View metadata, citation and similar papers at core.ac.uk brought to you by X{'CORE

provided by lowa Research Online

Masthead Logo The Iowa Review

Volume S

Issue 3 Summer Article 7

1974

For the Moment

Ross Talarico

Follow this and additional works at: https://iruiowa.edu/iowareview

Part of the Creative Writing Commons

Recommended Citation

Talarico, Ross. "For the Moment." The Iowa Review 5.3 (1974): 8-8. Web.
Available at: https://doi.org/10.17077/0021-065X.1636

This Contents is brought to you for free and open access by Iowa Research Online. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Iowa Review by an

authorized administrator of Iowa Research Online. For more information, please contact lib-ir@uiowa.edu.


https://core.ac.uk/display/61169816?utm_source=pdf&utm_medium=banner&utm_campaign=pdf-decoration-v1
https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview?utm_source=ir.uiowa.edu%2Fiowareview%2Fvol5%2Fiss3%2F7&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview/vol5?utm_source=ir.uiowa.edu%2Fiowareview%2Fvol5%2Fiss3%2F7&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview/vol5/iss3?utm_source=ir.uiowa.edu%2Fiowareview%2Fvol5%2Fiss3%2F7&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview/vol5/iss3/7?utm_source=ir.uiowa.edu%2Fiowareview%2Fvol5%2Fiss3%2F7&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview?utm_source=ir.uiowa.edu%2Fiowareview%2Fvol5%2Fiss3%2F7&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/574?utm_source=ir.uiowa.edu%2Fiowareview%2Fvol5%2Fiss3%2F7&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://doi.org/10.17077/0021-065X.1636
mailto:lib-ir@uiowa.edu

FOR THE MOMENT

I accept this life.

Over the porch

Of my rented duplex a rosebush
Carries a flower through every season.

Once in a while

The wind blows a tune through
My skull, and I listen;

Dumb, honest student,

I listen.

Even the simple mechanics of a radio
Baffle me,

Though once, I put together

By myself

A crystal set, knowing only that

The universe, longing to be whole again,
Would recapture

Even the weakest electrical wave . . .

Tomorrow is free

From the history of every goddamn word
I am uttering now.

And the knowledge of the calendar,

First snow of the purest

Most innocent prayer, is only

Someone’s calculated guess.

In the evenings

My hand floats like a branch
Over the moonlit pages

Of somebody else’s poem.

I am getting older.
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