't just heal up like a wish.

The other sister cut off her heel

but the blood told as blood will.

The prince was getting tired. ’
He began to feel like a shoe salesman.

But he gave it one last try.

This time Cinderella fit into the shoe

like a love letter into jts envelope.,




At the wedding ceremony

the two sisters came to curry favor

and the white dove pecked their eyes out.
Two hollow spots were left

like soup spoons.

Cinderella and the prince

lived, they say, happily ever after,

like two dolls in 2 museum case

never bothered by diapers or dust,

never arguing over the timing of an egg,
never telling the same story twice,

never getting a middle-aged spread,
their darling smiles pasted on for eternity
Regular Bobbsey Twins.®

‘That story.
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