
The Time It Will Take / Ray Ronci 

From one room 

Seeing the vase on the table 

Seeing the sliding glass door 

That opens to a porch 
Where there is no porch 

Thinking of the vase propelled at the door 

My lips against yours 
Will I go to pieces at your feet 

Or break through you 
And disintegrate below 

In the door 

The vase is reflected 

In the vase the door 

In the distance 

Simply the time it will take 

Racing / Ray Ronci 

Cyclists! yes cyclists! 
And the hillside is lovely 
And there is much more than legs moving 

Rapidly there waves from a blue scarf from 

A long sleeve and more 

Many! More frequently! the hills 
Are greener and rounder 

And this one 

The highest ah 
Down down and so also 

The day passes the edge 
And stands open to the door 

Open to it 

The lights and dresses gleaming 
In the ballroom 

The salesman's New York City in 1955 

The penthouse and the owner of the large 
The largest factory "in the world!" 
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The cab the wet lights floating above asphalt 
The balcony and leaning 

Staring at the 3 AM traffic 
Still dressed the same and no less 

Remembering 
How one walks away and beyond the door 

Becomes glass so often in the hand 

And up to the lips 
Imagining her to be somehow 

As perfect as the taste of cold 

As unforgettable as 

Cyclists! yes the hills much greener 
The sun much higher much like a helmet 

Tires passing black quickly 
Like the eyes of those in the passing 
The wrong flags waving in the distance 

The finish 
And the smiles dropping from the faces 

Of those standing 
Now turning away 

The Drunk / Ray Ronci 

His hands and feet are sleeping on waves 

His limbs are tunnels reaching out like a starfish 

His head is barely visible like a rock in the ocean 

Meanwhile the truth is he is laying on the outfield 
In the rain 

And there are blackbirds all around him 

And all around the baseball park 
Noonday traffic like crowds of people 

Standing in the rain saying: Shhhhhhhh 

And he 
Is face down and spread out 

Reaching so to speak like a hand 

64 


	Article Contents
	p. 63
	p. 64

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 8, No. 4 (Fall, 1977), pp. 1-142
	Volume Information
	Front Matter
	Fiction
	Dreamtime U.S.A.: Confrontations with American Myth
	The Biography Man [pp. 1-9]
	Teddy and I Go Kong [pp. 9-18]
	Down on the Farm [pp. 19-22]
	The Killers [pp. 23-32]
	Phantom Silver [pp. 32-41]
	Free Agents [pp. 42-51]
	Lost Weeks [pp. 51-60]


	Poetry
	Untitled [pp. 61-62]
	Untitled [p. 62-62]
	The Time It Will Take [p. 63-63]
	Racing [pp. 63-64]
	The Drunk [pp. 64-65]
	Turning Back [p. 65-65]
	The Problems [p. 66-66]
	Split: 1962 [p. 67-67]
	Touched-by-the-Moon [pp. 67-68]
	Elevation [pp. 68-69]
	Person Smoking [pp. 69-70]
	Distant Faces [p. 70-70]

	Fiction
	Dead as They Come [pp. 71-82]

	Poetry
	All the Pretty Little Horses [p. 83-83]
	Chekhov Variation [pp. 83-84]
	Not Working [p. 85-85]
	Frogs [p. 86-86]
	Bee-Wolves [pp. 86-87]
	Divorce [pp. 87-88]
	Vivaldi in Early Fall [pp. 88-89]
	The Homecoming [pp. 90-92]
	Condensation [pp. 92-93]
	North Winter, Crocodile [pp. 93-94]

	Criticism
	Self and History in Delmore Schwartz's Poetry and Criticism [pp. 95-103]
	Geoffrey Hill [pp. 104-116]
	Larkin and His Audience [pp. 117-134]

	Back Matter



