
 

 

講演会と詩のセミナー 

2017 年 11 月 3 日（金） 

14:00 〜 16：30 

ユニティ・セミナー室（３） 

（学園都市駅南・ユニティ２Ｆ） 

 

Program 
LECTURE: 

MEGAN MARSHALL 

“Understanding Elizabeth Bishop 
through 

Biography and Memoir” 
 

(break) 
 

Poetry Discussion: 
with  MEGAN MARSHALL 

KEIKO BEPPU	

“Roosters,” “The Fish,” “The Armadillo,” “Poem,” 

              and “In the Waiting Room 	 	 	  







Christ stands amazed, 
Peter, two fingers raised 
to surprised lips, both as if dazed. 

But in between 
a little cock is seen 
carved on a dim column in the travertine, 

explained by gallus canit; 

{let Petrus underneath it. 
There is inescapable hope, the pivot; 

yes, and there Peter's tears 
run down our chanticleer's 
sides and gem his spurs. 

Tear-encrusted thick 
as a medieval relic 
he waits. Poor Peter, heart-sick, 

still cannot guess 
those cock-a-doodles yet might bless, 
his dreadful rooster come to mean forgiveness, 

a new weathervane 
on basilica and barn, 
and that outside the Lateran 

there would always be 
a bronze cock on a porphyry 
pillar so the people and the Pope might see 

that even the Prince 
of the Apostles long since 
had been forgiven, and to convince 

all the assembly 
that "Deny deny deny" 
is not all the roosters cry. 

In the morning 
a low light is floating 
in the backyard, and gilding 

from underneath 
the broccoli, leaf by leaf; 
how could the night have come to grief? 

gilding the tiny 
floating swallow's belly 
and lines of pink cloud in the sky, 

the day's preamble 
like wandering lines in marble. 
The cocks are now almost inaudible. 

The sun climbs in, 
following "to see the end," 
faithful as enemy, or friend. 



The Fish 

I caught a tremendous fish 
and held him beside the boat 
half out of water, with my hook 
fast in a comer of his mouth. 
He didn't fight. 
He hadn't fought at all. 
He hung a grunting weight, 
battered and venerable 
and homely. Here and there 
his brown skin hung in strips 
like ancient wallpaper, 
and its pattern of darker brown 
was like wallpaper: 
shapes like full-blown roses 
stained and lost through age. 
He was speckled with barnacles, 
fine rosettes of lime, 
and infested 
with tiny white sea-lice, 
and underneath two or three 
rags of green weed hung down. 
While his gills were breathing in 
the terrible oxygen 
-the frightening gills,
fresh and crisp with blood,
that can cut so badly-
I thought of the coarse white flesh
packed in like feathers,
the big bones and the little bones,
the dramatic reds and blacks
of his shiny entrails,
and the pink swim-bladder
like a big peony.
I looked into his eyes

which were far larger than mine 
but shallower, and yellowed, 
the irises backed and packed 
with tarnished tinfoil 
seen through the lenses 
of old scratched isinglass. 
They shifted a little, but not 
to return my stare. 
-It was more like the tipping
of an object toward the light.
I admired his sullen face,
the mechanism of his jaw,
and then I saw
that from his lower lip
-if you could call it a lip

grim, wet, and weaponlike,
hung five old pieces of fish-line,
or four and a wire leader
with the swivel still attached,
with all their five hig hooks
grown firmly in his mouth.
A green line, frayed at the end
where he broke it, two heavier lines,
and a fine black thread
still crimped from the strain and snap
when it broke and he got away.
Like medals with their ribbons
frayed and wavering,
a five-haired beard of wisdom
trailing from his aching jaw.
I stared arid stared
and victory filled up
the little rented boat,
from the pool of bilge
where oil had spread a rainbow
around the rusted engine
to Lhc hailer rusted orange,
the· sun-cracked thwarts,
the· 0;1rlocks 011 th<·ir strings,



the gunnels-until everything 
was r.dnbow, rainbow, rainbow! 
And I let the fish go. 

,



The Armadillo 

For Robert Lowell 

This is the time of year 
when almost every night 
the frail, illegal fire balloons appear. 
Climbing the mountain height, 

rising toward a saint 
still honored in these parts, 
the paper chambers flush and fill with light 
that comes and goes, like hearts. 

Once up against the sky it's hard 
to tell them from the stars
planets, I.hat is-the tinted ones: 
Venus going down, or Mars. 

or the pale green one. With a wind, 
they flare and falter, wobble and toss; 
but if it's still they steer between 
the kite sticks of the Southern Cross, 

receding, dwindling, solemnly 
and steadily forsaking us, 
or, in the downdraft from a peak, 
suddenly turning dangerous. 

Last night another big one fell. 
It splattered like an egg of fire 
against the cliff behind the house. 
The flame ran down. We saw the pair 

of owls who nest there flying up 
aucl up, their whirling black-and-white 
stained hright pink un<lnncath, until 
I lwy shrieked 11p 0111 of sight. 

· 1 ·1ic ancient owls' nest must have burned.
Hastily, all alone,
a glistening annadillo left the scene,
rose-flecked, head down, tail down,

and then a baby rabbit jumped out, 
short-eared, to our surprise. 
So softl-a handful of intangible ash 
with fixed, ignited eyes. 

Too pretty, dreamlike mimicry! 
0 / ailing fire and piercing cry 
and panic, and a weak 111:ailed fist 
clenched ignorant against the sky! 



Poem 

About the size of an old-style dollar bill, 
American or Canadian, 
mostly the same whites, gray greens, and steel grays 
-this little painting (a sketch for a larger one?)
has never earned any money in its life.
Useless and free, it has spent seventy years
as a minor family relic
handed along collaterally to owners
who looked at it sometimes, or didn't bother to.

It must be Nova Scotia; only there 
does one see gabled wooden houses 
painted that awful shade of brown. 

. The other houses, the bits that show, are white.
Elm trees, low hills, a thin church steeple 
-that gray-blue wisp-or is it? In the foreground
a water meadow with some tiny cows,
two brushstrokes each, but confidently cows;
two minuscule white geese in the blue water,
back-tu-back, feeding, and a slanting stick.
Up closer, a wild iris, white and yellow,
fresh-squiggled from the tube.
The air is fresh and cold; cold early spnng
clear as gray glass; a half inch of blue sky
below the steel-gray storm clouds.
(They were the artist's specialty.)
A speckJike bird is flying to the left.
Or is it a flyspeck looking like a bird?

Heavens, I recognize the place, I know itl 
It's behind-I can almost remember the farmer s name. 
His barn backed on that meadow. There it is, 
titanium white, one dab. The hint of steeple, 
filaments of brush-hairs, barely there, 
11111st hr thr Presbyterian church. 

Would that be Miss Gillespie's house? 
Those particular geese and cows 
are naturally before my time.

A sketch done in an hour, "in one breath," 
once taken from a trunk and handed over. 
Would you like this? I'll probably never 
have room to hang these things again. 
Your Uncle George, no, mine, my Uncle George, 
he'd be your great-uncle, left them all with Mother 
whe11 he went back to England. 
You know, he was quite famo:1µ, an R.A .... 

I never knew him. We both ki:iew this place,
apparently, this literal small backwater,
looked at it long enough to memorize it,
our years apart. How strange. And it's still loved,
or its memory is (it must have changed a lot).
Our visions coincided-"visions" is
too serious a word-our looks, two looks:
art "copying from life" and life itself,
life and the memory of it so compressed
they've turned into each other. Which is which?
Life and the memory of it cramped,
dim, on a piece of Bristol board, 
dim, but how live, how touching in detail
-the Jittle that we get for free,
the little of our earthly trust. Not much.
About the size of our abidance
along with theirs: the munching cows,
the iris, crisp and shivering, the water
still standing from spring freshets,
the yet-to-be-dismantled elms, the geese.





Suddenly, from inside, 
came an oh! of pain 
-Aunt Consuelo's voice
not very loud or long.
I wasn't at all surprised;
even then I knew she was
a foolish, timid woman.
I might have been embarrassed,
but wasn't. What took me
completely by surprise
was that it was me:
my voice, in my mouth.
Without thinking at all
I was my foolish aunt,
I-we-were falling, falling,
our eyes glued to the cover
of the National Geographic,
February, 1918.

I said to myself: three days 
and you'll be seven years old. 
I was saying it to stop 
the sensation of falling off 
the round, turning world 
into cold, blue-black space. 
But I felt: you are an 1, 
you are an Eli1.abeth, 
you are one of them. 
Why should you be one, too? 
I scarcely dared to look 
to see what it was I was. 
I gave a sidelong glance 
-I couldn't look any higher
at shadowy gray knees,
trousers and skirts and boots
and different pairs of hands
lying under the lamps.
I knew that nothing stranger
had ever happened, that nothing
str,mger coulcl ever h;1ppen.

Why should I be my aunt, 
or me, or anyone? 
What similarities-
boots, hands, the family voice 
I felt in my throat, or even 
the National Geographic 
and those awful hanging breasts
held us all together 
or made us all just one? 
How-I didn't know any 
word for it-how "unlikely" ... 
How had I come to be here, 
Jike them, and overhear 
a cry of pain that could have 
got loud and worse but hadn't? 

The waiting room was bright 
and too hot. It was sliding 
beneath a big black wave, 
another, and another. 

Then I was back in it. 
The War was on. Outside, 
in Worcester, Massachusetts, 
were night and slush and cold, 
and it was still the fifth 
of February, 1918. 
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