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Ishmael Schlemiel 

 

14 May 2010 
 

This afternoon my friend (above) and I were together at table, taking the sun outside on the terrace 
of Eetcafé De Koperen Vis in Monnickendam's harbour whilst sharing a snack of  olives and 
marinated tomato seeds. 
 
He told me the following strange tale which I have written down precisely as he dictated it. 
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Ishmael Schlemiel 
A flat fish, lost and lonesome, 
asks, "O, which way is the sea?" 
of a trawler's mate so handsome 
she believes his "Follow me." 

 
And she does. They reach The Anchor. 
He is buying. She has beer. 
"That's the chaser," and he hands her 
a shot – makes her feel queer. 

 
It's a routine they're repeating 
from Trumps to the Rose and Crown. 
"I'm so starved I fancy eating 
something fried," he'd say. She'd frown. 

 
The plump plaice keeps on smiling 
flatly like most flounders do. 
She thinks Ishmael beguiling 
but she drinks and lets him stew, 

 
while his own smile turns to grinning, 
then to yearning, then to drool 
as he fantasizes winning 
while his mind fries up a school 

 
of flat fish like the flirty one 
who keeps saying, "bottoms up," 
so often that he spends a ton 
of his earnings for the cups 

 
of the wine and beer and whiskey 
they keep drinking, matching shots, 
he lethargic, she more frisky, 
telling him, "I like you lots." 

 
She reminds him of a floozy; 
he reminds her of a shark. 
He is seeing-double boozy 
when they walk down to the park. 

 
He has not forgotten hunger. 
She remembers still her quest. 
With ease before he's hung her 
on his grill, she has finessed. 

 
He's seemed dear without his trawler 
but his meal remains a wish. 
No runner-walker- crawler 
ever could out drink a fish. 

 
He last sees her neatly diving, 
swimming strongly to the sea: 
waving fins that say, "Stop driving 
us extinct. You're killing me." 
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