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FISHERMEN’S WHARF

Slicing into the Gate,
with the gut blowing up rough in a solid wind,
we butted across the swells,
and the heavy spray slapped our red faces,
slammed at the rigging,
Anselmo goosed the throttle,
and the Lovely Anna lifted a bit at the bow
running hard for the fish dock.
We hove to behind the San Guiseppe,
weighed in our salmon at Alioto’s,
sluiced down the fish boxes,
and then bundled stiffly up the scaly ladder,
headed for the cook shack behind the fish shanties.
A kettle of cioppino simmered on the galley stove,
and there was sour French bread and a bottle of green
wine
styptic enough to cut the slimy taste of seawater.
The heat got to us gradually, and the food,
and we slackened joint by joint.
The numbness burned out of our faces
as we sat there loosening in the steamy warmth
shut away from the smash of the sea
and the bite of the bitter wind.
Richard Curry Esler



2 STANLEY COOPERMAN

TWO POEMS

Jenifer’s Song
(Oregon to New York, 1963)

Moon and all I string for you,

And I would promise all, the golden feather

Of a most delicately drawn aesthetic truth
Delighting in beards and bangled weather
And Japanese simplicity of love.

By this apple, fruit of a ripe reason

I make my pledge, and will not move

Though poets moult their verses out of season
And every tree grow heavy with the weight
Of white syllabic goats, hairy nightingales
Who scratch themselves and struggle to create
Witherhood and early winter in their tales:

Moon and all, and nothing less
To celebrate our coast-to-coast caress.
Stanley Cooperman

Dialectic

NO is nothingness,

and your reasons

violate the plumlight

I see behind your eyes;

the Spirit

is a small insect

scorched by time,

and who would be so much
a fool
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to despise the fire

and worship the moth ?

All the moon that ever was

lies between your lips,

and every leaf in the green world
whispers forever;

your flesh is charged

with atoms of the sun,

and my hands

twining yours

are stuff that stars are made of:
our kisses may reach out

to planets not yet born.

Those holy men,
spirit-skeletons

corrupted by dust,

swans of thin eternity
who feed on thorns—
where are they now?
vanished into broken glass,
rusted into metal

and eaten by the wind:

their halos have grown rotten
with their bones.

Stanley Cooperman
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New Day

A new day—

everything beautiful,

everything significant.

Pink anemones in their milk glass bowl
bloom, although they fade,
stretching, shedding

tissue petals.

The Madonna of the ikon,

wearing a turban,

clutching beneath one elongated arm
a bundle, which is the child

also in a turban,

stares down her Modigliani nose
with tenderness including

even me,

I jump from bed,

stub my toe against the heater,
and hobbling to a window

look upon the garden

shielded by boughs

of last year’s Christmas tree,
enclosed by a hedge

sprouting mobile fruit.

How those sparrows rejoice
even while they quarrel!

JOCELYN SLOAN

Jocelyn Sloan
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Meditation

The skull

wrapped in newspaper

rides between us

coming from Ward’s Museum
to town,

Julian’s purchase

will help Brother John

to explore a forest

of meditation.

Adorned by Julian

for the cocktail hour,

in ivy chaplet,

rose between teeth,

our guest upon

the coffee table

looks at us

from mauve larkspur eyes,
steals the show,

stills all conversation.

Julian will make

a lovely skull

with those tall cheek bones
and impressive brow,

I think, and catch him
studying me . . .

Jocelyn Sloan
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STONE WINTER
for Eleanor and John Terfloth

The church spire points

a wooden finger at the sky.

The bells clench below

and toll the language of the Lord

on tongues that toil in metal mouths.

The stone huts sit

frost-level on the ground.

Wisps of woodsmoke slip

through the thin blue shimmering.

The boy trudges
over the hillside

in boots which blister
through his socks.

The girl sweeps

the cobblestoned street
with a bundle of branches
bound by vines to a stick.

I watch the men

scrape the mud from their shoes

on the church steps,

I watch the women

poke their red hands

under aprons which never wash white,
and I see no sorrow

sagging in the mouth

or boredom

bagged below the eyes.
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I find foreheads

seeded with sleet,
vein-broken cheeks
ploughed into the mouth
and split lips which laugh.

They carry these faces
like shields.
Warren Slesinger

SOCIALS

When party-guests fill living-rooms
Always the sexes dissipate;

The men dispute taxation booms,
The wives lament their over-weight.

Each huddle in two alien hives;
The volume of debate grows higher.
To the kitchen disperse the wives,
The men draw closer to their ire.

To think they swore eternal vow!
The Law of Nature runs arrears
At socials where the sexes now
Like planets move in separate spheres.
Joan Saltzberg
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SLIGO

Dark chews the green diamonds
of valley, the stone fields.

The windy sunset is still

getting heavier. Rain begins,
lifts clouds in the vague sky—
its floods are deep green, filling
the darkness under the trees;
stone darkens.

A thin man wants to buy us guiness

and batters on the doors for his lonely gift,
the interpreter

of the country and its rain.

He has tears and his triumph is easy—

he is proud from the sky’s broken line

to the darkness between the stones

and the rain growing and lifting

the unshaken trees.

The bitter unvarying of stout

dulls the clear rain—

in the swaying dark

like a man’s bones the mere smell lies
where the rain tide is pushing off the stones.
He is wandering on the dark miles out

into darkness and the full Sligo sky
dreaming he touched us—

divided his heart for us.
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He will remember for us—

no one who was sober would try

to outface darkness.

We remember the silver heave of sky
that clouded into rain.

Rain opens and closes all the graves.
Norman Talbot

VIOLENCE
Midway the journey of this life
I was aware that I had strayed
into a dark forest . . .
Inferno I:11-12

Dante’s lion, with parted teeth,

and fur flung across his head

like ragged moss, glides from red

and amber caves, gloats above

his valley, explores the night

on angry, tingling paws. Bright

river, black glass, streaks in long,

cool lines; he dabbles with tail

and nose, waiting for brown quail,

deer, and frightened, quiet men.
Irene Eberling
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LOVE

Jealous men,
I never ever dreamed
a big long-nosed wiseguy like me
could sweep

ratata-tat-tat-tat
down and splash
intoxicating silver dream potion
in her springboard

singsong eyes.

laughing,
at a pimple-picking taxidermist like me
hold the hand of a
double-shape
snake-like nympho
from virgin county.

Sorry,
million eyed double-clutching
mad lovers
She thinks I'm the fairest
superlover of them all.
Fred J. Escher
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THREE POEMS

Over the River and Through the Woods

High in a house above a city

My grandmother has waited

For the last thirty years

With the sight going out of her eyes.

At last, it is whispered

By sisters and aunts

In tones of relieved condescension
That my mother’s mother is dying
Because of a cancer in her blood.

My parents, who have never been
Her eyes, transpose to me the guilt
Of their neglect, and force me

To feel compelled to visit her.

Reluctantly, experimentally,

I walk into the room

Which she has darkly decorated
For the likes of me.

Fearful of bacteria, she

Will not let me shake her hand,
But clasps her own two hands
In a gesture of greeting

And shakes them in the air.

For a little more than an hour

She tells me all the important things.
Daily, in front of a window,

She marches in place for exercise.
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She has an ingrown toenail

Which her doctor forbids her to cut.
My sisters keep secrets from her,
She says, and the walls eavesdrop
On our conversation.

Gratefully, patiently she sits
As I take my leave,

Clasping her shaking hands,
Saying goodbye to the chair
I have been sitting in.

I am lowered down through the house
And I walk through the door
Out on to the street,
Back to my own more familiar
Decaying verisimilitude.
Henry S. Taylor

One Summer Night

I lie and listen to thunder and rain
And gaze at lightning reflected
On the wet leaves of trees outside.
Then through the darkness I hear
The voice of my son, and I rise
And go down the hall to his room.

The storm shines in through the window
And I see that his bed is empty.

I run down to the lawn and call

To my slender, pale-haired son,

And his voice comes down from above me.
He is standing on top of the house,
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His arms held away from his sides,
Looking down at me and smiling.

I ask him to come down.

On the peak of the roof he turns
And raises his eyes to the sky.

Rain falls from his hair to his back.

Once more lightning flashes

As he flexes his knees and leaps
Upward, his arms close at his sides.
He tilts his head and raises his arms
And begins his back-dive to earth,
Eyes closed and hair windblown.

He slows down in front of my face,
Upside down before my eyes,

His arms overhead toward earth.

I agk him again to come down.

We are caught there together, immobile
In a flash of lightning which lasts forever

And I call to him time after time
But he is unable to answer.
Smiling, his blue eyes closed,
His arms overhead toward earth,
His blond hair waving like seaweed,
He hangs helpless and silent before me.
Henry S. Taylor

The Woman at Fireman’s Field
A city swimming pool on a summer afternoon:

Hard sunlight, hot concrete, brown
Grass, and a high steel fence,
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Green park benches without trees,
White steel tables with green umbrellas.
The clear air quivers in the heat;

The water, wrinkled by wind,

Shines sharp and jagged in the sun,
But the people, dauntless, dive.

They are all here:

In the water or on the edge,

Diving, splashing, lovers kissing

Under the water;

Mothers with their round blond babies;
Old men and women, with

Bald and blueveined legs;

Brown little boys in skin-tight trunks.
The lifeguard’s whistle

Quiets them all.

Two swallows wet their wings in the pool
And rise to the top of the fence.

A fat woman sleeps

At the side of the pool

Alone on a green park bench.
Her cheeks, hippopotamic, sag
And part her heavy lips.

(Brown teeth with caps of gold)
Her neck, at the base,

And her cumbrous bosom

Rise and fall

As she softly breathes.

The thin dress strains

To bare her legs

Revealing stockings

Rolled down to her knees.

Her short gray hair hangs down
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In limp damp strands

On either side of her head.

A fly, circling slowly, wings
Gleaming in the sun, settling
On a shoulder, cautiously
Climbs up to the neckline.

Oh

Woman,

I wish you would once be light

So you could rise

And walk

To the edge of this pool and dive up,
High up above these wires,

Above the leaves of trees,

And sway, soundlessly singing
On the sighing breeze.

Yes

My love,

You are rising now,

The dress and the stockings gone,
Clothed in white silk,

Blown with long hair

On the summer wind.

Beautiful, now, she turns,
Smiles her goodbye and is gone.
Henry S. Taylor
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NEW DAY

1 hear the horses, neighing down the canyon,
Woken long before, who arch their hooves

As serupulous as unicorns—one swerves

To miss a boulder, spills into the sun.

The red day burns upon the blueing dawn,
Hedges of silver poppies, birds in droves
Garble our senses, now in the meadow moves
Fleet as if hooved . . . I whistle, and you come.

There is only one day, one unicorn,
One word you will not say, I have not spoken;
Let us pretend our minds are on the horses,
Your knuckles, white, clenching the saddle-horn
Do not exist—and while the pack-train passes—
1 am not here; your foot was never cloven.
Melvin Walker La Follette

THE COMPOSER

Would you care to hear
some music that I
haven’t written?

Listen!

You look as though it
is an easy thing to
not write musie.
Carter England



DAvVID GALLER 17

THE CHALICE
The object is alien and intolerable to me.
—Nicolas Berdyaev

1. Portrait of a Tourist

Maze, glare, and the sharp curve,
Precipitate stairway, serve,
By riddling my stereotypes with light and shadow,
To effect a precise play of conspiring nerves,
As if one thief another follow,
And lead past clapboard entrance,
Classical gate, till T chance
In a quiet square to try such salt for savor,
And glimpse the cloud-road that reflects my dance
Aimless, circuitous.
I won’t waver
Yet; I will impound
A fear of alien ground
By force of will, by trespass. And I will rest,
As in an expanding maze, each step bound
To tire for having been struck in test
Of some escape: cur-
iosity, fetish-hunting, or
Unbridled lust for the mythic native, unseen
And still less expected. The mid-day lore
Of silence and the strange lean
Oracles of light
That hint there is some site
From which I have travelled, but now forgotten,
And some scene toward which I will strive, indict
Me for flights of off-guard abstraction,
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Whereby this ancient terrace
Becomes as all places
I have ever wandered.

Beyond the white patio,
In the shade of columns, each slab and crevice
Proclaim their formal virtue. A curio
Shop rises through dust
Like a witeh’s hovel, Thrust
Outward, like blooms in a magic wood, are brass
Goblets, pikes, and muskets, once raised in trust
Or condemnation. Venus, cuirass,
Cleave together like twin
Drinkers; a Mandarin’s
Ivory junk points its prow through the broken
Neck of some cryptically-graven vase; and Sin
Discovers its feckless comic token
In the way a serpent’s hide
Coils between lovers, who bide
In porcelain for the perfect moment to kiss.
Confused in this ancient city, I abide
Losses, not least of which is purpose.

2. In the Curio Shop

Seen from inside, the store

Is not unusual, nor

Do its objects vary greatly from those found
In my own country; the old proprietor
Nods, then goes with a shuffling sound
That in no way can be

Termed mysterious. The
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Empty shop invites me to learn the evasive
Statement of all useless things.
I move slowly,
As if having deduced a motive
For each step precisely
In my lack of velleity;
I’'m half-joyful in the realization that
Antiques, thus assembled, have an incongruity
Which is not wholly unpleasant.
A flat

Glow overlies everything,
And suddenly may bring
Itself to bear upon first one figure and then
Another, so that each form from marble king
To crossbow glares with fire, but then
Bides drab as ever. Grave
Far chimes toll a naive
Illusion of choice, temptation to gamble;
Back and forth I pace through junk to perceive
Some object I may make a symbol . . .
Symbol of what?

My dance
Through streets, which neither chance
Nor will wholly had sanctioned, insofar
As neither flight nor search described my circum-

stance,

Is clearly evasion, debar-
ring the inclusive symbol.
A chalice hurls its full
Red at the eye. Is paid for. And is taken.
Now, look how the confluent streets turn credible,
Declaring their limits, to me who waken



