
 

CANONS TO THE RIGHT OF THEM . . . 

 

 

If my desk were infinity, 

These papers, clambering upward in a cubic, alien dimension, 

Would be my life. 

There should somewhere be a spost of blood 

Where an Internal Revenue Agent, 

Usually an angry underpaid employee, 

Thrusts a dagger deficiency assessment 

Through the corporate veil – 

Which I knew an appeal would heal. 

There are afterbirths placidly waiting – 

Chartered, articled, incorporated afterbirths – 

Waiting while I sip coffee. 

There is a summons attaching the flow 

Which courses unexpectingly in the jugular vein of a big deal. 

 

Whereas I swore to the Supreme Court of Illinois,  

Swore at the outset, 

That this desk would be the measure  

And these papers the days 

Of my life; and 

Insofar as I have milked children’s milk 

From the jagged teats of that rent veil; and 

Notwithstanding anything to the contrary in any life contained, 

Should there not now be an estoppel 

Against sipping coffee? 

 

These scattered, rectangular days – 

Why do I grow so old? 

Do those conventional extra one-and-one-half inches 

 

 



Fold upwards? 

Or is it that the telephone rings  

With each pulping stroke of the lumberman’s big ax? 

 

If these papers are the days, 

What is the clock and what is the calendar 

Put out as a service to the profession, 

Put out without obligation or hope of reward, 

Put out by the Trust Company? 

If I listen, and one can presume that a clock ticks, 

The clock is conscience, 

In which that leech, sucking at that jugular vein, 

Will on such-and-such a calendar day, 

As is in such cases by statute provided, 

Prevail 

Unless I interpose some brief defense 

Conceived at coffee, 

Clothed respectfully in handwoven raiment 

Resplendently crafted from Corpus Juris Secundum. 

 

No, the desk is not infinity. 

My children and I have seen the echo in the sky. 

The waitress not only serves coffee; 

She plays the market and she plays the horses. 

Sometimes, when lumbermen are chopping in a lighter time zone, 

It is a friend who wants to play bridge. 

Sometimes my partner and I worry about Plato. 

And once a client said, 

“I like you.” 


