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. forced to'withdraw- ifito herself, into her 1mmeglate
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The v01ce heard in these poems and storles -= that of

fragmeqmed contem?jwary woman -- is a unlversal ‘one, but it

is also the v01ce of a partlcular woman, the "I" who fears 4
\ ¢ 4

the dark and Lonellness\and reaches .towards nature in quest « .

3 L

of a "sav1our." Her condltxon mirrors that of women in much

.y

‘of Canadian @iteratprez' women in environments that isolate,
. both geographically and psychologicallyi’ the unfIbwering

_female bsyche.‘caught in the tangled undergrass of family

and social pressure, éuffering the deeply irbedded psychic

splinters of Calvinism or another creed; the conditionof

AS

women who wait.' ‘ ' , . o .
Passivity has traditionally been assigned to the

‘female as a central v1rtue. . Her se%@ reallzatlon has come ..

°

malnly through home and chlldren. and her 1dent1f1catlon

w1th the accompllshments of ‘the men she-loved. As Hagar

~

sg}d; in Margaret Laurence's Stone Angel-

¢ weTse, many. and many a time. I ghould be used to -
it ... I didn"t know what I'was waiting for,
except I felt somethlng else mudt happe? - thiﬁ,
~couldn 't be all.l ‘

-~

She must at last confront the question:~ "Is. there nothlng

more9" When' the agswer is a resounding negatlve,'she 1s .
o0
2 » R e

. - . . -
" - . - . L N

) 1Margaret Laurence, The Stone Angel, Torontoz"
McClelland and Stewart 1968. P. 8?.
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I%e waited like thls, for things to get bettey or, -\* '
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environpept; urban Lf rura};'énHISEérch‘for oéﬁep means’of
survival. o o T
. In the section "Ice wpmeﬁ vs. Earth Mbthef;", in
Survival, Mafgaret Atwood asks,'"égé,there aﬁy;real wbmén?hlx
and outlines the Rapunzel Syﬁdrome.'dﬁe she believes fits

the "identity of the fictional Canpdian woman: In this

sequence, Rapunzel is imprisoned by a wic%ed witgh, ﬁsually
f p ‘ N
the protagoniSt's mother, husband or father,'and her

imprlsonlng tower is the attltude of the society’ 1n whlch she

lives. The Canad;an v%r51on of the falry tale does not supply

a'rescuer. The Handsome Prince is a flgure of fantasy and

" Rapunzel is left to languish in her tower.z K ~

Al

f W1thdrawa] ‘from hen prescrlbed réle ha§ engendered 1n

the " I" of Shattered Glass and Other Fragments, a forced

a§§ociation with the elements. Blood ties w1th the 5011 and™
with.nature_are formed., Through these strengthenlng tles. a

capacity for "innerneas“'and the ablllty to survive lso}atlon

deveibps and the searéh into self is begun. 'Aisfronger and
.more awar: self w1ll emerge, it is suggested -- one with

less fragmentatlon of the psyche, Solltude imposes con-

straints but offers,‘as well, the opportﬁnity for the bdfeSQJ

into the heart of light and darkness. -

Psychic fragmentation ‘in polarity with wholeness and’
Y ' . . .

\

self-individuation are suggested, in,Jungian terms, by the

e ,,ZMargaret Atwood, Survival, Toronto: Anansi, 1972,
P. 209. . ' ' ‘ . - ’
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. treew imagery, frequent in the poems. Although in "Dry Rot™

the possibility of ne@ growth remains uncertain,‘other'poems

'

"p01nt to regeneration. Nature s cycllcal pattern may, at
last 1mbue this woman w1th sufflclent v1ta11ty to overcome
the psychlc barriers that have prevented communication and

relatedness. . _
. In'tﬁis collection, the rhythm’bﬁque poems is based
on the: traditional formal - rhythms but is free.of its con-
ventlons. It at:empts to move towargs mus;cal cadence and
some of -the poems are set out in a manner euggestife_gf a
.mus%pal score; Yet the visual qgélity is of equal import-
ance in many of the poehs and their appearance oh‘the page
is an integral part of the poeﬁ. The mdde of these poems
approaches visual art, . though in their eoncreteness\confent
is not'ab;ndoned. '

The typographical pajterning of “"Land Claimt empha-
sizes the separatEness, in ime and life styles,_ofhtwq N
claims to %he same property. ”Béilerina" é;temptS‘to(sug— A
gest the skeletal strucfure of a winter tree. stre551ng the
presence of space and "whlteness" "Silent Seasons III"
elso.a;xempts t;\éive the feeling ?f loneliness and spage in ,

its visual structure. . . : - . .

. L]
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The sequence in this collection is not éhronological\\

for all of the thoughts, events and emotions are operative

~ ¥

within the psyche 81multaneously. creatlng the allenatlng

fragdéntatlon. The isolation, the quest in fantasy for a-
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.sjrmbo_li'.c'of whHoleness, and the "I" of the

. q, R B -~ Al . K
"saviour", the journey into self, are -also experienced in ‘ ERE R

each moment. It 1s the vitality, floy(rinlg f‘rom‘-nature, that " K

-

will unite the psyehic fz:égmenfs. and allow the -tree, - . -
poems’, to'of‘lourisp.'
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I will give  you nothing

their silence screeched

a

each splintered surfade
that are not stainched

a .question without

a prayer for words

S

'

; - . \x‘efea}.ing wounds
| . \l gach spund
_ \answ;a
O f&the 1 47
-1 -
-, : )

but unplucked words ’

from shattered instruments

-
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B N : o . I will yet !
T . o find words - o ‘ : : %

s N ? h for all .
| the seasons _ . - . L
L : . ' - some new legend - %
| | can be explored !
2 ‘ | '+ beneath o - v g
: ’ the silences | |
L S :; will metamorphose |
- o glaciers LT
into warm liquids o o
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communion, !

STLENT 'SEASONS . .

CIX =

b , . -

I know about
Heavenly seaéoné . . LR
éod.and I §> - ' ’ ' E
are on intimate terms . |
we come together

when tﬁe ice goes out . -
and whengthe birds \
leave for the ‘south.

7

Sometimes when X o .

thé first snow fﬁﬁls.\

B

N

by the same évents oo

We are . .pleasured

preludes

to our divine . - . .

\ . -
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Frozen phone | "
- casting off ¢ o
iron bars \ g'g
' 4
) of silence
. \ . - -
© subduing me - Lo
~ " . '
with promises
. ‘ S . .
. of wasteland
e subjects
) <. an ice pick " ‘
" ‘ - , e P
. - c to penetrate N
) oE ‘
'«l,— “’ \ . )
" the frozen tundra .
. »
. wrong season ] ' ,

Perhaps you have left-
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" 4he climate of telephones ¢
o
o and only a smoke signa
s . St e Voo
Lo can reach you \A ne '
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L ~of dreams

rals’

¢ of fune

e .

drowned in shallew waters

intentions in gollision . . . . |
o " with powered deslt{uc;t'ors“ . , &
aSpirations S | o T . ) .
” * E SR
: . poisoned by ambiguity . c
and hope!7’ let fall - Lo
~ 7 into an endless grave .
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’ " LOVER _ _— i - o
"You gavé me seas shells S X A
g ‘ \ and a song 'yourj hand' to hold i y . o
h sweet wine and kissed my heart = . . ,' y
] I rushed you into your other role: . . - Ly
) ) ‘mad Hamlet  scorning Ophilia ~ oo T
. ) .at her pra‘yers N | s | | .
‘.; B \ . ; ‘ grappling with Laertes ’ ' ' A ‘
b A " in the grave . o R : -
.- Mad Hamlet, longing for melted’ flesh. )
. . i You said I laughed at yqui‘ perfornmance . | . -
) \.'You missed the point. i ) \
j o r ' ¥You d:'gdn"t‘ know o ‘ o ) _\
¢ e that I'd rejec‘ted y ! - o “'.' o
N ‘deaéh by‘drow‘ming."’ o ‘ e ,’ -
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HANDMA IDEN , - e : ‘
o ' - s - ® '
. holy Ivla;‘y "+ .mother of God o . ‘ J
pray for me.f . ;" in my adve;rsity ‘ . ' ‘
I sought freedom g . fro theh shackles - :‘ N . 1
you know I embraced \;he new morality A 1 i
. Vg;hose' freedom . ff>r my soul ‘ - - J ‘ i
) cast off the fetters . ’ D ,
) of‘:tpe 'di'sthan ° o and gsubmisston v T |
- to the lugts ' .. of men "
Mty . you were hip ¢ in -your.'day o
. we Were a long/h[:ne " catching up- R o
\ and now sf-éndi‘ﬁg there gazing\gdo;m' upon. us e >
\ I musf rémark | ’_. ) upor; the fact - NS
your hanlié ' - _a‘.‘ﬁe gone R | B
Vandals 'or faulty ) g"r'anite I guess ) )
well I wanted g to te&l you B e K :
we d»on'); r:ally sé'e,m Qo .lt::vta g;)j: . oy . ’
the hang.of it yet ‘your_‘;know - ' }
‘ pple fulfillment - ‘ \ universal equality SR S
total Qman‘ciéation et d;pera,. | ’
Mary  mother of God ~with no hands S | “
‘help us rioi«( in our affiiction’ o ’ . . - 4
» \ ‘ ’ - ' : - - ]
v . ) e
. A .
i . ‘ .

o - . <
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BALLERINA -~ = -,
White-gequined C F
e ~ limbs | f
“swung high ‘ : ‘ o
‘ L oa restifg . .
against . - o Ce L
- ‘ the practise sky

- arms move in gentle rhythmic . . Voo
patterns - '
in the wind

* their .unfleshed bones *

dresden-delicateé - ' .
herculean;strong . . P \~ w
In my winter prison | Y | o
.celled by snow - . TN
1 see you ~ standing - | o Lo
cloud-tall ' - ;" =
you pirouette ' - - .
. and pivot T
o ':.\3 " bend amd swirl o .
. feet-hidden o oo
L in sogﬁ crystals T .
** 0\winter ballerina ‘ '
: T gay and strong L
I wait to learn - T s
) from 'you . . . \ s
) ' your rooted ., . _  ° '
"¢ freedom v Lo
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T -% : WHAT IF .. - T
| - Yy . . B
\ ?I * - 4 N N o :-‘ t. L et \ - R : .
) What if I should “love:yoy L -, Sooe / |
: . : .- . o T I N <
. Y T A TR S .
L , : Lt what ~then? -“*\\’an . T
~ ‘ . . . . -'\ . . f
would ypu bring me . > , .. .
, oA ' scent of clover \
[ - . . .o , L
N e.{- ‘ in a cup? e g . - %
1 ’ " ‘ - 7 : b 4
RV ' .. bring me . 2 2
i i A . ¢ 0 e \ g
: - 0 s - - B
T . i <« bird songs . ‘ . _ .
| ' ~ , . . on a gélden plate? _\j
. : o ’ N , .
I and wild sweet red berries ) ’
| 3 é a ' o / .
L r, ’
. . . on soft moss? PR \.
would you i . - i
9 i ‘e ~ {
' let me put my heart ,
' | - S \ .
into 'your hand? o X
’ ’ \ \ ) . ! N i
b let me keep your love y H
{ . . © : 5 . . '
within my care? ‘ . . . . 5
‘ and sink your roots é
5 . A4 ] - o
R - " . > - WY
deep downward - - L H
. o - in my soil? - - L
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YELLOW BARN

Feathere C
! ; &

protest

their isolation

e(z\ toically suffering

the tv:lahging yv'ire h
that clings .
' B.'bo.ve'_tpe snow
" A yellow barn N
: pain;:ed aga‘lns‘t’ the “ridge
An .a:\t'ter-i‘thou‘ght ' . . |

«

\ on black and white®

Shaggy dun-colored cows
"Shelter on its. leeward side

Partridge tracks in snow 3

CStill life waits for grass‘

v
¥
I

and cowslips
‘Breezes ,to warm its colors

Animate it so it will become

a landscape.




‘ S M. Delisle’

b " 1AND CLAIM %~

r\\”(‘\' a _ a
. ) . “f'u. iy )

.

N "{*'

is on

my syimming pool

where your _c;rchard=

) o your well A
o " . I foundr -

Y ‘ " you used’

| . when the 'ddzers

Co Com ‘ The meadow . ‘

where you
the trees
the stumps N

I have
to 111

’
)

o .
-+ " M,.Delisle
o you were Yo
s ‘I recog
cutting brush
I found
1ld green
.- you built .
hen you .
o [ in seventeen

' eme

. I'?lsorry . 'u
~ taken bver
e . . the land

$ !

ndraéged out .-

the stones .

. came here "

my *house A
your ﬁroperty N
is p&aﬁtéﬁ

stood . R
is dry

the spade

to dig it

came ,

to, the west
chopped down .

and picked

lies fél}ow now
not @learned .

the soil . ‘

[

I must apologize
the first one here
nize you

up on the ridge

a bitters bottle
just where,

your house B
4

eighty-seven’

%of?ave ]

I didn't know

was occupied

-

[y

! :




ﬂ/* . Flower child"<
- standing
alone

P

v

e - 13 -

. ... op,the battle field
A A A\

, . v
you kneel
and bold

“the hand

of someone

R 'who4has

just one

Y

Y

.ﬂyoui‘ sgrg;lie ‘blinds
S #,the,gdﬁﬁér
'+ you place

) the rose . .
- - in the barrel
it blasts
A \

T

-0 flower lady.

‘an open door
“\to hide behind

¢

.o

3
.

-

~

guﬁs‘blastiég‘
earth gutted-g

~ volcanic tanks erupt
.and then fall silent

*

.4 )

'S |

you walk
towaris a gun
hol ng

" “a white rose .~ .}

"he thought .,
.. You were
a fantasy
. he conjured up
" he did Hot know

.» that you were real

you should have found

‘ till they had counted

. o=

L _21
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"DROP OUT ' . )
— .l‘" . ‘
Entangled . ! -
in mustardseed and bindweed ) , T

-«

Sul N
Cide

will bome
to me soon “ el
wearlng a, tasselled cap

1

.-0f velvet fur . >

emptyiﬂg me of all ¢

ny contradictioﬁs . .

1'11 dream” = ’ S
- of nidsummer's night
s
and sweet Bottofi's bottom e

‘Starveling will be
the ninth part of a ‘man

, Sew1ng plnked moonbeams _ -
"on Puck's imped gauzy w1ngs

(Starvellng will ~
not be '
“-a_starving people ;
" | wiped out .o g
B by famine and diseased

administrations)

" A poem or a piece of bread?
Reign Oberon! I ¢anhot choose- -

Give me a leaf

a feather . O
v ©

- and -a dream unwaked ‘ <.

A

-




COLUMBIA MAN

"¢
~foh whom I love ,
' are embalmed

with steel bars
driving their spikes:

.

':".i. .into your manne$s.
You Are permitted . -
) if you are very fast
to make: éhoés |

N ' and boxes
g ¢ - ' N ~ i
and egg

. cartons
You are permitted to recycle ‘
- bottle caps
for your.neighboré
to the north
‘ You are permitted
L to make

forty-five cents a day.

Once - you robbed

a rich man aﬁd‘whgn

they took you

I prayed ' to the Virgin .
Mﬁo‘set your bail
She must + have forgotten

. .

v
“
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Yy . , .
80 many "things to do , .
\ ! o , ‘ o : .
RPN .t . o Now . you wait
. . . l [
. , -and I still pray ’
ot Vo) N . ¢
.« -~ N - ' .Q\
P and feel “your warm
- 'y»l a3 ' N \ A ¢ .
. . . . .
_ - and gentle Tove *
inside my mind )
‘Tender lover .they will not ‘ o
g " ‘et you go. ° "
You can make boxes e
T ’ make shoes X
4 f T \ 3,
\’ make coffins
Co T - make bombs .
- - (‘ . .
: My lover, e 3 : A
.. - . o
~ you hAve become a fq\r'l;}ive cent man.
A ) 3 N v
i 4 »\ B " o~
b ‘ ‘ n
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v N
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CONVERSATION WITH DR. FREUD

. ¢

.Flaming

purple suns dissolve

my eyeballs

e

The mlnotaur s cord is. round my neck

amniotic fluid clots my hair

1

blood of the Lamb flows from my prlvate parts

°

-

My boedy, dlffused. on slanted crosses

hangs head down -

drowned 1n a hlgh sea of liquid, stool.
- 20ld man. get me my soul

. out of the garbage can.
"r . . .

“"Lick off the stench

dream me the triangle dream

that sets it stréight
Turn the w1ld beast

(resting 1n31de my head)
into God

with tears of semen on his face.

»
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HERO .,

laughing hair
and lips

we took each other

.

us

and flashing golden

sprayed by the sea

rising together

in celebration

°

jagdin\I seek you

you have become

upon a monument

IR XTS5 0 . Al o P e W SRR

arms

a

..enchanted purple eyes

deep as hot poolé \

.and gave us V-

_ 1 N

- . N e

two trees

our saps mingling

and find

. & name .

‘a KIA

you can't know ) .
you can't feel )"

in a box ) Choose one
on your chest ) '

in a drawer )
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My wombness : .

«

‘fg;ls in bleached ashes

-down the castle wall - -

'

}I see yod

' from my windoww
suddenly appear
your whit%“¢hargér '

parked‘soﬁéwhere” B

My castle géfés spring open

we race .down

. ! ‘("\‘
stone stairs’ '
to the moat .
and when I drown ;
. (\ N : v
// you draw me out
' and I emerge " .
" my womannéss restored
regenerated | ,
to be consumed again
. . - Dby fires you set . ﬁ
. ;’ ‘. . . e
- 14 '
[y ..' ' - .
. ) o
. _ ‘ -
< o -~ 3

~ .  blasted in consuming flames

~
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the bus it takes on speed, it accelerates,:

~colour of fear is de€p, dark red.

" within one person.
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DEATH IS A BUS THAT CAN'T SLOW DOWN

P
Pt

In the beginning was the bus_and the bus was with God
and the bus was God. The bus was life-because it moved and )
it was death because it could never stop. When you ride on i T
it goes faster
and- faster, and nothing can'stop it. You can't get off and e
the city streets and’ the country-side:slide by like a v
coloured movie and fear has shape and feel and odor and the -K\

The bus is 'death and
death is never-ending .and eternal .and for all of time.

Sometimes: I forgot I was on the bus. rSometimes for a °
little while I could forget. Once I saw a child with a QT
copper-coloured puppy and the child gave me, the puppy to hold. - ) *%
I felt its life in its fat, round belly and its sguirming to RN
be free and to race like the swift east wind in the wake of I
the bus. But the Bws vame back and caught the small dog AR
beneath its wheels and rushed on with the speed of a high, : \ ‘
shrill cry. The c¢hild saw the stillness and stiffness of fthe . ‘
dog and drew back and the odor of fear clung to the child. .
She felf on the snow with heér finger wherenibg blbod lay, : .
fresh and bri » and she :knew that life is death and death. i
%fﬂllfe, and he bus- 1s God moying gquickly over the land.

Once I forgot Iswas on the .bus because of a mah. I —
believed, you see, that man'is.a mind and that the ming of a - LI »?
man is equal to God. ‘The mlnd ‘of a man can .stand still\ and T
at the same time travel to’thexfarthermost corners of th } - :
earth. With.his mind a man can fathom the depths of the ' 3
o¢ean and conquer the vastness of space and know the strength (
and beauty and meaning of the learnlng and adtions of othpr ;
men throughout the ages. The mind of a man is timeless gnd \*
ageless and with it he “sereates meaning and sanity out of . ¥

chaos. I knew that the mind of a man was stronger _than g bus ‘
hurtalnv to destruction or the wrath of God. BUt .some thlngs 1
I diq not know. .

%

I did not know that shHe mind of'a man is also a man-
and that there cannot be one without the other. I drank .
martinis with & man and 1" learned that a ‘man is mind~and a
man, and the two are separate and yet they dwell together -
I learned, *too, that there is omethlng 1 q
between a man and a-woman that leaps up like a flame, spring- )
ing into life, that cannot be extinguished, ,that warms and :
strengthens and the bus that.never stops becomes a dlstant
rumble.

E]

He “said, "I'1l warm your hand," and~the life in him
flowed into me like sweet, red wine, and I forgot the bus
was going too fast He talked of the artists who have:
created beauty and meaning out of words and- I knew thdt when -
all those who ride fast buses are carrled to destruction, |
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_the bus and -the s€rgech of the frakes that wouldn't hold and

- room was dark and lonely and there was no warmth anywhere.

~ . - 21- - \ : .
truth 'will still live in-the mind of a man,

A man is a mind but a man is .strength and desire, too.
A man is a strong, hot body that holds you and you cannot-
deny or resist. You can only worship but when you worship,
you worship the mind that will hot die. Yo® rejoice that
because the mind will not die, the ‘body is saved from death,:

. for it stands apart and does ndt ride‘on a speeding bus.

n

e said, "Reom 1205, I like that room. It's my
favorite." | ‘
»The room was pleasant and newly"furnlshed and a-tired
artist had painted a picture for it. The safety and warmth N
of the room was an amniotic sac, protecting, cushioning, and
in the closeness of the man, I sought the nourishing
placenta. The sténch of fear was .changed and fear was a
thing shapeless and odorless and its color was pale, soft
pink.

»

o

He said, "I worship you. I will love you forever. I

”will always remember you," and I sighed at the sound of the

words. Words are easy to say and when a man becomes a o
flaming, living force, they have no meaning. But a woman is '
gled hezar. the words and she pretends when she hears them | g :
they aXe true. And the words;, and her worship of the man, e

kindle \hope and, promise joy and ecstasy that waken the:

memoriejs of all’)the pleasures she has known. ‘The gates of

Heaven open and{ the celestial glories are close enough to

reach out and touch. . -

He- éald, at last "I must go. My mother will be N
waiting. She woréies about me." .Then I heard the swoosh c¢f

I knew I was ridimg a fast bus- through the night.

“I'1l phone you," he said, and I knew it wasn't true.’
man is a mind and only for a short while he becomes a man s
a;d when his urgency is spent, he forgets. But I was glad

he said 1Y§because for a moment the bus slowed -down. e h’

= " In the night the bus travelled very fast, for the

I. knew that & high stone wall could stop the bus ‘and that
§bmewhere a high stone wall was waiting. The bus was speed-
;ng toward it and the high stone wall was waltlng. unknowing
and innocent. I knew that the wall was "close and soon
violence and destruction woul ‘rush me, and it would be as
though I had never llved. The b s picked up speed and tore
through the slumberlng towns and villages, and called out

barking dogs and roused the dozing night people. I thought
. ‘ + !
y \ ' ) 3
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of all I had meant to do and had not done, fand T wept for
the wasted days and nights, and I-wept for the hopelessness

of my despalr. a
» Morning was pale thrusts of light through the
venetian bllnd | X b . o
o o - e

"Thank God," I-murmered. "I thought the night would v

never end." The muted ringing of the phone was far awdy, '

something remembered from a dream. « -

L

“I' feel dreadful," he said. "And my mother 1s angry.' O
She doesn*t understand.” I )new then that even & mqn could ‘
stop thinking and board a fast bus, and a lady who is old
and tired could get on without: questlonlng. 4

"I'm sorry," I said, and he thought it was because he

' felt tired I was sorry. But I wanted to scream to him not

to get on the Bus because .the bus is death and death.is a
terrible and wasteful thlng. I wanted to make him know that
the bus is God but the mind of a man who will not ride a
speeding bus, is equal to God, .and gods are what pecple
create them to be, for g@gds exist only in our dreams and
fantasies. . ’?

I tried to sleep again but I remembered hi:r honds
caressing, his lips, his maleness, strong and needing, "and
that I had nourished myself.against his warmth. I thought
of his seed falling wasted on the cleans/white sheet, and I

+ felt a.sadness so profound it seemed I ‘Wourned the suffering
of all mankind. When my sorrow was spent, the flame of N
pa351on leapt up, and I knew that I a woman and that
woman is.the temple of man. Man thrusts himself into the
temple, in urgency and despair, ashamed of his need, for a
man knows. there are-no gods. Yet he must humble ‘himself
and worship so he may flourish and bring forth fruit. He
must sow his seed in the fertile soil of a woman and she
must spread herself and receive the seed. And when the seed
is well sown, a man walks erect,' like a tree whose roots
grow deep. But those wh& ride on a speeding bus, cannot sow
deep or bring forth fruit, for they travel too fast and fear
robs ~them of their fertlllty. and a bus is life, but life is
death, and a stone wall is destruction. .

The’phone rang and this time it was real.

~ “*I'm coming back,” he said. "Don't go‘awayf I*'11 be
t there soon.” . - t

<

A gold-colored chaln holds the. 5oor, a slender gold
chain bétween two peopre. A short, strong’ chair can separate -

Yoo ,4 . ., ‘.‘ ) ”" i I "
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by a thousand miles, ‘but a chain falls before the pas51on of -
~ a man and a woman. - s /

. "He sald, "I worshlp ‘you," and I knew it was not I but
Woman he worshipped, because woman is the 5011 in which he :
must nourish himself, Woman is the temple in which he must
worship and a woman must, not think to nourish herself, but . .
she must hide. the man from his shame and give herself to hig - A
act of worshlp. and save hlm and -save herself. " '

)

Thlséblme his seed d1d notf%%ll on: the clean. whlﬁe
linen. wed itself deep in the warmth and-saf/ey_of the.
woman, and her womb enclosed it and nourished it. /And the )

seed grey e

I said, "I must see your mother. We must tell her.
She mustn't get on the bus." I knew now that a woman lives
through her children and her children's children and a man
whose roots grow deep will never die. I knew, too, that a - . °
woman who ‘dies in her passion, and becomes the soil for the .
seed of man, wikll regenerate herself and increase forever. R

3

~

The humming of the tires of the bus waSvgone.and the : -

whosoever reveres life, has God within him
God and God is all god: and those who feap?H a fast bus [
and hav% no roots. The fearful cries of fthe ri g fill the

night, but §h0§e who worship, worship in silence. For in
Slilence the seed ows that become\sa child.
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DON'T STOP THE MERRY-GO-ROUND

13

One day you wake up and the sun is spllllng into, your room
like gold nuggets and you can hear a kingfisher in the
willows on the river bank, And you thlnk. "My God, I'm
married! I-married that guy! It can't be." But.it is just
.the. same. You feel - as though there's a/ funeral some place
you have to go to, but you don' F/know how to find it Dbecause,
the -funeral is your own. ; 4
8 3 -
You wonder how it could have happened. Your mind just went
away and got lost when it was happening because it wouldn't
be part of such a. ‘sordid thing. .Maybe it was what he said
that 4jid it. ‘ .

"We'd better get married," he said. "Ybu've-gotithéée sex-~'
ual hangups. It's one thing or the other, kid. We'd bvetter
get married."

And you said, "Marrlage is for the birds. Marriage is for
. idiots and moréns and women who can't earn a livzng " .

"Your parents hate each other or somethlng°“ he said. When
you looked at him you Imew he was nice to loslk 2%, He had
dark hair that waved'like a girl s and features that looked
right and eye§ that were blank. ‘ ! :

You said, "lMaybe. I don't know. My .father was hardly ever
home. I[ly mother was a Strong-llinded Woman. A nag. A bitch.
Maybe he .couldn't stand it. Iy mother had a thing about men.
She loved them till she got them wild for her then she gqt
rid of them. Conguering heroine, or something But my Dad;

* Lord, what a man! Do you know he could read pages of pPoetry
and then close the beok and rec1te the whole thing. He could
- say all the poems he ever read in his life. It was fantastic!
He lived on one meal a day for four years so he could get a
u?;ve§51ty education. I guess my mother hated him. He was a

pe " v ‘

-
.

"A cripple?"

. A
f a
"Polio. She said she'd given up her life when she married -.
him. You see he couldn't dance. A man who could recite
poetry, and she cared that he couldn't dance! . You’know, I
never said anything when he was home. I just listened so °
‘damned hard so I wouldn't miss one word he said. I stored it .
all up and I brought it .out llttle by little and remembered
cit when he was gone." .

"What'd your mother do?"
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*"She could do anythihé.' She made things and sewed things 1 |

blocked sinks and she tqok in boarders and hung up wall-
' paper. Once she nagged father into putting up a shelf.
Dt A little, narrow shelf in the bathroofxﬁfgd’ ou know- what?
tifie m

- ' "’ : and repaired everyfhing., She could fix toaster cords and v>/ \

The damn shelf fedl dovm. The first mother set
P something on 1t, it fell down. My father was a wonderful
boe . man." = :

k]

\
“I .mean what did she do about sex when your old min was .- L

.away. You should have léarned a few things."- .= T <
5 “"She hated sex. She was afraid.” '
‘ "Afraid?” ] ]
; "Afrérqfshe'd want things she-couldn't have, I suppose.” '
Su A . : ” .' N . . .
| "Are you afraid you'ﬁl want things you can't have?" . . -
| ' . . R . P
| "Maybe .'u ) .
: ©.™ “You can have mé." 2 SR - :
3 . ‘ N . -
; "Thanks." ' . g
. . . . , A
. "There's somethlng wrong w1th you., We've been going out for &%
' . three months now."
"Going out?" . o V”'
‘ "I'Vve been driving you around. Out to the lake. . Up in the
hills.” T . ‘
"You didn't have to. I could have gone just as well in my : N
kid brother's jalopy. I thought you wanted me (k" «
"Sure, but it's s%ﬁposed to lead to something."
. * "I know what it's supposed to lead to. \lfﬁust forgot. Pwas
_ thinking about the lake. That water's so damned cold when' ‘
n © you dive in, it drives everythlng out of your mind. You feel
<o ‘ as thoufh you're part of the water, that you belong there, 3
. like a fish. You're part of everything that's real and all
‘ -+ ‘the things that people think are real, dissolve and: every-
thing's clean and perfect and beautlful You should learn
- to éwim." ' X
} "Wayer'scares the hell out of me." 'J e
o - ) o B ‘ . - ‘
i "It wouldn't when you got used %o it." .- . . : o
4 ) ' ‘ ’
o
& Do -
;t’jk -
A ‘
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“Look, kid, all girls want & man. * Even those lesbiams.
They got turned off because' they got turned down. A man,
That's what:counts for a woman., Maybe you should see a

doctor:" ' : \

a—

’

"Majbe‘ you. should drop dead."

| So you wake up married and you thlnk "This is it!" You:

never really thought how it would be. Ydu never'imagined‘

it would ‘be this bad.
g

Marrlage begins and ends in bed. There seems to bg nothing

' else. Oh yes, there is too., There is not ever spendlng any

h]

) "You forget you—‘re my wife

account for a rainy day, some distant disgaster

money for anything. There is putting every cent_into a bank

you re de ad. o

2

"Don't buy curtains, kid; they just, keep out the sw
unhealthy. Look here! Wlth your éheque and half o
we -can boost the -old hank account way up every mont

“What's the sense of going out‘"" All we'1l do®is spend a lo

"of money.' -Liquor is the root of all evil., All (those pe%ple .

you know drlnk too much. Come on to bed .™

“'Shut that book and come £o bed. Who is .thl’s guy Hemingway,
anyway"" o, L ' :

"He was a shy,and sensitive man. He had a.sistef who éaifi he .
was a problem to his parents. He didn't want to go to school

- and he didn't want to work. He seemed very'passive but there

was great. violence in him, too. He liked the bull fights. .
He hadwan Indian girl fsiend in his adolescence whom he -
probably seduced. r maybe shé seduced him. Anyway she .
contributed ¢reatl: ito-his basic education.. He also wrote a
fes books." b N ’ .

"Why do you read these books all the time?",

"Because when I'm readmg I Lorget verythmg.".'

B )

et Jforget I am considered sexuerrly inadequate by my husband."

"You could 1mprove M

"You could go to hell.“

~. I'd

-

ek,

M%——.n« -
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Everything changes. when you have & 'child. Even before it's
born, /everything changes. -Every day used to be the sanme.
You get up, you go_to work, you come home, you cook dlnner"
you read. you go to bed. You wonderéd what was the point.
Why were you ljving? And you knew you weren' 't really alive.
Then it happened, and there was a reasgh to begin to live,
M{;God you had to llve‘

Look' what -you'd done. Some kid .who dldn t want . to be born
was going to be born and it was your fault. You had to care.

- Somebody had to care. It was a very, very 1mportant thing
that someone shoul& care about this kid.

He said, ”Hell how could you let such a thlng,happenq
Couldn® t you be careful? You could have -an abortion. But
it would cost a lot. Just when we  were beginning to save
some money.  Now you won't be able to work. -‘Lord, I married
a stupid womian. A real stupid woman.," . '

But now it doesn’ t matter what he says If you listen, he'll
make you think this thing that is happenlng is wrong and. you
know it's the only reason for living, and you build a screen
around your mind and b}ock him out, Nothing matters but the
child who is trying to be born. ‘For unto you a~child is
born, Unto you a son is given.' You think about God and you
know there are no gods. All recligions are invented by
frightened people who want to feel safe. But you want there’
to be a God. 7You want God to be real se this child will be
safe and .guarded and taken care of and never have to.die.

And you defy your mind and grow a new part, a part that is

* kind to people ahd believes in God.

.*Babies get born in\hospitaIS'and those are .sad and lonely
places to'be born in. In hospitals people suffer and give
up hope and confront their insignificance, and wither away
and die. But the grandmothers and maiden aunts and cousins
and midwives have vanished and babies are born.in sterile
delivery rooms. They should be born in the seclusion of the
connublal bedroom instead of encounterlng life in the
penetratln“ flare of an operating light on the narrow con-
flnes of a ‘surgical table. ‘

"T'he dbctor isn't there -and .you can't have an anaesthetlc, but
it doesn't matter. Suffcrlng is part of everythlng and you
don t think about the pain, you only think o¥ what is happen-
ing. You wonder how anyone could be afraid of this. because
it's the most real thlng there has ever been. You know you
can never feel more joyful. : ‘ .

h)
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You can't believe that this child is yours. You are awe-
stricken by t¥is miracle of creation. this integrated,
functlonmg lump of humanity. It is little-and grumpy—
looking and it has? ‘fat cheeks that droop down and its, nose : SN
has been levelled off with a scalpel. It never. thinks that - o
maybe nobody wants it. It thHinks it's the only thing in ‘
the world. And it isn't-a son, it's a she, and that's your. '
fault, too. He says he could have accepted a son. He had -~
decided that. But 1t was just like Yyou to have a glrl. R

"Don't expect me to get 1nvolved w1th 11:," he says. "Y-ou
"know I can't stand kids. .- ’

You‘don't say anything. You don't hate him., Now you know - ¢
what he can do. He can make this miracle happen. You can't
hate him when he can do that. It doesn't matter what he says
or ‘what he does, you can never hate him. You are bound to
him with bands of steel and r:Lve't:s of iron. You blot him out ,

. of your mind, because he will not be the child's father, but '
the realness of him yg\ always there, an urgent potency, . ‘ !
screamlng with life. A" strong, new life is kindled in you '
too, so vital and powerful that wha‘t you were before' seems a ' j
shell, a husk cast off before the fires that rage, ‘And you ]

 know you will never again be free. . You know you.are a slave
to the woman in you and your Tind goes ‘away a,n\d only through
the child can you be free, .

'The sun 11es like gold bullion on your window sill and the . .
kingfisher sings by the river and thg air-'is scented with X
fire-colored petunlas. You know this is so because once you s '
sensed them, in that other life, but now you can't reach
them because your mind has gone away and the pleasures of the 1
senses. are for the free born and you are a bondswoman. The )
part of you that is kird to people and believes in God cries e
out in anguish but y0u know this part is worthless and you
let the flames consume it. And there is .nothing but the ‘
fire and the ashes. ’ -

»
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EI ©  you play me . . -
like a mad guitar
£ | picki‘ng 4 ,
my bones o P
" 7> in an endless season :
‘ winds whi'rl me
. high updgw;ipbd&vvn" :
- . _domupéoming ‘ ‘

Rhythm

;o _ - beats

. . naked o

‘
3
r
|
| ' -
|
j

C o~ . upoverupover ,

-

' ) : . ‘riaked

““ ' ’ ‘ oL ’ . . beat ' EU ‘ '

. " rhythfing o ~

« . ) winds up up up -uprising

. . picked bones bones ones ns ns ns
\_,—) N winds -

updowning updowning updowning

. . . 2
' . .
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I stand C e
in the center of theruniverse
blood flows
/ from my heart

in great ri&grs

Y

- to the far , ﬂ
corners //,/ !
»of@$“g world ’
impulses-

.from my brain’ Lo
v “8ynapse |
~on long‘gney highyays
to distant parts '

N
skeletal structures -

glistening with -my protoplasm

- span pﬁémggeané
Loans

my hair

&

covers your face

you are annihilated.

You cover' my body

-

with caresses. . .

v

Sm

v I lose my universe.

I have entered‘anoéher’galaxy._vf
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- Space - \ . \
surrounds

N the‘mémory‘

<

of yéﬁr voice
gives .it added attraction ;
‘though even
in the begfhning N
itﬁh;d a‘qualitf
hard.to dgfine : . .
, a subtle urgehcy
4+ that held my mind .
-without comipg .
;. \foo.close
', a quick tide-sound -
B coming ~ 0 -

and going »
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that“penetrated : f. e .

mygcampuflaged : o
defenses v ' CoL - .

Impassioned phone calis:‘, ' . oo

+

in the night _ =~ - ' - .

N ‘ N ) \
o ~ J

coming . R ,
. ‘ ~ i R

from remote addresses ’ 'i'

] -
‘ IV . -

giving me a flash - - ‘ S
. . of tide-magnet
- " through liquid wire§

Quiqkl&

hqnging up

There is no space - , . -

now | S ~ _ S

!
« . i
o . . 4 * ., -‘F‘A . .
R , . Oceans . ‘ N ‘ , A

have been drained . B
for useful purposes V S .
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. g pull me - v . : '

’ i s : : s .
SR S in anonymous dlreqtlpns
% | - ‘l ' ©  Yooms are filled w R
. : S © with jostling ) " ’
‘ y , voices l -
o '. . T I am tryiﬂg ) ‘. . o ‘ . -
P - o 5t ‘to confuse, &ou .
. . A with someone else -

“ L o ‘ . T liked

B

‘ S Co It was better befors R
s \

i ; fk,‘ L S \lthe space - .

j”' ' S  between us ;
P It gévg us room
IR R to reach R
‘E v ’ E ‘ "o _each other
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LOVE CAME TO ME

o
& =

© -
Love came to me, & leper
c?ging me.in its despai%
laugﬁing‘its‘dry scaly sound.
atlmj crigs of fury ~
holding out for pity“.
-

its unfleshed limgs
,‘\.

~ Stench of disease

mocks my condition -

I am known ~e

by my inactessability
Love locks me
in its embrace - \

MySbody, curled on itself, waits passive;y‘

\

and freedom's a door I still must learn:

-~
ba¥

N
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- OBLIVION T Y l
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‘ ;- Gold 1lips X {
and golden arms - i
- : Yellow ladies ‘ J
) ‘ on yellow streets . .
. : chiding the old man . T s'
N o , . N « )
- O [ : at the gate . - . . . ) §
T /. : for letting in mad dpgs ' ' . : \% '
and ruined mornings " . .
ey Iron honeys"ucéles / ) . !
. ' ‘laced with
. . " vacant sockets o0 . '
S o Pronises let fall . coe .
' N Pai : ~ .- 4 ) ~
: . to aromatic oblivion. .
" And dawn is ‘thin . o
- . - ‘ - ;j
N grey blankets . o4
3 . Ct . ot - L o
: stretched over \ | %
tarnished limbs. ¢ - ' §
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You were. never satisfied ). - ‘\
° ‘ with my looks, were you
you always said: why don't you
. > ~ " .
o e ' put on your glasses L '
‘ . Perhags_/i’f .youp hair . A L -
. ' ' . were longer .
. : - - .‘ » o
~Perhaps if you used more make-up. .
S - « ‘ i . . ) R .
I 'was too naked for you , ‘ B
y , , wasn't I? M . »
. There -was 400 much of me o \
) ' clad in-a facade ./
sl - -, " that was too thin e
".Next time I'll wear more: o N - ‘
N~ . . . N * » -
. L , 4 Helmet and a bredst-plate
4 "” . ~
for a start.
[~ o . 3 \ ' )
. ’ I .
" . A ! ; ‘43 g Y
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I have beeh~caught in many cages
/J L4
held firm in many klnds of traps

.

*f%gs steel-banded v )
arms restrained

in straightjackets
" of subtle silence k e

Degp hidden pits ‘ \ .
‘have ?aﬁéht me unawares

I have languished -

in forgotteh dungeons

carving my name

-

with blades of grass remembered

'fo@ meadows bright with freédom

-l
<
~

'And I have been set’ free -

by handsome princes

in tattered jeans ( .' .

\ and Jjaunty helﬂets
.who weave a magic melting spell

- with one warm hand
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a .. L . You.trap me - ‘ : : . B
. ‘Y with sly syn{;ax
§ ‘ o - and crafty rhythms L ' .
- . _ ) é s - ‘ ) . \
s ‘ - Your labyrinth 2 o o . ‘

is mined K : .

.

- &

: ) S with ambiguities . = - O
E . * I feel my way ' * , -
t e ’ @ o
; W . : through new declensions Co. ~

.you'tve just made up. o
- R Your punctuation’ /’( ‘ IR o

is mostly obelisks

1
R SNCIRURRPE TR P

and I had'counted -on -some question ‘marks o
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Prepares me -

. ‘for a mortal

N - " s :“ ) ’
_ : : wounding ;
. . .
.
.
. .
N ' . - -
. N . Il -
- *
. - | [ 7%
v N ‘
. . N
* — - .
. -
’, n
. [ ¢
' B (
R \
I ' ’
g — » . - .
H ! ' ’
¥ - ' *
. R R M .
R . - o,
. \_ !
, .
. , . . ¢ [N
. " ; ‘
ﬁv, . - '
. .
t "
3 - ’ '
. ” ’
L} 0 i * '
. -
X \ ' S
. . .
\ - ! * N
’ .
’ ~ N , -
I3 - sy . a
) ) L [ . !
- v : . :
9 AY a > -
B : ,
. 3 . Yy . *
. . o °
“ .
.
- . R ”, - ! ~
. .
/\ . vt .
, .
. ' - R
* ? ’. -
.. M ) N
] / * [ , 3
. . .
3 . -
. r
R - A
e ] . .
v * B
, .
]l . I, y . .
S T
v,. R N T M
k»“ ¢ ’ ’ \ * .
7 ' - -
’:‘ . ’ . " N
k <
i . o "
- Y '
2y . )
¥¥ - N ‘
N ‘ .

.
H
f
L)
~
v
. 2
~
[
-
RE
.
+
"
s




3 . .
Wt mrpg RSN R o 2N M

s

g . P,

to talk me down

- Lo -

°

Diseased by loneliness. ’

[

my mind calls up the days

diécardiné each
and searching
for one

not yet named
céiled for

¢

4

a more,recént.god
who sends dowh
sdﬁbursts

of ‘golden stars

to hurl me up

“and light my mind .

letting it blaze

‘out of control - .

Then they'll send

fire fighters

4

. and otﬁén

B wqrthj personnel

and let me know . -

r

which déy'has happened

fay -
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-, . DWELLING . « - <
b | - Elo%er pots in the sink A oo ' L
P ' .. a cbgweb on the Virgin's glasséd—in face
" o PrometHeus cross-legged upon the table
his chains hung from the ceiling T ' RV

Proteus flowing from the frqzen taps . . Sk

o kit v b ¢ e o

- . Books climb. the stairs

4

mice proliferate among the manuscripts

e

e b A BT

. N ' -

a broken chair , ) ;

SERA N 0
a

wheré once Diana sat

I

goldfish stranded. : K _ RS P

!" ‘ . in.a desert bowl : v o e
Phoenix sﬁrouded“ . [
g _ ' ' with unkept promises . . ' .
! s the bathroom's filled with news I 1
: : e . - _ ] - -
é S ’ti%djneatly into rolls o . ‘ .
f o ' . cease-fire refugees of. Vietnam “, ! 2 }' . - N
f S : . B : .
' ' coil round & l . ,
- i 3 . L. :
~ * Rex lorgan, 11.D. - T - o e
) ‘ ' transplanting Pogo = - 0

.

‘ . . 1

The Bathtub's filled . A ' = oo

vaney

with currant wine . ‘ " e h -

. B ‘
- and I'm submerged
waiting for someone .

‘ to-plug me in
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" of cautious hone: "I need T need T need".

and waft it to warm-colored landscapes.

.

This day is spent ’

1

and .I'n; ‘ieft- wonderiﬁg .

ii: ot};er unfrafned day;s E R

| will £i11 my gallery - R
each watercolor ; - 5 _—

. i . .. grey en grey |

formless .things vt . o
made’ of the evanescence ', . ' : LF
" of cobweb dreams’' . Ce | “ w‘
,rayag;ed by winds. g ‘ . ‘
)Windsx take ;ny message - ' . \ S
written in the lightmoment- * - -‘ .

Illuding the hot geométric deserts . o e

my other .messgge Dblows wild

~

aon éull@n seascapes:-

I could exchange sach picture for a touch

_ifourteeiq charco'als for a feather bed (
and. framing arms to hold my needs . ‘
AN . . .-
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I sleep - K . i - : \
on the left ?.ide T \ . -
of the bed - : ,
- always \ L ,
1] . ‘ -
y .)'riever getting S . )
- & tbo close. to-the middle . ‘.
I v ‘ .
I don't want tc discover ‘ -
. . bl
-yolu're not there Co \.
. : . \ . . , ‘. N -
- - { '
. | - . ‘
( 5 . .o ‘ :
. - . . * . .
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A FITTING ROLE h
4 \ ‘ - o /‘
X ' o . 'y
If I could only" ' ’ ‘ - R
. 4 ] C .
get out of “this role | - L
(it's become monotonous ' . — .Y
. | ' . ) : '
- after all these centuries) B
. L~ K . e
I think T would ' .
pack the tapestry bag. ! - | -
(the one your mother gave us <% -

"~ and perhaps Pwrhaps perhdps

and watch what pepple do

-

L

for hospital emergencies) .

3y

I would sit in(Dominion Square Tat first

A ¥4

and fee . for a while
then- T woul around and view the city‘
a new self seeing\e*enything for the first time

[ -
I'd skip the Bay and Ogilvie's

and try the Sailor's Church Maison jel Veccio
Auberge Ste-Gabrielle B

).

pethaps I might meet the ghosts of de Maisohnquve o "

v or Ygrguerite Bfurgeois -

Sieu} de Montclam the Sulpicians tending their gardens

in God's name. o y

This role I'm in .- sticks like tar and feathérs““
and°even if I“could get out R —

who ‘would tell me wHergthigo?

Everyone seems to be hurrying to get there.
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‘I fling lies_ =

-

VR
like dandelion

" fluff

.

\the:truthh,L

will reach. you
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DRY ROT S e - . 1

Rigor Mortis ' o
sits ‘'on the cherry tree

< , S

PSRy

Dry Rot captured it (o B . . - .

- ~

P " late last year .
Said "Hands up" . , ‘:4 .
and there they stay '

ﬁuppliants i , .

L

s
B P e

gesturing mockingly.

' ALY
Thumbing its nose ‘ ,

at the thing it's g@tu ' -

Upping the wretch o L »
s ~.that did it in’ - L
~pring for nothing o . : ' N i
. | - bgt‘shining rain ‘ ; . m&
Its'bénes have become . ) ) .

‘ M their own\mohﬁmggt, . - et ]
Arms held high - o h S T e
_ and flesh turned black g Cooe T é
The trees beside it . e o
‘ | . stand away | T ", o
Whe's to bury it. . o . . ‘
. “ , ‘\féeceatly | - B | ‘ o |
Who's to find out o . \ o o _’v ) ‘ .
~ % - if its heart still bgﬁ;sﬁ S
- - . L \E\ - y
) . <
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Fear stalks me -
, : o . @ - T
a tiger seeks its prey ) ) '
I crouch vwhere jungle grass - z )
. ﬁ‘“ grows rank N s
] . - B ‘) S -
T Avove, .. ‘ - . . ~ .
1 ,' the fragrant plants g ' ) .
3 spread- wid;\,their, leaves
1 . 2 .
, ‘ N . -
‘grow berries, to be tasted by the brave . |
A silent animal slinks near R
: ) . and though I crush myself '
E against the steaming earth . L o ’
* e --~  fear finds me ) ) ]
by the beating of my heart ‘
/‘\ ' > s “ s -
: . -devours iis prey ‘ g o

and makes us one and one

. \
and T no longer yeé.rn P '
- - . . to” feel.
the blood-_-red juice of berries :
: . o Norl‘myﬂ,i:ong}le“ o
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roses are red
\ . and violets are” ~——_
. . ‘ ~ ) '
{- bue Jack i really did for-

give my pre- . .

sumption- v

S ) Jackie too, .’ ‘)

of course

N N

S it didn't seem

.

<.+, as though well
, ehildr'en ?(“J}dn '
-seem real you
' \kno;'i.coﬁldn't e
believe. |
i was your child - p
e : éhWOmbed. )
i guess so o H‘
> , .

when they gave you

0
N .

X ' that address in. o
eafiingion welY i1
+JF

K.’ "t
' C.

. . w‘.aptomatibaily :

. forgive pleéase®so
nervy of me there mugt
' TN

have been a billion o

!
Q
s
b
:
s

others

whd

-mlo'véd“ in o‘% - N

-
o s

aai o et

° -

ALY
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A book I lend you

1 and my heart.

. ' . /4
The book you kepts

My heart you hung upon a tree.

~ O
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< CONFESSION : - ~

-

We are consumed [N

on the sands:

Moses' bush burns

. "~ out of God's sight
i

'-m'/

fire and darkneés
g A mingle .
: b s
sl | . 1n the Re ;Sea
S * prevent

ia ' ~

g L . .. our crossing-over

‘ﬁhe tabernacle

.

of_our

.

‘covenant
- ’ — | is desecreted )
by the stench - e
of unBoung wounds

1

We bleed venom into.each other'sg

mouths = - .

-
+

o ‘ l "have escaped
S _the chastening
| of Aarch's rod -
Ve are stfanged <
- beyond juﬁgment
. beyond the.ArS\
We are become piliars of salt

and only a rainbow

-t
. o

can save us.
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Tide turns

two\tree s

\?

and leaves .
us stranded
culptures /7’7

drifted ©h sand
two watchers, .
. waiting - s
" s . for re'scuipng signals’
*Beached - L ) ‘
| " our bones - .
quiver .
, in the sun
‘Sand ) .
N crusts yol
. who were known
L as a snapl\)v' dres‘ser.
There would need.to be )

more of me
to reach you

If I couid bring rain

1

sucked from

a rock crevice’

I would uncover you
wash youi' wounds

and we would rrow iiands
on our branéhcs '
grow mouths

grow tongues
grov hungers

and baptiie them,,
in the sun
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E L wIt was oty | ' :
N . s : &\\\\\ when I looked into B

’

3 - . -

i
PR - ‘oA P N B R e L e b S i L S AL ¢ YRS T I ey
Ay .

© L3

“""‘)’:’:2‘&'-’&:"‘

I wap taken in . . ‘ " )
NI P . ' i
- ' by your savoir faire - .
- : : - . v ‘
_ . . : ‘
. \ know : , : . : . -

I didn't
- 8 i ' : :
' ) g » you were just acting - B .

.. zﬁlaying king B

- . T '\X . . toemyﬂladyﬁin-waitiﬁg
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the mirror. . : ) -

‘
|
.
A4
»
<
.

R A

.and saw
your face o .
- R fﬂhtl]mdo@y L '  , . =
. "’ seen befer
- when both our masks -
. ' . ' were Qn) : ’ -
D S R wearing my eyes . ‘ Ty

e -~
e . ) , o thq;,I”ﬁhderstooﬂﬂ S . -

T e g ™ Sl clat 4 2 £ 24 a2

0 - -’«-. -“_d_\,_,;)'/"" . \ R
v T “neither of us _ ‘ .
N - L. has a shadow’ . .
- . : L <@ ) ] ' - ' A' i ‘
' o = ' i
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‘ 3lue lights

on plne needles ° :

_BARRIER LT )

glow ”
on your hedge ' ’ '
leadlng me on

castlng sof't shadows

« and meadow grass A :
’hurlinv back light
glv1ng me r00m -

\

Gleam from yourq
many blue eyes .

that«draw me | L
into uflknown territery

my fences left

untended .

"land ’

unguarded

el

‘I enter your pine hedge

. tear hands and feet
: on barbed wire 4
L Entanzipd .
L ' caught in the mesh <)
¢ I cannot cross

Shadoews fall o
' blue lights
. on soft pine rmeedles
C © . we cannot touch
Fence holds ® o e

You
. ) _staring from eyes . “ o
" that cannot see .
hurling back light
X givin? me space

" " to surrender

A}

magnets T '
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HIGH HOUSE , .

It's a hlgh house .

and the wind blows through

windows -
that wait y
for rains _-,
to come
Houses must
‘beqcleémged -
of spirits
of those who dwelt -
before '
High house leaning into
the wind
-making room
o forvc;leansiﬁg’ ‘
agents

~ Your squared stone

foundation
shudders

as wind. rlses
sighs and shudders
Stones cannot forget

o qulckly
ape knowrl _fer
their stubbormess .
oar;njét accept »

events 5
unquestioningly.
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0, poérch, screened agalnst 1nsects
and hidden wounding o -

p where I vas safe o

K o - from instruments i : .
o o . that outrdﬁzf , . .

) torturing devices '
v ' ' 0, cellar - '

where the' crocks for v1negar

were shelved ° ,
and lidded

‘ and where. the apple barrels
: . , gave off the fragrance” _ S N . s
o _~of spring orchards . ‘ |
0, kitchen, green spring pump .= - : -
< baptising L .& S N
daily C
~ C 0, doors 0 w1ndows .
L 0, boardq and lathe and plaqter
; ‘ ‘0, house, high house )
v o f .~ Wind blows' throukh you o ,
' [ _ Blows free-the spirits - ”

A v N - \ .
R ) * 'of those you held ’ B N
] '\\\g>/~L;’/' Leaves you there \ .
s ] L] . * . ’ : . ' ~ T

, walting ’ - . \ ’, . .
. ) ngh house, hih house \ *
: I A drop down one window | o
. keep one door on-latch.
‘ ":" ° keep in. one spirit L
2 : i ) N - let 1t be womb-bound CT e @
* Cos : ‘ . - : . y
N ‘ ‘ taken " ' ~
Y o .
R . ' kept . ‘
- L Close fast.bne.door: for me, high house
— . * . . . f
hlgh hpus.e - ‘ " : L) "]‘uly/'?? . R -
N . , LI ) . . '
y e - ‘ ) . . N ‘
P, . » 4.\ J l‘
' - 3.2 ‘
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- ' Spears are a necessity ,
2 ) for this time and place \
" o " . ' the. importance I T
ti o ~ of competition '
' f - cannot be- forgotten
¥ " _ Though you have all the advantages
b - - ' You know how to operate the sharpener
;i . . f‘ L ' #lore attention ' ¢ '
M T fo practicing » "
: ;' o '\your thrusts
i,‘ . ) I am easily tempted )
d “ o to sit in the hammock’: L
L ‘ ' o catchlng ‘aromatic breezes .
T E S . in my apron “
A ) ‘ pretending I can't see you' w
. N0 in the shadows - '
F ' ¥ '/ resting your spear IR
J b e in thé¢ pear tree "t 7 . '
' sitting cross-legged
S RN beside’ the place where , '
T~ @ - the moon lifts up ' .‘ T - =
B : ~ the earth's 1id S 4
‘ “to show its fire . - :
1 ‘J‘ ‘,f <o We are not adept o
o S at the rame - ‘ o i S
. 4 Our-points are »‘blu'm;ed e
| Théy lie betweén bs . ~
N melded in our, fiame .
. - ° ' v ‘ "
“ $ B ]

1 : A 0
b
:
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- . .~ * going backwards

.
e PRI P TOATTINN G

= u | S . and I'll be hiddon.

‘2 : - Y .
» LI -

. . \

. . MOONSHINE : ) ’ o
. | ' I walk ' o .
' .. . * in <your sh‘-a'dow

there is 1light coomon
7 - T . only frem your )
¢ * ! ' ) ‘ _' . ) ’
i . ) ./ga:ea»mlng eyes =~
; \..._..'._._..--‘ "7 o e *

there ig darkness -

-

o,

oL beyond‘the circles -
‘that search out
my future transgressions

. " . Your beanfing ' .

.

headlights

cast¥a pall - . ’ {
‘ upb/n the -moon .
It hides -

its faces

o _ behind the man
. - Svoc“m my shadow

< ~will merge’

: o .+ with yours
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.« - Another moon " -
v.i‘thout darkneés
v for shining
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‘ PARCHMENT R .
& + . i -
T T have oozed '
: . intb -
N \ : - - ' L *
- T - ’\ the parched ‘soil
‘ "" of your desert ’
¥, Arid lands ,
: . ‘ have *
- ’ sucked my juices
T I am become ¥y
¢ , S
) R a weathered fruit
\ dried in the sun
| v S ' that kissed me once
| - ' ‘ ‘ ) [ =
: o L ~~ "and filled my skin
° . with fruit
| " . You have absorbed my moisture T
| A . .
| . .. " dry winds = .,
- ' » ' ‘ T [P ) 1
" have caused .
- L e vY . Y
- evaporation .
- N . Sand blows R .
. R f . between us ,
’ . « ’
. * We cannot touch
) ‘ ?{e. see us only - Cm
) 4 - _ in each other’s eyes
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WOMEN'S WEEK

There is
: - a coffin
in her mind A
where roses
and white lllles lie
and like a weighty - »
. metal cell '
* it has displaced what was her\mlnd
and whence it came
she cannot tell

Meningeal layers
ripped' and torn
a putrid mass
of ganglia
berated dreams '
that came to rest
the whole locked up -
yithin that cell

Once there was light
e and airy joy
and thoughts revolved
. with pleasant ease .

and. all the tenderness

she knew
c1rcled her mind

llke warm womb Yew

Did you stride in
o . through her locked door .
holster and spurs
your brandished badge? '
and did your dirk rlean crimsdbn bright,
. replacing tenderness with fear?
ana when you madé your angry thrust
was there a coffin left behind?

She can remember larks that sang

and meadows reenlng in the sun
herons that waited by the lakes ,
breeze that n8ved softly in the elms

But in her mind a coffin walts
and terror R
is its carrier . °
that insulates '

'“and keeps .

it bright

v
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- WINTER ROAD ' : . R

Sloping pines .
a Norman roofs transplanted
dark angels
. . treading virgin snow .
.Whited apple 'orchards E . 7
' their upthrust branches )
. radiant candelabra
lighted in'celebration
M/fJThe pines cluster ‘
in communion’
nodding affirmation '
swaying in genteel rhythmn
protectingBthe young
- Far back barns sag
’ settled in comfortable pos1t10ns '
satisfied with age
f ' ©  guarding their crops
knowing their worth ‘ i
A squirrel scampers through the rails N
. letting fall . : '

4]

its stilled mate . " S

already meldins with the road: (
snovmobile victim
Branches exte?ﬂ
n the ritual of extreme unctlon
whisper a muted mass
. offer comfort
Grey sky- painted over the mountalns
at the border
Obscuring divisions : o ~
Blue coyote shelters into banked snow '
" lovers entwine
believing themselves
. alone

Bhe treeu sway - .
' s1ph softly LT ‘ -
feel the comfort . - - . v

of warnm .roots 6 7 o
beneath thelr prlsﬁlne eiderdown

) Pleces of paper '

, dusty in bank vaults
“ lay claim < *
L ‘ to the landscape’ o -

- Dhey are ‘forgeries: ’

the land ,is 1nhab1ted

by those - -

who pass this way
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ODYSSEY

I walk down Eccles Street .

My cyclop's eye, filled with 'a 811ent jet
0f hayjuice, dimly sees '

Ruby's generous white arms

Hung in the butcher shop,s’

A melon in each hand. L
The tqllin} of.-St. George's, a celebration
0f Paddy Dignam's ’
Metempsychosis into. a fat. grey ?at.

The rattling of powdery bones in Megapénthes bag,

Usurpers all. Parnell brought low

By Helen. ' Zoe, the whore, dwelling in .

The navel: of the sea: wearing a veil

" And tickling Atlas behind the knees.
Proteus answerlng.O“blynatures of alL-thlnFs.
Wombing tomb." . % .

.fhe fox buries hlS moth o .

In the cellars of Misericordiae.

Coffined in the earth closet, .

A candle to light my agony,

I give birth to the new womanly man:

All dimpled cheeks and curls;

Dehydrated matter, weighing severl pounds.

A smell of burn.

Is it a dog that's dead, or God”

Omphalus, the deserted tower,

Filled with brisket

Rotted by the sun. ,

Proteus escapes me w1th his slippery arts -
And ldulligan's got the key.

1 cannot swim, ‘

Flower of the mountaan Say yes Say yes.
‘he door of: death is open \

. And_ I am changing LT

Into a mad tree.

T
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» THE CASANOUS _ ]
I could love you .
in some small cafe
Amazed . / :
to find he sweetness
of your/tongue
inside my mouth..
Amazed.
' Qur legs: draﬁn together
’ magnets

“hoYding each o;her- S S

» and we : C
urprlsed
ouch
both re
for sugar
and dre caught
. in the current ‘
that is grounded :
in our- unprepdredness:
Human lips are softer
and more urgent

Hahds

S
/!

hing

than I had known S
’/Jﬁ They. say more -
‘ ' when they're
not talking

Our eyes cannot meet. -
What can they tell?
KN T of fear? -
’ ' hope?
or ask a-question?.
a mad request
for womb-love
An urgent cry
Tor umbilical
~ life- lénes
- stifle
. 0ur tissues
had to articulate '
‘ everything
An& later :
when I passed
- the painted orange cafe
- fly-blown windows
Sign with two letters m1551ng
I knew my mind .
had skipped
We'd been together
in a verdant i%adow
sipping mead :
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on the juke-box A ‘ )
Pevﬁaps you were é///‘ o o

+ sitting at a téble ‘ ¢
formica-topped o '
for convenience B
‘Sométimes I think .
p I see you A S '

_could tell " Y .

from buttercups .
: ' . dew-dipped

sheep pastured ‘ -

on the hill - ' o . .

soft music of harplsts ; ' -

was wafted _

on a scented breeze . N
If T saw you - . : .

y I would ask you — .o 8
where you were then

s

-
N -

Perhaps -
\ you were A .
listening . T . e

to last year's songs

driving by =~ . : L/
but I'm not sure ’
Only my flngertlps
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We are separated
incélculgble
to be entéred.
Icicles drip
| as we behqld
littered wikh,
that devides us
We have become
ncbn’i‘ronting
in isolafion
_Perhaps
~ that . perches
upper lip
a message
Perhaps
will melt
and I.
a soft
to, walk acrossl
-and touch-

Melt it

© and remorse
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by a ﬁg man's.iand
misunderstoad
‘at oné'sipéril

v from our lips ’ . .
the charrgd.expanse .

obsolete weapons

¢
o . -

P

~

two monuments"
the carnage =~ - -

the sparrow

"on my rigid — ' *
. : -

will take to youw
I cannot

a’warm answer ~ .

my  hands ‘ . -

will plant

green carpet

T
—

tﬁis wa§teland

!
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your/frozen mouth L -
with forgiveness
| Ao
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YHE CHATEAUGUAY I

-

KTHe river ‘spirit flood

soaks us
in its fecundity-
Roaring a savage call j
- to rouse our shades
quicken our vital JUlch
on his .boulder tongue
Deluging us with potent anger
. casecading monumental
granite >
forgotten
by an age
Screechlng its hlstor&
to vitalize our sap-gone-torpid-

E]

Slttlng on your glacial rocks
=you banshee me - ’
with taunts e
then try secduction:
‘sweet murmered rhythms
‘‘hummed softly
on a breeze
But 1 am on to you
old pgod ‘
I will not be seduced.
for you have told me
your story:
coureurs-de-bois and Mohawk fearful
of your treachery" 1
unprotected
"in your careless rapéd
' and{when the battle dame
the Whistling signals
winged through trees
. each tree a hundred men
You traitored then
You took a side
You should have been always
in the middle . .

’ Fa

.




" I hea b A et v L T S TR e . e wor
- > 4 b f

/ ’ ) - . ¥,
THE CHATEAUGUAY II ‘ ]
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River . ‘ .
~you give me
a standing ovation
-give me the soundé
of the stars and. +.

{
the sun ‘
e Yow raise

’ your great° hands . v

vr

in a beneficent gesture.

lay them upon me

that I'l1l be raised up
Rive‘r~ ) .

. »
N N

you' call ‘up ‘

“forgotten emotion : ‘ 4 '

memories A

deep-hid - . f
in the stream Lo
of my mind : _ <. -
You have unléyered then

- shone in the rush
,of your cleansing cascade
. y’ou'%/e génfled
and soothed ) i
all my tefrors - IR
given me power' -
to immerse Lo
* in your depths

~

- let them rise to the sur'face-‘ . ..

L
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’ Apd'}bu have given me

‘ joy of creation
self that is free
of dark soil-rooted
doubts

- 1
Drawn me

from quick-sands
metamorphosed to silver
- cut’ stars from-

this glpaTing )
. sent them soaring
¥ 3

_above ’
River

. my lover
ever leaving

S yet staying” C

stay me a’longér day
Keep out the dark

b




