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Redacted Poem     I am a  60 - year - old  virgin   and I have some things to say    about fear, about  celibacy ,   about  “ late bloomers ”     and  vaginal atrophy .     Italian plums are splitting .  The bees craze in their juices.     Rain comes down and   the wood sorrel springs to life again.     “ Vaginal atrophy ”   is a term I ’ ve never he ard spoken —   not  even by a doctor.  But the  New York Times   wrote a piece    about it (about how offensive the  phrase  is )   last week ,  so    it ’ s entering the zeitgeist .   I ’ m not going to say it.      Maybe nobody will.  But I think I have it.     Who can tell?     NPR had a show about late bloomers, about fear   of  failure .  There was a woman who had a baby at 42.   A scien tist whose publications weren ’ t cited enough   yet.  But that ’ s nothing   to be ashamed about.     The  Gravensteins   fell before they  got   ripe.     Even an unripe apple   bruises.      


