
 

 

Endemic in a proletariat, 
That if one makes it to the ballroom late 
Then one by definition cannot be 
An ugly sister. It will not explain 
That haste in which a hearth went monarchist. 
Out-of-the-ashes, though, may be the one 
Most European thing. And fitly there, 
Two-headed phoenixes too fake to blaze, 
The inaccessible imperial  
Emblems, too high to chip away, look down 
Without comment and without remorse. 
On any given evening, at least four 
State companies will be performing, say, 
The Count of Luxemburg--the first great work 
Of social realism?--While it lasts 
Who hear it are in fact a polity; 
That is, are more alike than different. 
At intermission, hallmarks vanish. Sekt 
In hand and democratic sausages 
Cascading off our plates, we bring to Pop 
Baroque a kind of living tractor art, 
Ourselves the peanut vendors of our tiers, 
A newsreel colorized by CNN. 
Recatalog us under Empire, World, 
And make cross references from local names. 
Conquest is partial or is absolute. 
Happily, at the time, no one knows which. 
 


