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Pomp, circumstance, and other songs of a lifetime

(continued from inside front cover)

| say, rather, the richness of us,

precious difference, the grand multiplicity
of selves that balance this globe

and enable it to spin true. Grandson

of peasant immigrants, | was given

the opportunity to earn a doctorate

in English literature from Ohio State—
because my family labored long nights
around the kitchen table trying to learn
this arduous English. | sat where

you're sitting twenty-six years ago.

Bob Dylan and Smokey Robinson got me
through. Yes, it took a prophet and Miracles!
My son earned an OSU Ph.D. in history.
Now you, graduates, are being honored—

by degrees. We've all come together
around the kitchen table of Ohio State.
Ohio, Round on the ends and high

in the middle. For the years to come
we'll sing together, Beautiful Ohio,

in dreams again | see, Visions of what
used to be. These psalms, sacred thoughts
of our tribes, 78’s and 33's, tapes,
CD’s—they take up space in shelves

of our skulls, our hearts. They remind us

we want a song beyond the run-
of-the-mill thrill, the moment throbbing
with pleasure or bathed in the blues.
We ache for something grander than
pure selfishness. Songs sung for one

alone are not true music. Arias shared
are music of the spheres, ways of saying
to another something from the soul.

Of course the Buckeye Battle Cry

is there. Drive, drive on down the field,

Men (and women!) of the Scarlet

and Gray. Well, you drove on down

the field, and you drove up and down
the streets, around and around

crowded lots, looking for a place to park,

and you searched our dark, ancient library
for a decent place to study. My wife,
Mary’s, father marched in the first

“Script Ohio,” in 1936. He’s here today
with us, blowing his horn, | can’t help

but feel, as is the sweet mother

| lost last year, the one who gave me

the stars. Today’s music makes us think
of the debts we owe, and never can repay.
So many of us would not be here

were it not for the lullabyes and songs

of dear parents, their parents, theirs.

Some are here today in the flesh.

Many are not. We mourn them with cadences
of our hearts. Think how many people

sang before us, gave us a name, a voice,
taught us the right words. We must
cherish them by remembering every song.
When we sing to others, we honor

our fathers and mothers, thank them

for this day of profound scarlet and gray
pomp and circumstance. O, come

let’s sing Ohio’s praise, And songs

to Alma Mater raise. Alma mater.

Ohio State is our sweet, nurturing mother.

We came of age here, with her help.
Well, Mother, we love you, but, like,
it's time we moved out, got a place
of our own. You're standing there,
Mom, gray hair, eyes scarlet

from crying. We won't forget you.
Now, even though this ceremony
means we're being weaned, taken off
the nipple, let's take care to cherish her
all our days. Let’s remember

the words to the songs she taught us,
and pass them on. We'll remember
always, Graduation Day. Summer’s heat,
and winter’s cold, The seasons pass,

the years will roll, Time and change

will surely show How firm thy friendship,
O-hi-0. We call that little number
Carmen Ohio. Carmen means song

in Latin. You've worked hard; she

is your reward; today is your reward.

You're filled to overflowing with

the notes, the poems we've written
together. You know the score.

Continue to work hard for yourselves,
and one another. Find the ones who need

you to sing to, for them, in the world.
Graduates, this joyful litany, this hymn
our ancestors collaborated on with us,
the calling of your name today is music
to our ears. Sing that name proudly

all your days, as if your life depended
on it. It does, you know. It has been

an honor for me to speak—and sing—
to you today. Thank you, graduates,
and, again, Congratulations.
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