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Responsibility

The doctor, after the examination,
before pronouncing the fatal word,
washing his hands remembers Pilate.
Could anything be more absurd?
And yet, we need a sense of sin
to put force in our will to virtue.
Life is split like a migraine:
love it like that and let it hurt you.

This poem is reprinted from Now and Then, the website devoted to the poetry of Martin Robertson, at http://rtnl.org.uk/now and then/


