Do Not Gamble in the Service Club

Combat for you and garrison for me.
We drink to orders disparate as we.

“l knew that first time when | saw you, Ace,
You’d be the one with all the luck. In case
Not much rubs off, well, it was fun to rub.”
And | Diogenes crawl in my tub

Before the honest envy of the born to lose
In presence of the uses of the born to use..

Of late I am grown beery-honest too.
In thirty years | have not thought of you,

And least of all in those December days
On board my troopship, in a tropic haze.

No doubt in the assignment you were in
The haze of luck you had from me wore thin.

If you were killed, and mostly you born losers are,
It was in snow. If not, you’ve found a wrinkle bar.

I still spend New Year’s in the sun. My luck has held.
The islands where | soldiered see me now well-heeled.

| even play roulette sometime. And if
I lose is that your hold on me? Your gift?

A double zero to remind the hedger
All bets are off, and he the wager.

A pang--it is not conscience--late but run amok;
A little taste of ashes, on the lips of luck.



