Two Poems - Sandra McPherson

WAITING FOR LESSER DUCKWEED:
ON A ProPOSAL OF IssA’s

December, a weekday,
no one else crossing
(by way of the wet path)

the bird sanctuary’s yellow
spongy bottomland,
no duckweed

any longer willow-green—
for now, the almost smoldering
gas-lacy water says,

it’s down making turions.
The way to be introduced to it
is first

to meet nothing. In rain,
a thin microscope-specimen rain.
One raises a face

to flooded sketchlike
territories of trees,
sepia, seeping;

to blunt, upward bluffs of ivy,
bared poison oak;
a soaking place,

fed by springs and floods,
shallow water table
strained by willows.
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In spring, in a more forward month,
yellow-red willow-bud husks
will sharpen the trail,

their old pen tips,
oleo-spot gulls’ beaks,
brighten the flat brown pond,

and a man with a knife,
whack, whack,
righthanded down the path,

will kill new twigs too new
yet to be woody.
But there’s

no duckweed until the summer
when finally where a creek
swims in,

there’s duckweed
barely tugging
the moss-strandy bottom,

wheatcolored
seed-shrimps
touring in and around

the barbless roots,
hyaline drag-lines,
where a mud-smooth leech adjusts

and tows
the duckweed a bit.

Some places it bunches,



simple but chained,
a soft hauberk on the stream.
Some places it wrinkles,

a basilisk’s back.
It is utterly simple
and multiple.

It is floating,
one of many rafts.
The water here is cold,

fresh, still
and hard. Ovals, ovals.
“Let’s take the duckweed way

to clouds,”
said Issa. Let’s take it
when it comes to us,

its leaf
not called a leaf,
diameter for which there is no term

but green;
let’s follow
the least weed up

to nimbuses
however many
steps it takes,

late in the day’s
rootless endurance
to make much progress



the duckweed way.
Let us grow and wane
with this ideal, the way

it keeps the single petal
of its bloom confidential
in a hollow on its side.

Lemna minor

with thanks to Lucien Stryk,
who translated

ARTISTS

Hip calls

“Take out your false teeth, Mama,
Let Daddy suck your gums”

a word —

“It was already a word
and I just wrote the rest of the song.”

Fish skeletons in his van’s wastebasket
might be going

to be a word. They are almost teeth,
they have been sucked clean.



	Article Contents
	p. 4
	p. 5
	p. 6
	p. 7

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 21, No. 3 (Fall, 1991), pp. 1-212
	Volume Information
	Front Matter
	Facing Pages [pp. 1-3]
	Waiting for Lesser Duckweed: On a Proposal of Issa's [pp. 4-7]
	Artists [pp. 7-10]
	A Forum on "The Book of J"
	Some Notes of A on "The Book of J" [pp. 11-18]
	The Bible in Bloom [pp. 19-32]
	Scholar, Heal Thyself; Or How Everybody Got to Be an Expert on the Bible [pp. 33-47]
	How Not to Read the Hebrew Bible [pp. 48-59]
	Text without Context: On Bloom's Misreading of J [pp. 60-65]
	Shakespeare's Sister [pp. 66-77]
	History, Originality, and Genesis [pp. 78-83]
	For I Will Consider Harold [pp. 84-86]

	In Memory [p. 87-87]
	Tenebrae [p. 88-88]
	Thirteen [p. 89-89]
	Crossing the Table [p. 90-90]
	Anniversary [p. 91-91]
	Sculpture Garden [p. 92-92]
	Water Music [pp. 93-94]
	Dog Years [pp. 94-95]
	Glnin [pp. 96-125]
	An Informal Occasion with Robert Hass [pp. 126-145]
	For the Nameless Girl in the Photograph [pp. 146-148]
	Elegy, 1822 [pp. 148-149]
	To the Body [p. 150-150]
	For Alex at the Gladman Memorial Hospital [pp. 151-153]
	Had Orpheus Not Looked Around [pp. 154-163]
	Girls at Confirmation [p. 164-164]
	In the Silkworm Pavillion, Hirohito 1937 [p. 165-165]
	What We Carry [p. 166-166]
	The Square Dance [p. 167-167]
	The Black Garden [pp. 168-169]
	The Day of Judgment [pp. 170-179]
	Gabriel [pp. 180-191]
	To Emily Dickinson in New Orleans [p. 192-192]
	Macular Degeneration [p. 193-193]
	Summer at the Croft [p. 194-194]
	In the Woods, 1957 [pp. 194-195]
	Waking [p. 195-195]
	Plague Man [p. 196-196]
	Menu of Head [p. 196-196]
	Taking Music Philosophically [pp. 197-205]
	Back Matter



