
The Pelicans on Grasmere Lake: Washington Park, Denver 

  

Three summers ago, a pair glided down; 

maybe escaped from the zoo; maybe blown 

dramatically off-course by Gulf hurricane winds. 

With the first hard frost, they were gone. 

  

The next summer two pair materialized, 

the first set croaking to them that the fish 

were biting like fleas in the shallow, 

man-made lake, the summer sunny and warm. 

Once the weather sharpened, they vanished. 

  

This summer, we can hardly count their numbers, 

only gape—like at Yeats’s swans—as they glide 

companionably across the lake, while we stride 

around the park, in our vain attempt to live forever. 

  

Beth tries to photograph them, but we’re too far away, 

the lake too big; from this distance they could be swans, 

as they paddle with the leisure of knowing nothing 

is out to get them, and unlike quarrelsome neighbors, 

no worries about boundary fences or loud parties. 

  

They’re the city’s little mystery:  How did they soar 

so far inland?  Where do they fly off to when they leave? 

Leaving us a little bereft of their summer-gliding 

across the lake, the sky: sojourners from a better world. 

 

Selfies on the Plane 



  

The young, attractive couple 

in the row ahead of ours, 

can’t stop snapping themselves. 

But in two shots, there I am, 

between them, with my 

Jerry Garcia baseball cap, 

without even realizing 

I’d cuckooed into their shot. 

  

Embarrassed to bogart 

their private moments, 

I turn to watch the sunset 

with Beth: sky darkening 

into crimson, then narrowing, 

as gray, then black-night, 

elbows out the evening’s 

gorgeously dying colors. 

  

I return to the book 

I’m not really enjoying, 

but glance at that couple again, 

flicking through their selfies; 

and there I am: a geezer 

with a baseball cap’s likeness 

of a rock star who died 

more than twenty years ago. 

  

I wouldn’t be insulted 

if they deleted Jerry and me, 



but they don’t, maybe 

sensing Jerry and I 

are watching. 

 

Robert Cooperman’s latest collection, Draft Board Blues, was named 

one of ten great reads for 2017 by Westword Magazine. Forthcoming 

from Main Street Rag Publishing Co. is That Summer and from Liquid 

Light Press, Saved by the Dead. Robert’s work has appeared in the 

Sewanee Review namely. 

 

 

 


