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Stepben Dunn Three Poems

THE BAD ANGELS

They are writing our names in the sky,
thebad angels with theircalamitous wings.
They are spelling themwrong, exaggerating
the loops so thatwe'll see each other
askew, imperfect, like clouds broken off
from otherclouds, separated by blue.

Worst part of me, old underminer
whom I’Ve exiledunsuccessfully
into the far away charged air,
I know it’s your black-wingedgang.
I wish I had some invisible means

of support, some magic against you.
I wish I could marshal all
that’s ever gotten away from me:

Love and loss, what plutonium‘.
What oblivion I could send you to.

They are changing our names in the sky,
making theirown insidious designs.
I am one man withjust thenormal equipment,
saying No, offering little essays to the wind.
They are removing thevowels now.

They are erasing thebeginningand the end.

 



AS IT MOVES

Last week I saw a child
riding an escalator, terrified
when the steps disappeared
and I thoughtonce again
about primitives and thenext moment,

the chasm thatexists at the tip
of our knowledge. I wanted
to tell thechilda story
about the steps, how they
sometimes crawl on theirbellies

in order to survive,
how at some safe perfect moment

they rise and becomewhat theyare.

But I moved on of course,
went home thinking,oddly,

about a different kind of innocence;
the friend I’d lost to a yoga ashram,
my cousins at thebrick plant
and theirwives with rosaries.
It was Saturday,

I piled the garbage in the car

and took off
for thedump where Seagulls perch
amid orange rinds and broken chairs.
The dump people were out

sifting among the shards.
I can't quite explain it, but
I felt tainted in some proper way
with theworld. The seagulls rose.

I wished I could tell my friend,

Look, nothing’ssimple.
It was almost dusk. I was thinking
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the seagull is a comic, filthybird
magnificentas it moves

upward in imperfect air.

A LITTLE SQUALOR, PLEASE

The Cascades to the northeast, Rainier
on a clear day

as hauntingas a dare—

I hate how after a while I learn
to live with such things, beauty

the stunning girl next door

with the dull inner life, her boyfriends
withall those muscles

in their legs.

Time to move on,
or to look down the street

at the street, candy wrappers

and stray pennies, a torn note perhaps,
a piece of s0mebody’s

less thanperfect life.

Where I come from all that’s interesting
has to be imagined, a mountain

witha fire escape,

women coming out of trees.
If Stevens is right, the imagination

is just a lamp, changes nothing.

Still, I would change nothing
if I could do it brilliantly,

if the mountains here

were not so fixed in theirgrandeur.
In AtlanticCity where thedismal
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avenues invite the reds and yellows,

the splashes of my best self,
I’Ve found myselfsmiling,capable

of some great transformationallove

as I’Ve walked past the slums ‘

and slick hotels. I’Ve forced myself
to see a nude descending

a staircase in the heart of the city,
thepassersby startled, coming together

to form an audience

thatmoments before
were men and women with tired eyes

looking for bargains.

Therese A. Clear Three Poems

BEYOND THE YEARLINGS
“At last there came a time when therewas

no longer a point in beinga horse. ”

Theodore Roethke

And it was always the colts who broke snorting
from the edge of the field. You ran back
of the fence and shivered a safe time. The road
was always at your back—acontrolled access, the straight path
home. And you knew: tomorrow the same dash
through the woods to these horses.

What was it you loved most? Their necks, the pure
arcs gleaming in afternoon, or the charge
of every forefoot poundingout dirt, a hardpack
to the fence where you waited
in the Very breathof expectation?
Days you insisted on their sorrel sleekness, the ears

thatflickeredforward to your palm
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of roadside grass. And the lips pulled back,
the teeth lifting-inyour gift. You believed
your tongue to turn green.

Was there a name to the weed, to the fire
of thewind as you broke like one more colt, hoof-free
past the ring of friends gathered to pull
the awful halter taut?The rope ended there
at thatjerk in the road. You coiled the last remnant,
the frayingbitof cord thatonce unwound
yards and yards of pasture. It was mean.

Your hands wanted to pull out, to let the colts strike
hoofand shoe across thewide distance
once more. But no good. You knew
the end of the field where the grass gave up
its dogged seeds, where everythingturned yellow.

In fright, you found the road
itching at your back. Flies gatheredon your neck
in meticulous quiet. You found theworld gone tame.

HIGH KITING AT ROAD’S END, OREGON
for Patty Clear

I let flythe roaring face, thedragon, thekite
you check withstring and reel, withconstant
arm and eye, your every sight.
It pulls above, a strip of sheer color
in the sun. It leaps
and falls, settles for a glaringsecond
thendives up and past the row ofbeachhouses
untilnothingframes thecurling
and whipping blue but blue.

You live here, just a yard and picket fence
from thebeach.This bluffend of the road
where headlands take over—where houses back up
into thehill, their rear windows opening to vine
and sticker and slipping rock. Storms crowd in
sudden as a slap. Hail, like fists beating
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on the roof, like someone forcing entry
on all sides: weathercomes in great leaps.
Here thewind Hares. You could fly,
tie rag tails and go stringless
over thecliffs, your face a wide—open gulf
of stream and backwash, current, longshore.

A salty gust takes thebeach in one sweep of air.
And this dragon goesl Shoots headlong into theblue,
wags withwindy energy, climbs
as the string unrolls to the last
lock of spool and we hold, hold a taut grip and everything
blows skyward: our hair, our hands, our flappingjackets—
one kite away and two sisters beach—locked
withthe spool, the anchor, the touching
point of earth.

THUNDER IN THE HOMESTRETCH

It halts you,
a tree blown across the road.
You’ve careened around corners

like some lunatic
believingat every crink
someone like Mom or Cousin Joe
waving a plate of cookies
saying, “gosh, but have some milk.”

And upfacedyou stand,
the blood quick-blownfrom your cheeks.
It’s shaky as hell on thedriving cliffs
and you’re battered to thepulver.
Institutions of old friends line up
and numberthemselves down thepath,
are guttered away like sales slips,
untotaled, never even torn clear.

You ‘are abrupt—slap—shot in the road
and at this moment it rings true,
and truer. This is it baby,
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no one is taking your hand.

There is the tree toppled
by thewind and thereyou clamber
and therewhistens everything
you ever dreamed. And there
you see it, up and branching
and you push past the halting,
thejagged monoliths—

Now fire——bolts of surprise
to those slow-lipped, the unconscious,
all the inl<ed—out souls
forever raising one hand
in a meek, undecided farewell.

Mary Ann Waters Two Poems

THE SHAPING

I. Loss
Father,when I visited thecemetery the trees
had grown so I couldn’t find you.
I thoughtdying in thatsmall town ceased
withyour burial, the torn

carpet of lawn, the precise machinery
of the graveside, all of us gatheringtogether.

Now thehorizontalhomes of the dead
witheach conservative address confuse
me, and oh, thecareful steady green saying grief
is reasonable, grief is a system
of lefts and rights, like diagrams, like towns,
a map of stones with the years cut in.

And when I find you at last, no longer
at the edge, the road paved now and named
Blackthorn,just as reliefconsumesme
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(you are after all stillat home)
thehuge pulsating sprinklers click on

and by some remote design lash me

across theback and legs till I am wet
and each way I turn wet again
and where are you? You withyour hands
folded carefullybeneathall thatnecessary green?

II. Woman
First, the skeleton. A rude twist ofwire, looped
and dipped and dipped again
and dipped so many times I lose count.

It is 1945. You are making me

a liquid rubberwoman and I am watching
your patient hands withtheirbroad nails,
the careful way you hold her form.
I can’t wait, but I do.

She willbend, willstand, wave, beckon.
She can do splits. In her tiny chair
she looks almost comfortable.
No one has a woman like this.
I might call her Mother, or give her a name

like Alice, or Kathryn.
Her breasts and hips are full.
My thumbspress her flesh
and it gives.
The straight nose, thehints of eye sockets
coax an expectant look
from her flawlessface.

III. Mirror
I sat opposite you, the doctors would later explain,
and imitated the movement ofyour hands
so thatmy letters crossed thepage
from right to left and inside out.
Mirror writing, a visual joke thatdisturbed

everyone but me.

Again I’m moving back
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to tell you my son and daughter,
childrenat your funeral, are grown.
The daughter is a woman now, filled
withcuriosity, and the son I could never be
for you resembles you,
a tall, blond, blue—eyed Dane again.

Father,show him the way you made the woman bend,
the ease and strengthof feminine.
Father,show her the way to tie the leader to the line
for thatcareful cast between the last rings
of fish kissing the darkpool.

LOVE SCENE

I first imagined each moment separate,
inspired, consecutive. I could have cast
the film—-myselfthe female lead, you
the star. I wore color—magenta, lavender,
lime. You were in white, somethingtextured
thatmoved withyour body. The music
was sensuous, full orchestra scored for harp,
piccolo, twelve double basses, a chime.
The premiere, well—attended, prices high.
Those who didn’t like it find little
to like in thisworld. The critics,
throughcareful eyes, decided
our performance was fresh, the location
on thecliffabove the ocean a splendidchoice
on someone’s part, the humor warm.

But time extracts. After the blast, the slow
boil, the few grains cupped in thepalm.
The orchestra was really scored for wind
and pelican, thedry flickof lizard.
The lily,withpetals like white tongues,
appeared from nowhere, and thegull remained
stone-still, as gulls do not do.
The costumes were too simple: sun and salt
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on skin, and the actors kept changing roles,
crawling into one another’s lines, saying
thewrong words when theyspoke at all,
finding it hard to thinkin vertigo,
theirlove clouded witha retinue of men

and women, former actors who wanted the parts.
The critics made no sense of the film,
double-exposed, sprocket holes on eitherside
and a garbled sound track thatwove ‘always’
and ‘never’ into one word. The beginning
appeared in the last scene, and theclimax
was a whorl of color, like looking too long
at the sun throughclosed eyelids.
One thingsomeone found to praise:
a clear shot ofa shining feather
lyingon a stone in thepath.

Albert Goldbart/9

THE STORY

And each of the trains hundred windows
had a face. Passing quickly, it
became a strip of film

so worked as film does: one

continuous story formed, The Man
ofA Hundred Faces. I ran

alongside, so slow (thattrick of perception)
I ran backwards. Finally,
I was a child. I looked up in the movie

theaterI went to each Saturday afternoon,
the screen like a window, and waved
to the figure there, an old man

at the station just as we pulled away.
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WilliamPitt Root

WRAPPING UP AFTER A WRITERS CONFERENCE

Afterthe last reading
I come back to my room whose window
opens to the Crescent moon

and think

of your pumpkin cat,
how her eyes vivid as moons

shine whileshe watches
from her perch on your window

the puppetlike swallows
swung as ifon strings
backandforth between
theirnest in your eaves and theworld,

bearingthegrabs and worms

theirbrightbeakedyoung
bury theirheads in thosemouths to devour,
theirbald heads like tiny buds

bulging over the thatchededge
they’llprobablyfall intoflightfrom
before the next rent is due.
With luck

and the right timing
they’llmake it and your Phoebe,
grown wiser but no fatter,
willcrouch on thesill—trembling

tailtip twitching out ofcontrol,
her birdcallingsong blooming

' like a dry stalkfrom her throat
as she strangles on her desire,

her choked voice transformed
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by sheerest concentration into such
a likeness of the swallow’s chirp
thatI (thoughI know better)

stare in awe at her, halfconvinced
thatshe has in her mouth, carefullycradled,
one of theirfallen bodies,
thatout ofherjaws are peering

smalleyes bright as driven nails
and thatany instant now

one of thoseperfect chirps
willpull out behindit

a halfgrown swallow suddenly graceful
enough toflyfree
ofthatunlikelycarnivorous nest
which is Phoebe’s mouth.

But no birdsings
there in thatdark.
It is only hunger raised to such a pitch
Phoebe’s eyes shine

likefalse landing lights
as herjaws drip and delicatelyfoam.
It is raw desire bright as a mirror
in her heart

which has conferredupon her
the power almost perfectly to mock
the swallow’s song,
thoughany swallow knows

swallows only sing thatsong inflight.
Across theempty fields
lights in the students’ rooms burn
late into thenight

where thepoets, young and hungry
for worlds of theirown invention,
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devise theirpower songs
and perch prepared to soar

over the nests of jaws
waiting for them at home
singing the songs ofhabit
which may lure theweakest down

but will fail to tempt
theones who know
only the song sung on thewing
is the voice ofan honest god.

Joyce Quick

ACCEPTANCE ADDRESS; A DREAM
Writingpoetry is not like weightlifting,

—Richard Blessing

Everyone here is a misunderstood poet, a heavy drinker
of ancient music, a belcherof momentary song. Everyone here
has a teacher. Mine gives me twenty-four bardic exercises.
He says twenty-fourwas a mystic number to the Welsh and I believe

him,
which is warming up. Afterall the intervening rhythmshe remembers
how the bear danced, hums the melody, demonstrates the steps:
Record the code in code; falsify the records to create the truth;
admit the lie beforehand; tune the inner ear; learn how to listen.

Ifwe gain entrance by wit or well—timed blundering,
we are shown a dream wherein every writer’s life is beautiful,
wherein what we leave out is most desirable——thestrengthwe fight
and conquer, theweakness met in wholehearted surrender, the times
we realized we had nothingto say and said it anyway, witheloquence
and great leaps ofcraft. We pass the time arranging more intricate
transparencies, composing the guest list, believingthatword
willget around, saying it twenty—four times before sleep.

I lift theabstractionsday by day, weighing them
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against the afternoon I stop in stiffened thought, the throat
closing, the mind closing, forgetting what comes after any given

number
and what gold I had seenjust a moment ago in the past.
Even hot whiskey and the sweetest of tongues willnot be specific
enough. The idea of finishing, thecoming culmination of some work
too long in progress are the last white things I remember,
an empty room, the lackof audience, a linen table napkin
folded like a bird, the giving up of gravity.

AnthonySobin

DRIVING HOME TO SEE THE FOLKS

Asleep at thewheel nearly
dead I think
and feeling nothingon my skin
but thedark eyes of the antelopes
all around me in theWyoming night
watching me pass—a small animal
growlingdown the highway
withbotheyes aglow.

To keep awake
I force my head out thewindow
as into a guillotine
theblacksleet-filledair

slipping under each eyelid
like a child’s thinsilver spoon.

Lookingback into the car

through the ice and tears
I do not recognize thatbody sleeping there.
I no longer know that leg pressed hard
to the gas, the blue coat or scarf or

thehand reachingout to the wheel.

Folks, you know I am doing my best—
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pushing hard toward you
through thiswinter sky
but reduced to this—-

just thishead out a window
streaming throughspace like a bearded rock,
a hunk of pocked iron withmelting eyes.

A trailof fiery mist
is growing out of thebackofmy head
and stretches now for miles across the night.

The odds, I know, are a thousand to one

I’ll burn up before touching earth

but if somehow I do make it home
smashingacross the farmyard
and lighting up the sky

I will throwa red glow across thebarrfs silver roof
and crash into the rough wood of your backdoor
smallerthan a grain of sand
making its one childlikeknock.

The porch light willhesitate
thensnap on, as it always does
when a car comes up the lane
late at night.

The two sleepy old faces
willcome to thedoor
in their long soft robes——
will stand therebewildered
rubbing theireyes
looking around and wondering
who it was at theirdoor

no sooner come thangone

a cinder in the eye.
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Sandra Mzmess

THE SUBJUNCTIVE MOOD

For God’s sake, whatever you do, don’t
hide in the closet——
that’s the first placehe’ll look!
But thenagain . . .

he knows I know
exactlyhow his mind works.
Were he to suspect, for one minute,
thatwe might shy away from the closet,
he’d never look there.
So, go ahead. Hide in the closet.
Unless you think
he might thinkI thinkhe thinksI know
what he must be thinking.
Be thatthe case—

there’s nothingto do
but keep out of the closet.
What we’ve got to rememberis
he’s devious.
The closet just might be
the last place he’d ever look.
But you know what reallyworries me

is thatonce he gets started looking,
he’ll just keep looking
tillhe finds us.

We all know this.

I think.
You think.
He thinks.

Therefore we are

scared stifl".
It.all adds up:
There’s no hiding:
We’re good as done for.
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josep/9Duemer Two Poems

RULES OF ORDER
for Don Devereux, 1957-1979

Only consider one motion at a time.
There is always tomorrow.
Even motions indefinitelypostponed may be revived
for furtherconsideration.

Privilegedmotions.
Some motions, by theirnature, are privileged.
The motion ofa friend rising from a chair,
themotion of a strong, young swimmer.

Renewal ofmotions
.

Some motions may be renewed:
men in bright aluminum boats
dragging the lake withhooked poles.

A body is not considered present
untilcalled to order.

All afternoon the body was not present.
They called and called. Found, finally,
it entered theminutes.

Minutes.
There are always minutes.
Minutes must be kept. This, however,
is an amendmentto the minutes.

Decorum.
The membersof the body must at least
appear to work together.
Personalityhas no place in discussion.

Undebatablequestions.
Some thingscannot be said.
Sometimes it is better to be quiet
than to be inconsolable. (See Decorurn;
see PrivilegedMotions.)
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CURE FOB INSOMNIA

The cure for insomnia is imagination.
Go to sleep like the man across town
and wake in themorning like him

. . .

Touch the breasts ofhis sleeping
wife to wake her. She willnever suspect
you are a new man and she will kiss you
good-bye in the same old way as you leave
for work dreaming for the first time in years
ofwild success on the job. That night
old recipes produce new dishes
and only the best shows are on television.
All evening you hold hands like two kids
and as you walk toward thebedroom
she never suspects thatsomeone is missing.
But long after midnight you bothhear
scratching at thewindow. It’s only a branch,
you say, but it is a stranger you
almost recognize, a man badly in need
of sleep. The cure for insomnia is

give and take.

Angela Hollis

FISHING AT PORT TOWNSEND

I watch a man fish from thedock withhis sons

just as I fished withmy father. How I loved
to watch his arms cast out the line, the lure arc

to the sleeping water, the trout tethered
to a sapling like leaves, theirdeathssilent
as their lives. He stood across the river,
the sun reflectingpink as thebellies
of thegutted fish. Shadows glidingdark,
thecold at the river bottom seemed more real
than’the sun’s warmthon my back.
When thenext rock turned, I slipped easily
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fnto the coldness. My fathercalled go back,
but I kept walking toward him. Fishing pole dropped
to the ground, he entered the river, his arms

encircling me, sure as barkaround a tree.

I stillwould slip from thisdock like a seal,
slide into thecold Sound where gulls ride thewaves

easy as foam and a smallboat passes the buoy.
A scoter dives toward thewater withmovements

precise as the edge ofwhite on its blackwings.
It is not the precision ofits flight thatsurprises,
but the scarlet legs trailing. How we do not die
is startling. Even the seabird must turn to land,
bear its weight on thoseblunt, scarlet legs.

WilliamMeismer

CLIMBING INTO MY FATHER’S SKIN

It’s like crawling into a cave

I always knew was there
but never explored.
I rememberputting my head
into his salesman’sbriefcase
when I was young.
This time thebright eye
I entered pulls
away, a helium balloon.

The musty air wheezes, sighs
trapped for years in old motel rooms.

Furtherdown the sound
turns to grey drippings
thatfall on my cheeks.

Some boy has beenhere before.
Burned matches in a corner,
a tennis shoe, unreadable scratchings
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on thewalls. This is far

enough. Turningto find my way
out, I tiptoe along a narrowblackstream
where white hands are rising,
sinking.

I find myselfstepping
into thewater: like slipping
my small feet into large dark shoes, it is
deeper than I expected. Up
to my knees, my waist,
I see theopening again——
a circle of sky cut witha dull car key,
a blue mouthsinging a melody
I know by heart
but have never heard before.

As I go
under, my arms,
thickas my father’s,
reach above the surface
then return
to embraceme.

JackDriscoll

THE SNARE

I
Tonight my fathersteps drunk into the snare,
is lifted in his fur coat
like a small bear

who upside down
feels only theweight of its tongue.

Alone in moonlight
he circles for hours on the palms ofhis hands, finds
by touch, the green bottle ofwine upright
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ih snow. Already his eyes
are small pockets of ice a paw has pushed through,
And these are the trackshe follows
into the first few moments of sleep,
into a life now hanging by one heel
among thebirches. This is theworld
gone white at the edges of maps
where even wolves disappear in silence,
where my father’sbewilderedear twists
to its own deafcenter, calling home.

II

By morning
he is stillalive, thisnoose

a last footholdturning his body
slowly in a light snow. He wakes
like a man whose skin has swallowed the cold, thinair

wintering in the heart of a stone.
Here,

he dreams of dragging a sled of pelts across a field.
But always his one caught leg
keeps fallingbehindlike an exhaustedanimal
too heavy to move on the crust. There is sweat
and a stiffwind carving a trail in his back, snow falling
harder in every direction but time.

III
At last he thinksof a woman

undressing belowhim in the snow. Her skin
is blue, her legs are crossed and long.
When he reaches down
darknessfalls all theway from his chest.
Inside one finger
he has written his name in blood.

Now he must bed down for good
in the thoughtof this one woman

cold and naked
who begins to stir openly in her perfect camouflage
like absence
entering theeye of this storm.
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Ric/oardBlessing Two Poems

COUNTING BACKWARD

Each night my fathercounts backward from 100 like a shepherd J
climbingdown meadow by meadow the Alps. Y

Since his stroke
he does this, he says, so his mind holds still, so it freezes,
a suspect, hands on thewallpaper. That way it is there
with his cane the next morning.

When your mind runs away,
well, it stashes parts of your real life forever, the names

of lakes, the pretty faces of girls.

When thathappens,
you count on nothing,a patch of sun on a green carpet,
new snow on a roof framed by curtains. You call thewoman

“Nurse” and wonder why she cries.

It is still a life,
that chair between the cashews and windows.

Then one day
Bang! Doesn’t your mind come waltzing home, made up
clown-style, sloshing memories like confetti in a pail?
And don’t you takeyour life in your hands, counting
out good times, counting out bad, markingtime
backward so it’s understood?

Whatever you’re missing,
he says, it’s what you don’t miss.

Listen, he says,
thatsound in theold high ceilings of the house,
not ice in the eaves, no man’s Voice, no echo either

. . .
I

Only-thewind, counting toward zero.
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AFTER THE LAST POEM

They willnot miss you, but for a whilesome men

will notice silence.

Crossing a bridge in winter
theywillwatch the black trees fillingwith snow

and willwonder what it is theyare hearing.

They may mistake your absence for the cries
of mute, ghostly birds or for the sound of water

going nowhere in ice.

For your part, you have reached
nothing,a music lost and useless as the song
the great whales sang in theirdistant season.

Whatever truth you told, it was a lie the day
the last book closed.

Do not thinktheythinkof you,
althoughbetweenone weatherand another, in common,
dailyspeech, someone enters now and again a phrase
like a familiarhouse in a foreign Village.

What therewas between them and death is still.

There was always one after the last poem,
setting out time after time, trackingsilence
with a thin line.

Now there is no one.

Traveler, there should be a warrior’s ceremony,
drums, pillarsof light, a great white stone
withwords, your words, if theycould remember,
a little.

They remembernothing. You are

the shadow of yourself. Here is your last word:
Farewell.
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Cbarles Wright

GATE CITY BREAKDOWN

Like a vein of hard coal, it was thestrike
We fantasized, thepocket of sure reward we sidestepped the road-

blocks for
In SouthwestVirginia, seamed in its hillside
Abovethenorth forkof the Holston River.

One afternoon before Christmas
In 1953, we crossed thebridge from Tennesseeon a whiskey run,
Churchill and Bevo Hammond and Philbeckand I,
All home for theholidays.
On theback road where theychased us, we left the Sheriff'3 Patrol in

theirown dust,
And washed ours down with Schlitz on theway home.

Iesus, it’s so ridiculous, and full ofself-love,
The way we rememberourselves,

and the dust we leave
. . .

Rememberme as you will, but rememberme once

Slide—wheeling around thecurves,
letting it out on theotherside of the line.

Marea Gordett

SEASICKNESS IS MY NAME

And I am walking the smallergirl
up to my bedroom, we must touch
each arm of thebannister as we go.

Should we forget, someone dies
in the family.
It’s happened before, it’s not a game.

Then there’s the room,
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already ablaze
withtheafternoons fever,

two stories down,
armies of childrenplay hide-and-seek
in thegolden furze.

Then all across theparquet floor
we’re running and pirouetting,
thedoor is locked, two undershirts hang on theknob.

This is the time
we cross our legs, arms extended,
pushing into thewild

white spin,
the room is gone,
a shudder goes throughme,

I can’t stop to hear them
downstairs, calling my name,
three syllablescircling,

Why Can’t they leave me alone?
Why did theygive me thisname

meaning waves of the ocean?

A dizziness
obedientonly to itself,
the heart in themouth, ready to jump.

Mary Oliver

FALL SONC

Anotheryear gone, leaving everywhere
its rich spiced residues: vines, leaves,
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theuneaten fruits crumblingdamply
in the shadows, unmatteringback

from theparticular island
of this summer, thisNow, thatnow is nowhere

except underfoot, moldering
in thatblacksubterranean castle

of unobservable mysteries—roots and sealed seeds
and thewanderings ofwater. This

I try to rememberwhen times measure

painfullychafes, for instance when autumn

flares out at the last, boisterous and like us longing
to stay—h0w everythinglives, shifting

from one bright vision to another, forever
in these momentary pastures.

Ane Edelman

THE TREES, DECIDUOUS
To my brother

Peter, it’s true.
The trees are bleak
and stillas if
paralysis set in
instead of winter.
Their shade is the sad
absence of themselves.
It’s clear they lost
all theyheld.
Peter, the rings
around your eyes
don’t teach you

28 POETRY

 



$4

anything,except
a lackof sleep,
ofdreams. The trees,
too, grow rings.
It tells them
to expect another
spring. There
are others; spruce,
pine. I saw them.
I thoughtall trees
died with the oak
felled last winter,
theoak I planted.
Trees are so simply
cut down, but
behind them, more trees.
The blue spruce
is as old as our parents’
marriage. Thinkof it
now, just discovering
itself more silver
thanblue. Chance
is in weather. Trees
depend on rain
and when rain doesn’t come

theydepend on themselves
to draw water up
from theearth, out of ice.
They survive, sometimes
theydie. Peter,
the cones and pods
wait under snow.

Trees wait in seeds.
In the future, we’ll
see trees grow.
Now, we can remember
how perfect theywere,
beforewinter;
blue spruce,
aspen and oak.
We can remember
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how, then,
the leaves were like hands
which, having just
touched something
beautiful,turned
over and over

in astonishment.

Stan Sam/elRubin

LULLABY

All day, I go around
twisted in lies
The telephone lies
with its buzz of attention
The television lies
withold dreams of friendship
The clock lies
in its own soft way

Why do I listen?
I am sheathed in lies
from morning to evening
when thelast lie,
the sun, goes borrowing
coins ofdarkness
When the great lie, themoon,
rises from nothing

When the lies we whisper
in the ears of lovers
come curdling sleep
whilethefat moon prances
like a fox thathas eaten
little blackstones
and is dragging us quickly
across half the sky
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Ron Ellis

DEAD AIR

The assured voice on the state FM network
pegs thegood-natured simplicity
of theReverend Harvey who startles out ofhis
reverie, hearing his request
through the tatters of thebest possible sermon.

Our hosts winks. The technician smiles.
“Well. Of course I’m happy to oblige.
Going to force me out of the closet, eh?
So here it is, sixty seconds ofwhat I consider
the most beautifulmusic in all theworld.”
Harvey’s eyebrows go up.
Around the state we listen harder:
appliances whir and click, sinks drip,
beercans pop, ping-pong, silverware,
a scraping chair, rhythmsof carpets and walls.
We can hear, with theclassicalbull in thebody shop,
the sudden, slanting, chanting of his file.
The gift spills into yards, sprays
out ofcars, spreads into fields
speckled withwildasters
thatwe can hear, for just a few more seconds,
rub against thedrying grass.

Sandra Stone

GAME

It is a night like February, withholdinglight,
brittlewithsilencesand snow, wind breaking
against the battles.
Your head, my move.

Our hands splay at Ouija over empty answers.

Apple wine thatchecks our veins is dust
in company ofapples. Is this
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harmless knowledge? Should I lie
for less? Benignly we touch, raise dust
of apples.
My hand, your thrust.
We pulsate backwards from Z throughJuly, erasing
lies and summer, equidistant from tonight,
the sorceries of sun and simple sex. The Man
withtheFlower in His Mouth is smiling‘cheese,’
is dancing on the lake, is shaking hands
with daisies, is falling off theplatforms
of the waves, the tiny docks. We waft.
Our fingers do. Wine flows like apples.
Yellowgrass dissolves in yellow sun

beyondthe bounty of February rifts. Now,
bound for A, we rattle dust, swerve

alphabets. Unintentionally
we are kind. The snow starts
to lengthen.A tacitagreement
to begin bleak March is meanwhile
beingformed.
Your word. My stand.

Gary Miranda

THE GAMBLER
For Stephen Dunn

Say there’s a Muse of money.
Or thatplasticchips beatpaper
billshands down as collateral
for actual grace. There’s a back
room in thebrain where lamp-
shades dangle and the odds
get better, the more you lose,
thatyou’ll leave a winner.
Meanwhile, in thecorner, a teletype
keeps pumping news thatsomebody
up there likes you.

You believeit.
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In some cases, thatplace invades
thebody: going up for ajump-
shot; the long moment before you
come. Casinos are only metaphors
for anatomy. However often
you lose there’s always an exit

sign thatreads: “Next day: to be
continued.” Money comes from
somewhere, like the sun. Inside
you’re stillyour mother’s son,
a favorite.

You like long shots.

Not thatany amount of luck
will slake your thirst. Toward
evening there’s thatrestless hour
you’re sure theworld is out there,
winning withoutyou. If you
marry, women multiply—aparley
you know you should have played.
Everyone’s laying odds you’ll never

have your cake and eat it. What
do theymean, “have”? You see their
bet, you raise the cake.

You eat it.

S/mron Old:

BESTIARY

Nostrils flared, ears pricked,
Gabriel asks me ifpeople can mate with
animals. I say it hardly
ever happens. He frowns, fur and
skin and hooves and slits and pricks and
teeth and tails whirling in his brain.
You could do it, he says, not wanting a

singleorifice of theuniverse to be
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closed to him. We talk about elephants
and parakeets, untilwe are rolling on the
floor, laughinglike hyenas. Too late,
I rememberloVe——I backtrack
and try to slip it in, but that is
not what he means. Seven years old,
he is into hydraulics,pulleys, doors which
flyopen in the side of thebody,
entrances, exits. Flushed, panting,
hot for physics, he thinksabout lynxes,
eagles, pythons, mosquitoes, girls,
casting a glitteringeye of use

over creation, wanting to know
exactlyhow theworld was made to receive him.

_]o/an Un terecker

NOT SWIMMING BELOW THE CLIFFS: OAHU

I
The curl of brown river thins into blue. Then Sandbar.
This is my second try. I could wade the trickleof brown,
walkout on the sandbar. But I hover at medium-blue,
wind pushing toward deeper.
Swimmers power out in across.

My toes grab sand, not-quite—balance (wind).
“Everyone can float.” Straight toJapan, I think,
toes dragging. Three strokes, one kick: my days triumph.

2
Once on a windless night I swam Lake Erie moonlight
and stillswim longitudes of dream ocean

stroke-for-strokewhere the bay curves.

Far up on the chi? someone is shouting.
I turn in the long trough betweenswells to call to theclimber
who holds in his left hand a disc of late sun.

It echoes thewave top, blinds, releases,
as under my arms, my thighs, sliding fish brush me forward.
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3
Stroke for stroke. She says a word in thewinds singing,
and the wave slides over my shoulder
as if it were light in a mirror releasing, forgiving.
Now I remembermoonlight calling me out of childhoodthatnight
in lake water. Sun pulse on waves:

a woman’s voice washing my shoulders, our shoulders
press arms into water, swimming across a truth of coral and seaweed.

4
Truthis what we tell strangers. Truthis the touch of things—-
as mouths meeting, or a coral-brushed shoulder,
the raw scar white/red on tanned skin.
High on thecliff, sun dazzles a mirror’s signaling light.

5
Nothing, I tell myself, running a finger across a scarred shoulder.
The sea stretches out, empty, flexing in half—light.
“Can you talk about it?” she asks. We are in a cafe,
perhaps in the southof France. “Yes,”I answer.

I shift in my chair, turning my back to thewater. The sunlight
maskingher face is brighfldark,sand-brushed from horizon.
My face must also be maskedby the sun, as ifwe were mirrors.

Ursula Hegi

She tends thefire

Burning his letters. They turn black
like thinmourning dresses.
Yellowflames, leaping; above them
a blonde woman’s hair on her bare shoulders.
Red hollow glowingbeneath.Illusionof passion.
Like fragilelayers ofwidow weeds, matted bluish,
shiny, worn and buttons, yes, cheap buttons
and words. Her fingers touch the smoothskin
on her breasts. She tends thefire.
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RonaldWallace Two Poems

SEPTEMBER RAIN

Last color bleeds from the trees,
the slow drip of rain, collapsing.
The feverish maples decline.
We pause to pick mushrooms,
stick into our sacks these
squat, warty, beige and tan hammers,
these spongy plungers and rams,
these alien, faceless denizens of damp.

They are not in our book.
As we walk through this flaccidrain,
thisvague sense ofloss and wrong,
we don’t talk. But we wonder
about maples and mushrooms, about us:

Anythingyou can’t name is dangerous.

I001 NIGHTS

Each night I read you stories——
Sinbad, Aladdin, Periebanou, Periezade——
in thatstrange exotic language
you cannot possibly understand:
countenance, repast, bequeathed,nuptial,
what can these words be telling you?
What can theysignify?
That I love you? It’s time to sleep?
Keep safe throughout this night?
And yet you will not let me simplify,
get angry if I explain,
and hang on every word as if
our lives depended on it.
Perhaps theydo.
One day thestories will fail us,
therewill be nothingleft to tell,
anotherhand will rub your back,
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anothergenie will rise.
But for now, sleep tight, sleep tight,
and dream of the singing tree,
the speaking bird, the golden water,
the stone thatwas your father
restored by morning light.

Marcia Aldrich Two Poems

APOLOGY TO THE THIN MAN

So I loved you becauseI thoughtyou would be fat.
I thoughtyou would increase,
multiply, develop a bigbelly,double cheeks,
triple chins, dimpled knees.
I thought therewould be more of you.

You’d stand out in a crowd, flauntfashion.
We’d have to buy clothes
in stores catering to thebig fellow.
In your hands birds would nest.
On your knees childrenwould perch.

You would rock marvelously—
better than any rocking chair, better than a row boat.
You would conjure up the sound and feel of water,
the expanse of sea——its waves and calms,
its storms under control.
In your arms I would be sailing
without thebotherof shipwreck.

All our gardens would grow
ifyou dropped the seeds.
Pumpkins would explode for fullness.
Tomatoes so heavy would collapse theirvines.
Cauliflowerssprouting the size of streetlights.

Your voice would fill the house——
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raise theceilings, flood thewindows.
I’d hear you in every room.

Over storms your voice would carry,
lightning would not diminish you.

What happened?
You are no larger thanme.

Our voices fill the same small space.
No soft flesh to press my fingers
into deeply before I hit the road of your body.
Your bones are as clear to find as mine,
neitherdistinct nor hidden.
They are simply the usual set—
theysuffice. They hold us together
withno genius.

The self you offer me

is not unlike my self——
no great dimensions,
no extraordinary appetite.
I don’t live in the tower of your sound.
Trees are outside our human scale
and birds belongmore properly in them.
The only nest we can build
is a nest for ourselves.
In short, my dear
you are my equal.
We can only grow
what every othercan grow——
the seeds we have been given.

SUSPENSE

He said he was sincere,
but now you wonder.
His honesty comes too easily——
the way he pulls confessions from rags.
The unlikelycoincidence of meeting
him wherever you go-—
madly taking fences, you see
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his hat in the woods,
or on a train reading, his shoes
appear belowthe page (thoseodd socks
you’d recognize anywhere).
The train goes faster and faster
untilyou reach your stop.

Dizzywithquestions, 1

you consult friends about him >

and hear a bad report.
You’ve been seeing him

1

behindyour father’sback.
Believingyou incapable of folly '

or passion, he’ll be more than dismayed 1

to discover your affair.
But you rush out to meet him anyway Jr
leavingcaution in the closet.

Behind each portrait
lies a man.

You’re ready to move

throughwalls. i»

Stillwhen he appears
with roses r‘

and an even smile ‘j
your mind starts racing 1
for a reason for such kindness. :‘
You begin edging into corners,

l

fingering separate petals— §
stalling for time

to recover
‘N

your easy manner

before it’s too late.

He begins to feel suspicious. (1

All he’s given you is
love.

But there's a stiffness
in your hand,

a certain chill on the sheets.
You take a trip
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to lift the spell
but he doesn’t know
the roads. They curve frighteninglynear

the cliffs.

His hands grip thewheel,
the maps on your lap fall
to the floor
and the car, the car

goes faster and faster

MarleneLeczmon

BREAK A LEG

Then try standing on the edge of the stage, footlights
crawling to your waist, and you taking in faces too
original to bear.

The front row throwsyou, filling
your mind witharrogant straw brims and the sound
of one man who chokes occasionally on air.

You try
to go back to the time when all the lines were

yours. The boy next door was throwingyou
theball and you were hitting it far outside the field.

No actress then, you bragged about success and theway
even a girl could pop a fly. Tonight
your throatgoes dry. You play thestrange love
scene in which X will cross the stage, planting
his feet in front of yours.

This is your cue,
the moment when directions are most clear.
A spotlight finds your face. You remember,
someone is taking your place.
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Mildred]esse

TIPPING THE SCALE

Because he was such a large man no one

noticed him gazing in front of the glass case

arrayed withpastries. Othermen’s haunches
could fit the saddle, but his walk hung heavy
before he moved. In his boyhood he might have
stood by the displays, savoring the sticky
liquid in the fat waxjugs, he had only to bite
the top off, it would run over his mouth. Was there
ever a woman who refused to fix his dinner, who even

if she could, denied thepork frying; mashed down
full plates of white potatoes.
Was it the chocolate forest cake he would carry
always to his mother? He, standing feet planted, thumbsstuck
before his mother, the glass case reflectingher eye,
tarts in rows, she never whipped him. He stood and stood
as ifforgiveness was waiting withhis change.

Malcolm Glass

CLEAN AND PRESS

My feet hold the floor
down. I stretch over

and grip the cool bar,
a stillmusic in my
palms. Testing, Ifind
it bolted fast. Blood
stops, ready to fire.
Stop. Think: Don’t
thinkwhen to pull.

Legs braced, I breathe
deeply, fillingthe discs,
and then thepull, sooner
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than I thought:
My breathrises.

The bar floats up. My wrists flip
it over and drop it knocking
on my collarbones,
clean.

My toes learn
the floor again, tighten-
ing back into grain. Lock
knees; tighten thighs, buttocks
biting;arch into balance. Shove.

The lift cannons. Skin clamps down.
Straight up, driving through the sticking
point, joints cracking, to arms locked overhead,
breathbroken. And the chasm betweenearth and sky spread,
held.

jereditb Merrin Two Poems

THE MOST BEAUTIFUL ANIMAL
“The most beautifulanimal
of the Middle Ages never existed.”

—KennethClark

And this may be said
of any great beauty——Dante’sLady,
for example, or the order the music of Mozart
suggests. We know it, having carefully
emptied ourselves of illusions
in deliberatestages, as the Egyptians
emptied theirdead. Here we are,
imperishable, and undeceived
of all fictions but this:
thatwe can persist without
organs, or blood. Consider
those Greek shades who clamored
at theentrance of Hades for the gory bowl,
the “black-cloudedblood”; the gods
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who were drawn with such need
to the laps of young girls.
Thinkhow, withsunset, our senses

dart from us—aren’t we thirsty
for colors now thatthe huge, compound eyes
of a dragonflyhusk are our own?
Such knowledge breeds only more irony,
thatgood pet, our mummified cat.
How shall we keep from panic
but do as Mozart did, intent on new

musical phrases, foldingand refolding
his napkin, plying,
always for more intricate patterns,
theyieldingwhite cloth.

LISA, READING
—for Handalljarrell

There are otherworlds and I have, becausethat is how I survive,
taught my daughter this. She is reading Little Women on the couch
and I am reading the poems ofa compassionate, sad man.

In her book, four girls are waiting to become
women, as she herselfis waiting, reading about them.
Some, like Jo, willgo to market: theywillbuy
what theywillbuy, as I have bought this shelf of books,
as thatman bought compassion withhis own pain.
Some, like Beth, will stay at home, which is anothername

for the placewe come from and are afraid of and long for.
She is thinkingshe willbe like Io. She says, “Jo wants to do
things, like me.” I am thinkingI am like the woman at the zoo

in the poem I am reading who says, “Change me, change me!” And
now

I am thinkinghow reading is like college thatbecomesfor some an

endless
preparation for the lives theywill not live.

. . .
Look how my daughter looks

intently at thepage. I am amazed
at all thisact contains: how we clamor to become
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whilewe drown in someone else’s sea.

Not really drown. Staring at the page
all readers know, “Not me, not yet,” and yet,
called to dinner or the telephone, “This, too, is not myself,
not quite.” So we might, startled, say at any time:
“I am not here. This is not my life. ”

In this, our life, my daughter and I hover
where all longing lies. I watch her reach
one volume, then another, from the shelf
and lose and find, and find and lose herself——
her lips half—forming words while she sits here.

Kate McCzme

“BECAUSE WE MUST FINALLY LOVE OUR PARENTS
WE COME TO LOVE OUR HOMETOWNS TOO.”

—lines spoken by my sister, in a dream

Like the tender fingers of vines pulling through
your bedroomwindow, you’re pulled in too:
one morning you wake up and it’s not Fredonia, New York
outside and hasn’t been for eight years. You turn around
and it’s not your sister beside you in the room. And in the mirror
you’re not twelve, or even twenty. Gradually it has grown
inside you and taken hold. You close your eyes and behind
each lid is thepark fountain and Woolworth’sand Barker Commons
and every tire-lickedroad leading down a hill to your front yard.
Father is there inspecting things. Mother is there too
inside withyour brothers and sisters
who have come home like you—
small and wildand ready
for some familiardinner smelledover and over from inside the edge
of a dream more insistent thannightmare——theone thatstays withyou
and speaks only as the itch ofyour heels remembering
slate sidewalks smoothas underwater, forever indiscerniblyworn.
Even this late it happens: after moving
through the several cities and the several lovers
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calculated to offend your mother——
after all thatdistance comes a chart, a sufficient map
made of streetlights and the late hour
and a breeze too gentle to carry theirVoices away.

Robin Seyfried Two Poems

SAME DREAM, THREE ENDINGS

The first time I descend
the staircase with the music I say
to the camera or to anyone who’ll listen I’ll
get him back I’ll thinkabout it later
at Tara. The lighting is all
from my eyes the eyes have it
Later in thedressing room

I chant my mantra to the mirror
I must get him back I willget
him back get him back I will
I will I will

The second time the music goes down
withoutme I know it will be
you at thedoor appearing in black
& white and I say (lighting
along cigarette) what makes you think
I’d take you back
thewords white
and dry as smoke I’m sorry
you say and I begin
to soften the smoke goes out
of my voice I say no

it wasn’t you it was

the time our eyes are full
as you turn fade I begin to see

throughyou or ratherI am seen

throughyou the music starts slowly
up the stairs
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The third times the charm there is no

music no staircase only this shallow stretch of night
we’Ve been over it before the light
yellow as an old bruise and you
are saying I love you I’ll always
love you saying goodbye I’ll always love you
and you die you
die in my arms but
you die.

DANCING ATTENDANCE

Let’s see you
dance, she says.
You’re not dancing
she says as I try
to shuffle off. Shes calling
the shots.

I begin to toe
the line, slowlyheel
over. I put my right
foot in, my best foot
forward and all at once my feet
don’t matter I am dancing on

air, all night, in the dark, cheek
to cheek hoofing it for all
I’m worth Pavlova
through Isadora having a highland
fling no accompanimentbut
the limbs, in time:
glissade, jeté, and bump,

grind,
and one

for Giselle and two
for the swan—-

I’m dying again
to please the audience.

Butjust
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when I thinkI’Ve given
my all, I’m ready to take it
home, to go for the roses, the big
finish, she says:

Now sing. She says,
let’s hear you
sing.

John Taylor

TRYING TO MAKE A JOYFUL NOISE

Trying to make a joyful noise
Ibark, croak, hoot, whimper. I keep trying
For God is a child

Who laughs, God is a motherwho smiles
Even at an idiot child like me

If I make enough

Of a joyful noise, so I leap
Abouthowling, stand on my hind legs and wave

My paws, bright—eyed

And bushy—tailed as I can be
Under thecircumstances ofbeingmore or less
Human (All too

As fierce old Fred with the mustache
Said before the spirochete or the Paraclete
Got him for good)

Which reminds me to coo and cry
Like the fiery-featheredphoenix, like the rainbow-
Feathereddove,

Make ajoyful noise for love.
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A PLEA FOR HELP

Due to recent general budget reductions mandated by the Wash-
i||gl'()11 State Legislature, Poetry Northwest must raise $3300 by June,
I98]. Our alternative to donations is to raise subscription prices from
$5 yearly to $6. This has happened in spite of our having received
$2()()() in a grant from the Coordinating Council of Literary Magazines
III the spring of 1980. We will apply for another grant but can’t count

ml lwing so fortunate twice in a row.

Poetry Northwest has survived for 21 years relatively unchanged
In lornult. We are refusing to raise our subscription price or to reduce
uul‘ aim and are undertaking to find the money instead. Will you help
u-. in my amount? All contributions are tax deductible.

David Wagoner
Editor
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