Stephen Kopel

Corsair

Har bor Cove ’'round M dni ght

all evening —+umroyal es
swal lowed with a pirate’s
swagger

snmuggl i ng hints of bravado
I nto pockets of pants,

m ne,

that seenmed to be a common
trysting place for
treasure-

seeki ng hands, and, |ater,
when the bar was a boat

on choppy seas and | the

m ssi ng mate who kept
falling

of f the unsteady stool ny
| egs

failed to wap around, and,
when | couldn’t pass, and,
nearly passed out, | knew
ny gall was stoned, yes,

sl oshed I was when the bar
turned tender and a voice
yelled, “Bellies Up,”

| dragged ny rumragged
bott om

to the stern’ s gangpl ank
beggi ng buddy



Al Coe haul ny sorry ass
honme .

St ephen Kopel ' s performances of
“Poenms with Props” have becone a
staple of the San Franci sco poetry
scene. H's book Spritz is
avai |l abl e from Regent Press.



