
Understanding Poetry Stuart Friebert 

The last time I saw him, that summer we were visiting at his villa near 

Salzburg, one of my students screwed up her courage to ask for his auto 

graph. He'd just come up from the cellar, insisting on bringing up one 

more case of Coke. He was quick to point out he could still get it in the 

old bottles. Only if you have a ball-point pen, Fr?ulein Sally, I love 

writing with them, he said, wiping the sweat off his face with the cowboy 
handkerchief I'd given him on my last visit. 

Pen in hand, he beckoned us to follow him out to the porch. We went 

along like schoolchildren on a walk to the museum. From a bell jar on the 

sideboard, he carefully rolled away one long, thin cigarette from the 

arched pile?Turkish, I realized, from his poems?the way a player plays 

Pick-Up-Sticks. We formed a half-circle around him, Sally stepping for 

ward slightly. He licked his lips, wet the pen and wrote his name with a 

tiny flourish next to the Turkish script. There, he said, handing it to Sally, 
Now let's sit outside in the garden and listen to your airforce on its way 
over our Alps. We coaxed him into reading a few more poems with the 

last of his voice that day?he'd had surgery on his vocal chords but the 

radiation had gone well, he assured us. Besides, my doctor likes me to 

read. Stretches things down there. When a jet slashed past, he paused mid 

air, There, that's enough now, your people have the last word. See you 
next year, perhaps?did you like the sandwiches? I might have some dark 

beer my neighbors are brewing, next time you come. He led us back down 

the path to the bus. 

Christmas, the first of his cards came. Mein Lieber, has Sally smoked it up 

yet? I had to think some to make the connection. Lordie, I thought, 
smoked it? Typical of you, old pal! Sally was still at school, so I called on 

the pretext of wanting to show her a certain book. I knew G?nter 

wouldn't have wanted me to ask her directly, so I sort of wondered aloud, 

just before leaving, What's ever happened to that autographed cigarette? 

I was hoping you'd ask, she said. Right there! On the mantle, under a 

little glass bell, there it was, fairly aglow, the signature still alive, looking 
a little Turkish perhaps. 
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And so our little correspondence started up in earnest. I wrote back, on 

the oldest postcard I could find at the bookstore, Dear G, Nope. Not yet. 

Every three or four months, for the next year or so, he'd write, sometimes 

just, Yet? Sometimes something like, Is it thin air, finally? I'd try to find 

out, write back, and on and on. Finally, Sally graduated, moved away. 
Dear G, I remember writing then, I'll have to save some money before I 

can check on the cigarette again. Sally's gone to China on a 
fellowship. 

G?nter's wife handed me the last card in our exchange, which never got 
sent. I'd come to visit, but he'd died a week before. I stared down at the 

tiny script, Lieber, I guess she never understood my poems at all. 

108 


	Article Contents
	p. 107
	p. 108

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 17, No. 3 (Fall, 1987), pp. 1-188
	Volume Information
	Front Matter
	Richard Kostelanetz Interviews Kenneth Burke [pp. 1-14]
	Kenneth Burke: A Personal Retrospective [pp. 15-23]
	Life in the Temperate Zone [pp. 24-44]
	A Cigarette Likened to a Soldier in Winter Whites [pp. 45-46]
	First Ice [pp. 46-47]
	In the Kitchen after the Funeral [p. 47-47]
	The Lovers [p. 48-48]
	Leaving the Bistro [pp. 48-49]
	The Yellow Store [pp. 50-51]
	If I'm Bored Saying If I Tell [pp. 51-54]
	All Life [p. 54-54]
	I'm Talking To You [pp. 54-55]
	Amazing [pp. 56-57]
	The Animal Kingdom [pp. 57-58]
	1970 – Summer School [pp. 59-60]
	Seaport [p. 60-60]
	It's Saturday [pp. 61-64]
	Art [pp. 65-69]
	The House of God [p. 70-70]
	Blackbirds [pp. 71-72]
	Reading Aquinas [p. 72-72]
	Willow [pp. 73-74]
	The Manhood of Ireland [pp. 74-75]
	Litany against the Bellyache, Upon St. Brigid's Day [pp. 75-76]
	Within a Circle of Rain, My Father [pp. 77-78]
	Over His Sleeping and His Waking [p. 78-78]
	As We Forgive Those [pp. 78-79]
	The Narrow Roads of Oku [pp. 80-83]
	We Are Americans Now, We Live in the Tundra [p. 84-84]
	Vandals, Early Autumn [p. 85-85]
	Of Form, Closed and Open: With Glances at Frost and Williams [pp. 86-103]
	On Biographies [p. 104-104]
	Artist [p. 105-105]
	Endangered Landscape [p. 106-106]
	Understanding Poetry [pp. 107-108]
	When There's Too Much Love [pp. 109-110]
	The Hungarian Telephonograph [p. 110-110]
	John Cage as a Hörspielmacher [pp. 111-117]
	Hollywood [pp. 118-125]
	The Cooks [pp. 126-132]
	Graffiti in the Cave of the Mammoths [pp. 133-135]
	The Thing We Call Grace [pp. 136-140]
	Thirst and Patience [pp. 141-153]
	She Disliked It, She Did [pp. 154-163]
	Baseball and Writing [pp. 164-166]
	Signing Herself Fangs [p. 167-167]
	Reviews
	Review: untitled [pp. 168-177]
	Review: The Poetry of Engagement [pp. 178-181]

	Back Matter



