Filina, skirts rustling.
Mirrors disappearing,
Tum-ta-rum,

Berkeley, 1976

jio

(1”-__:52_15'} ol R S

A good world—
dew drops fall

by anes, by twos

A few strokes of ink and there it is.
Great stillness of white fog,

waking up in the mountains,

geese calling,

a well hoist creaking,

and the droplets forming on the eaves.

Or perhaps that other house.

The invisible ocean,

fog until noon

dripping in a heavy rain from the boughs of the redwoods,
sirens droning below on the bay.

Poetry can do that much and no more.

For we cannot really know the man who speaks,

what his bones and sinews are like,

the porosity of his skin,

how he feels inside.

And whether this is the village of Szlembark

above which we used to find salamanders,

garishly colored like the dresses of Teresa Roszkowska,
or another continent and different names.

Kotarbinski, Zawada, Erin, Melanie.
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