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JUDITH CORDARY
Hand Song

Brush the silk with gold

then stroke in

whatever your hand hears:

black swordthrusts for bamboo,
anthracite eye and feather tuft

for bird,

soft swirls of orchid stroke, that special line,
the rhythm of smoke rising

on a quiet afternoon.

Under the rock, three lines say frog
to two called dragonily.

The brush lifts listening

for the last clear note.
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JUDITH CORDARY
A Green Dragonfly

The hands of my love

draw back baffled.

They would attend your wrist,

the heart there,

shake grit from your shoes,

stir you a cake of chocolate flowers.
They would wash your hair

in morning sunlight,

in mountain water polished amber.

They touch your throat,

the heart there,

and you draw back—

not so anyone would see,
not a hairsbreadth,

but as if the least light thing,
a green dragontly,

had skimmed the water’s skin,
calling it the other way,

the water shivering

in exquisite aversion.
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JUDITH CORDARY
A Slow Walk in Cold Weather

The creek in three seasons

arches its glossy back and bites

big playful bites from the banks.

Its broad, flecked flanks

have thrust this clay to something serpentine,
as dangerous, as lovely.

A path comes too.

Angle-less almost as the water it attends,

it's plain and rough. Few scythe or mow

its burdock, sedges, nettle.

Even in April, dogtooth and those purples, almost black,
lavish their wet faces

only on each other.

Come some November

when a cellophane of ice

has just begun to tame the water's leaping.
See it stand quiet

head bowed, curbed

by ancient, glinting rein.
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JUDITH CORDARY
In Water

“Here lies one whose name was writ in water.”
—John Keats (1795-1823)

Lake,

these quivering amber lights
too thick for thread. too fine
for wing,

but fleet, flying,

your surface utterly

unruffled,

where nothing breathes, yet there, just under.
light weaves gold waternets

like lines of music.

I think

some huge heart

stirs fire through water, filigree,
here, there, clear to the rocks
twenty feet down.

Did he crack like a hull,
one last rend

of wanting? Did he hover,
just breathing, just

over this water’s face,

or wheel,

as swallows sometimes, all one body,
veer, swirl up sunshot,

their white underface

goldening in sun?

Lake, oh,

millionyear, unframed, unruffled mirror,
he lies breathing

these amber lights

in your blue air.
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ROBERT CHUTE
Putting Up Ice

In my father's home movies
a thirties’ stake-body truck
lumbers up to our ice house
through a foot of fresh snow.
What makes you think the print is
poor and grainy are the streaks
of still falling snow.

The ice cakes took their color from
a sunless winter sky. We

laid them out like a patchwork
lake with sawdust in between

to keep them in their hundreds
from becoming one again.

As summer’s warm wet mouth
licked outermost cakes

to smooth lozenge shapes
we dug, from deep

sawdust gloom, perfect blue-white
blocks of winter.
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KIP ZEGERS
Facing It

The young doctor is dancing with happiness
in the sparkling wind, alone

at the prow of the ferry.

—William Carlos Williams

W. 230 Street, a narrow lane on the ridge

at Spuyten Duyvil, and the view is east, a hall mile out
to the next hill, a fortress of apartments, layers

of brick and glass, thick walls in shadow. It is dawn.
Quietly the city 1 will enter waits.

Broadway is in the valley at my feet,

and from here a step-street takes me down.

Behind thin glass and under quilts

children wait to enter the ten thousand classrooms.
The platform of the Broadway El is filling

and I'm reciting a poem to myself, looking out

to the hills of Van Cortland Park. A train is not coming.
I know none of the people here, and they keep arriving.
This year I do know 150 children’s names,

and their facts will emerge like riddles, like potholes,

like felonies, like fresh flowers, like new music
I will have to hear and hear and hear.

[ am not young, and | am not dancing

on the El platform. I am waiting.

I will know the living music when it starts.
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KIP ZEGERS
Readiness

The ceiling of this world is sagging, torn,

and dawn is burning a hole in clouds at the foot
of 96" Street. The first school children

are out with book bags, soda, and they stand

in a circle, staring, there is weeping at the bus stop.
I look and look away, as teachers learn to do.

One girl is red-faced, the second, like a mother,
cradles her, talks over the damp head,

the other girls creep closer, a day opening with trouble.
Come afternoon, come airless classroom,

students collapsed in sticky chairs, we enter

Hamlet. I give them the Prince and his despair.

He faces a boy who has done nothing for months,
a girl for whom everything is a lie. To live close in
to the center of a book is to lead the attack—

and hands go up: “Could people understand him

way back then?” “He says the same speech every act!”
“He should just stab his uncle.” The students think
they have him. They talk as if he weren't listening,

but Hamlet has changed into his sweats. He takes

a seat outside the cemetery. The students open Act V
and might be ready to follow him in. He beckons.
Sneakers and back packs, Hamlet's heard about them

and doesn’t reject them. He'll show them white bones,
black dirt, and this time no self pity. At 3:00 I'm back
at the bus stop. Two students already stand staring.
Stalled traffic grinds its teeth. Public housing,

hospital towers crowd the avenue. The ceiling

of this world sags against them. The city goes on
beneath it, past all seeing, enormous room

with three small figures waiting for a crosstown bus.



KIP ZEGERS
The Arrival

It was waiting to pour on 94" Street and inside

I was sweating from 5 classes. My words

wrung out of me, I'd tried everything

I'd try again on Monday, but this was better

than loading trucks. It was the same sweat,

but kids lived here and I was being paid to be

the grown up. I sat at my desk, Rm. 318

empty but still crowded, chairs warm,

faces gone to subways and the difficult streets.

I was waiting between is and was, moment and memory,
word and echo, full and finished

for the week. Slowly the pale room fell silent.

Outside the hall was sticky with spilled soda.

Thunder coming and rain streaking the glass behind them,
two kids stood at a far window kissing,

stood as on a screened {ront porch

not looking out, their privacy complete.

School house in the rain,

place of chances, second chances, sweat.
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