The Retirement of Louie Berman

On this, his final day,

He awakens to the gold-sky morning

And boards his Garden of Agony train.

The merest tremble invades his hands,

Capillary veins lace his nose and cheeks.

O who will figure the warehouse report?

Now that Louie is leaving?

Who will balance the customer’s ledger?

The girls from Cost Accounting touch his arm.

The blur of their faces

Has the sparkle of precious stones.

The men from Sales Records shake his hand.

Their smiles are warm with years of friendship.

They remove his clothes and shave his skin

And wrap him gently in mango leaves.

He is roasted twelve hours over heated rocks.

His rich juices 

Are allowed to gather in an earthern jar

And he is sliced into equal portions’ with ceremonial precision.

The partaking of his flesh,

The sipping of his warm gravy

Are deeply symbolic acts.

He is giving them all his friendship and wisdom.

From now on he will always be part of them.

He could have chosen to lock himself

Ion the cloister of his age

With his severance pay and his company pension

Snipping roses and playing cars, lost in his memories of jumbled years

While his marrow dries’

And a haze of frost gathers between his legs.

But once in his life, at least,

every man must behave in the grand manner.

John Dickson

