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Floating Houses

The night mist leaves us yearning for a new location
to things impossibly stationary,

the way they'd once float houses

made from dismantled ships, brass and timber,
from Plymouth, Massachusetts, across the sound

to White Horse Beach. You were only a boy.

Years later, gazing out to the red buoys

of the harbor, you sought those houses, each the locaticn
of your childhood’s end. Jon, I make this all sound

too complex. Qur view of time is stationary,

a long prediction of remorse. We're drinking in timber,

camping above Tucson, Arizona. Below, the houses
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are vague points of light, describing a grief you've housed
since watching those buildings careen on water, a boy

too sullen for your father. So the aspens creak like timber
in an aging sloop. The others sleep. You locate

the figure of your son, small and stationary,

but tell me he’ll die young, body unsound,

a childhood diabetic. The bourbon makes you sound
entranced —— to think one day you’ll return to the house
to find that you've outlived him, maybe the radio station
playing some popular song. Outliving the boy,

you'll outlive yourself. Drunk, we've lost our location.

I shine my flashlight to find the others. The timbre

of your voice grows slack. Leaves and timber
rustle in the promise of rain, in the sound

of distant thunder that, like death, has no location.
Below, relentless clouds will cover houses.

The campfire sputters, then grows, bucyed

by wind, our bodies the only things stationary.

Because of death, our small, unstationary

lives become narration a child is lost in timber
in a fable when night approaches. The boy

can’t even see his hands. Only owl-cry, the sound
of his heart. But socn the aspens part, the houses

of his village appear, their location

precise and consoling. He's stationary, not a sound
from below. Beyond the timber, floating houses.
And there his papa’s lantern, a light the boy can locate.
— David Wojahn (1953-)
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Tatiana Kalatschova

Only a woman of this measure
Suits the industry model.
Among the headless torsos she stands

Unyielding and calm as a perfect

Saint about to be burned, as they sew
The cloth around her bones
Unlike anyone else’s bones,

Being noble, Russian, a measure

For all the dresses to be sewn

In her common size. When she models,

The designers become accustomed to the perfect
Blonde posture her body takes as it stands

In their dresses. She understands
The satisfaction in bones
That year to year perfect

Their proportions. Take her measure :

From it they have made mannequins, models
Named for a dead czar’s daughter, who sewed
As her sisters and servants sewed

Rubies into pillows, and then were made to stand

In the basement to be bloodied by the model
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Soldiers who poured acid on their bones.
This Tatiana dances to a different measure,

The hem and drape of perfect

Design. She need not perfect

The techniques of the peasant, to sew
Bolt and bolt of cloth without measure,
To harvest the corn when it stands,

To find in a chicken the bones
Thin as the bones of a model.
But any woman, whether a model

To industry or blessed with imperfect

Proporticns, knows that skin will weaken her bones.
When the czar is murdered, let it not end so
Quickly, she might say, unless she understands
That silence is itself a measure.
—— William Logan (1950-)
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Nani

Sitting at her table, she serves

the sopa de arroz to me

instinctively, and I watch her,

the absolute mam4, and eat words

I might have had to say more

out of embarrassment. To speak,
now-foreign words [ used to speak,

too, dribble down her mouth as she serves
me albéndigas. No mere

than a third are easy to me.

By the stove she does something with words
and looks at me only with her

back. I am full. I tell her
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I taste the mint, and waich her speak
smileg at the stove. All my words
make her smile. Nani never serves
herself, she only watches me

with her skin, her hair. I ask for more.

1 watch the mama warming more

tortillas for me. I watch her

fingers in the flame for me.

Near her mouth, I see a wrinkle speak

of a man whose body serves

the ants like she serves me, then more words
from more wrinkles about children, words
about this and that, flowing more

easily from these other mouths. Each serves
as a tremendous string around her,

holding her together. They speak

nani was this and that to me

and I wonder just how much of me

will die with her, what were the words

I could have been, was. Her insides speak
through a hundred wrinkles, now, more
than she can bear, steel around her,

shouting, then, What is this thing she serves ?
She asks me if T want more.

I own no words to stop her.

Even before I speak, she serves.

+ =

AT ST RIGREL TS

—— Alberto Rios (1952}
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Double Semi-Sestina

A small foreign car full of farm ladies from Jones County
Iowa is driving around the streets of lowa City lowa
asking at every open car window for the St. Patrick’s Hospital.

You mean Mercy, we say. We know there’s a Mercy Hospital
along with the Veteran’s Hospital, the Johnson County
Home, and the several University of Towa

Hospitals in the vicinity of lowa City Iowa
but none of us has heard of a St. Patrick’s Hospital.
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They drive on. Likely they tried at Mercy. The county

number is on their license plate. Jones County.
The Wapsipinicon River. Stone City Iowa.
Slowly we think too late, Psychopathic Hospital.

Somebody must have said Psychopathic Hospital,
Oh Dwayne if it ain’t worked out, if they've taken you off county

and locked you up somewhere they tell you is Iowa City lowa ;

Sharon if all you know in the world 1s Cascade Iowa
and this isn’t Cascade Iowa : Mick if the hospital

two—step keeps overcrowding your saved vacation in County

Clare ; patience: the county
womenfolk are in Iowa City Iowa
asking for you and for the St. Patrick’s Hospital.
— (George Starbuck (1931-}
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Lesson for Refugees

Nhon's teacher, speaking English, draws a line

Across the blackbeard, divides it into perfect

Thirds and writes Past Present Future

Over each. Nhon's head sags into folded arms. Another tense.
“Today I am. Tomorrow I will be. And vesterday ?”

The students parrot back, “I was.” Nhon draws circles

On the cover of his grammar book. Circles

That spin around and fill themselves. The teacher points to the line
Again, picks up the chalk, talking more and more. “Yesterday

Lupe smiles at me,” Nhon thinks. “Her perfect

Eyes wider than the ones I left at home.” “What tense

is had ?” the teacher looks at Nhon. “Future.”

Is his answer like a dare. Past and future

Had been refugees in jail ; wading in wet circles

To net fish for the communists. Those were two tense

Years of days after they erased the line

Dividing North and South, He starved for the perfect
Moment to escape ; grabbed it like her Latin smile yesterday.
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Now he blushes as if today were yesterday.

Would his mother like the round of Lupe’s eyes ? “Your future

is greaf in America,” his mother said. “These diamonds, perfect
Passage. Take you to Malaysai.” But Thai boats had circled

Them the first day out. They stole all jewels ; made all the girls line

Up along the deck. Those pirates would rip the crucifix from Lupe’s tense

Brown throat, would cut her buttons, crowd her into tents

Along the shore without a change of clothes. “Yesterday

1 saw you twice...” the teacher says. Nhon watches down the line
Of desks ; there’s a chance she’ll turn around. “..in the future

I may see you again...” he imagines that she circles

in her chair and winks. “...That possibility calls for the perfect.

Do you understand ? —— I have seen you present perfect,
See ?” Teacher draws an arrow on the board. “This tense

Is used for what has happened and —” She circles

Back to catch Nhon leaning from his desk. “Yesterday

I warned you about listening, Nhon. What kind of future

Will you have here, if you cannot learn this tense 77 Lines

Creage the teacher’s face. Nhon's perfect past looks back. “Yesterday
1 have see she smile. —— Good tense, Good future —
Right ?” And Lupe’s giggle circles back to him,
Beyond this class where minutes tick in lines.
—— Carol Flint
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Chameleon
{Six Words by Peter Klappert)

“When I was six, I learned about color——

the Eye of God, the red carpets in Turkey. The leaves
and blossoms of a honeysuckle bush filled the air

at the corner of my friend’s house. In strict imitation

of adults drinking liqueurs, we stuck our tongues

into the flowers. Sleepless, I acquired night vision.

Then my family moved. I was not allowed pets. A vision,
an ever present horse whose mane and tail changed color
day to day made it easier. Our bridled tongues
translated to branches shed by old palms, leaves
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brushing the golf course behind an Alec Ramsey tmitation.

My hooves memorized the Florida air.

On to Charleston. Hurricanes barely interrupted the air.
Adventure was a matter of mosquitos, strong legs, sharp vision.
There I relied upon a sycamore four feet thick, an imitation
brontosaur at the river’s edge, its mottled trunk the same color
as the empty oyster shells below. I did not miss the leaves.
Through journeying my feet became tongues.

That ended in Virginia, where at ten [ met the prurient tongues
whose whispers, laughter, hovered in the after-school air.

I remember thinking, Is this what it means to leave

childhood ? Riding lessons altered that old vision,

that power, to sloppy yards, to a helpless mount the color

blood dries to. I had to accept the imitation.

When my girlfriends copied the Seniors, it was not imitation.
They found French kissing the perfect way to use their tongues.
We co-ordinated sweaters, skirts, blouses, by color.

Such desperate hopes lay beneath our indifferent air.

Nature narrowed to an annual vision ——

trees turning in Shenandeah, a trip to see the leaves.”

It will take years. I can see her when she leaves
college, afraid. She will marry her father’s imitation.
But somewhere the solitude will stun her with a vision.
She will fall from her horse, fall into the tongues
of women, black water, the light of late September air
that she cannot confront now —— with every terrible color.
No flaming tongues will crown her as she leaves,
drawn toward the air that sears away all imitation.
Will she race for the color of that vision?
— Anne Wiegard
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The Magician and the Angel
The first woman he loved was magic,

teaching him to misdirect,

to concentrate her attention on his voice
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while he did what he wanted with his hands.
He learned from her that an illusion
was better than truth in uncertain light.

Later he himself, in the necessary light

of wife and children, turned to magic

and earned his living by illusion.

He found an assistant to help him misdirect
on stage, and taught his hands

to ignore the clever labyrinth of his voice.

He met a spirit who was only voice.

Since she had no body, light

passed through her. His hands

were useless. For the first time magic
failed him. It was impossible to misdirect

a creature who was herself illusion.

“How does it feel,” he asked, “to be illusion?”
When she answered, her voice

was tenuous as stretched gold : “You misdirect
your question. Ask instead how light

a spirit is, or why your magic

will never take her off your hands,

why spirits never have to wash their hands,

or whether magicians aren’t themselves illusion,”
To prove that he was real, he did a quick magic
trick. She shook her voice.

“That won't prove anything, anymore than light,

indifferent to a spirit, could misdirect

a magician trained to misdirect

23
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the mortal eye with just his lazy hands.”

The magician scrutinized the light

disturbing his own well-practiced illusion.

She exposed his cleverest tricks with just her voice
and dared him to produce some real magic.

“Why do you misdirect yourself ? Why leave illusion
to chance ? Why train your hands and voice
if not to create light ? He cast helplessly about for magic.
— Millard Dunn
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Clipped

Louise wants to sprout wings :

aviator, not angel. Shit, she’d shoot
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that son-of-a-bitch again, this time dead,

if he came near her. A black eye,

blood in both ears, and that male judge

still gave her twenty years. She’d shot a cop.

Tired of artists and drugs, she had thought a cop
would give her more than wispy clouds, flimsy wings.
She wanted nice straight lines, a simple way to judge
right and wrong. He taught her how to shoot.

She thrilled when the bullet hit : “Bulls-eye !”

but thrilled no more when he yelled, “It's dead.”

“No point to kicking an animal when it’s dead,”

she said as she packed her bags. The cop

wouldn’t understand. They’d never seen eye-to-eye :
he’d made her sell her dog
too short (when she was out) —— said he’d shoot

ingisted, “I'll be the judge.”

clipped her bird’s wings

any man who touched her

She finally challenged him. “Who are you to judge
what’s right for me ? I say this relationship’s dead,
dead to me. You, the one who loves to shoot

live things, should be ecstatic. You're a filthy cop

who won’t even let a small bird use its wings.

I hope you rot in hell.” And she stared him in the eye.

“You think you're a witch, bitch, giving me the evil eye,
but you’re not shit. I have every right to judge

trash. I have a badge. I've clipped a lot of wings,

sure, Life is tough. I'm the best. You're good as dead.”
She remembers a fist, pain, her shot, the crumpled cop,
the thought : “My God ! I really meant to shoot!”
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She didn’t think much at the trial, except “...to shoot.

He taught me to shoot, the fool. An eye for an eye.”

Over and over: “._taught me to shoot, the fool.” The cop
sat and grinned a big white smile. He'd known the judge
for ten years. After the trial, she wished them both dead.
“T'd have their heads, if I could only sprout wings.”

“I've clipped a lot of wings.” “I really meant to shoot!”
“You're good as dead.” “An eye for an eye.”
“I'll be the judge.” Twenty years. She’d shot a cop.
— Karen L. Jaeckel
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VIROLOGY’S SWEET SONG

Any morning she could be gone with the pathologist,
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away, the airport, picking up her monkey cells
packed for the flight in dry ice.

They’re hers to nurture in a special medium
that she prepares to send them dancing

under the steady light of her microscope.

Eyes open only to the dull glare of microscopy,
she accept invitations to lunch with pathologists
and fails to focus on anything but random dancing
in her head : those monkey cells

will never stop. She is the medium

who transforms reality. Her head’s an isolate.

How long she envied the mystery of dry ice,
envied its breathy haze from afar. Her scope
of icy knowledge grew in that clear medium :
past and truth. Her own pathology

kept her locked in that blank cell

where looking out she saw the others dancing.

Now, inside the centrifuge she dances
gravity’s wild circle of isolation.

The setting leaves her cells

packed and lined beneath a microscope
that delves through pathological
destinies and strips the medium

for scrutiny. Who could live in that medium ?
Step out of the autoclave and dance

a dance of purity that no pathologist

could fathom 7 What if the easy suck of viruges was iced

to a stop in pipettes and left the microscope

a barren field devoid of cells

29
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for speculation ? Rhesus monkey cells

carouse in dreamy shapes, minute to medium

to giant inside her eyes : electron microscopes
serve her well. The colors whirl and dance
across an esplanade of isolated

life in suspension. She notes a simple pathogen.
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... time will heal.

This is the time to think about eczema.
T've learned from it that care

will not heal,

because I have cared, and now the days
are shorter. I'm in the pine needles

near the end of this year

and now I've a year
behind me to remember. You couldn’t say what it is like to have eczema
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except the skin is punctured, as from needles.
Something died, and doesn’t care
to grow back. So it worsens, over days

until you've just wet patches where there was skin. Because it won’t heal

others will tell you how to heal

it. But it's been a year
the nights are longer and the days

again shorter that I've had eczema
and I know others don’t care
because they won’t touch or even look at it. P'm walking

now on dry pine needles

but the leaves are wet, like the blisters I needled.
They didn’t heal,

but grew white, but I didn’ care

to look at them for any more of the year.

Prom the inside out I see and touch eczema

and taste too, at the start of the days

when the sores on my lips are wettest. Now every seven days
Tl travel south, where the pretty girls stick needles

into my arms, or buttocks. The eczema

does not heal,

but crawls back in, although your face is fatter. This year
has only bewildered the doctors, whe have had no care

for your sickness since you stopped the feeding and care

of their ego, today

nearly one year.

From the round punctures, there are scars that were sewed
with curved needles.

They’ll be the last thing to heal.
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You don’t know it now, but they’ll outlast the eczema.

But after a year and a half the blisters’ needles
will dry up; the care ends in three short days,
the sores will heal, and I'll learn from eczema :
— Christine Laing
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The Lushlife Bar

Step up to the bar.
Order you a drink.
Put on an eager face.
Put on a little smile.
Drink down the glass.

Turn on your world.

Turn to the world,
From the empty glass.
Catch a passing smile
On another eager face ;
Order her a drink

As she steps to the bar.

In the Lushlife Bar

Toast her with a drink —
Loving her smile,
Watching her face ——

In the fallen world
Bottom’s up in a glass.

The old looking glass
Behind this smoky bar
Catches every smile

On every stranger’s face
Acquainted with the world,
And ordering a drink.
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Drink another drink.
Think of every face

At every lushlife bar
In the little world,
Every empty glass,

For each passing smile.

See her angel's smile
Fallen into a world

You buy back in a glass.
This is the Lushlife Bar.
Buy another drink,

And stare into her face.

Get a drink at the bar,
See your face in the glass,

Give the world your smile.
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A Workingclass Sestina
He came to a woman who gave him a kiss

that hurt so bad he couldn’t answer

her when she chained him to the dance.
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The next morning they showered
and she pet him with oil.
The soul is only content when attacked.

She was every bit a heart attack

as she gnawed him with her kisses:

Vice-grip eyes like oil.

She didn’t know much but she knew the answer :
now you're about to fuck a dancer

ghe told him in the shower,

The moon was ripped. Eyes showered
through the gap. His skull was attacked
by nerves that danced

and there was no distance between the kiss
and lips that lured a braid of oil

from his prick to nullify hig answer.

And that answer she pounded with answers.
They took a thousand showers !

Their hearts converged like oil !

His stlence was attacked

by the laughter of dance

that rose doublebacked with each kiss.

But did she really like to be kissed ?

Not really, but a kiss was his answer

cause he sure couldn’t dance

forever and how many showers

until one looked like oil

leaking from the eye that a fist has attacked.

On an afternoon ripe for only attack :

37
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when all of the kisses are kissed
and all of the candles are oil

then the questions are answered
when he beats the dancer

and everyone’s sick of the shower.

Well for a while, her kisses oiled
before her dance attacked him
and his fists showered answers on her.

— Harry Brody
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April-May : 1981 : Sestina

All winter stars sink down in

the west. Yes, it was there in winter,
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beneath the icy star that signalled
fire along the thick-bound edges
of these northern shores, that fire

burned within these veins of mine,

along these old-man hands of mine,
that cupped the twins as [ slid within
my Gemini, arriving on fire,

and coming again, as shriveled winter
rose into edges

of desire, and eyes that signalled

the largeness of our wish, and signalled,
I knew, no other this than mine,

riding our darkness deep to edges

of all that I mistook within

for resolution, when longing winter

merely paused on fire,

on incomplete, on partial fire,
seeking for a spring that signalled
new desire, holding in winter
where Mercury lurks low, and mine
was merely Saturn, webbed in

that circling stretch of edges

that snow white hairs on all edges
of skin and temple, betraying fire
dropping low to embers within

a soul that signalled

no inner sense that this she of mine,

or so I knew, would flee winter
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for some new star that winter

showed not to me, along the edges

of a geason never to be mine

again. You fool ! The younger fire
was drowned a time ago, and signalled
the fall of desire within,

The fire of spring burns out the winter
that signalled this of mine, the edges
of saving daylight dry out within.
— H. R. Coursen
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As early as the first century A. D, the
townspeople of Bath, England, worshipped
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Sulis, the goddess of healing, and in her

henor built a temple near the center of

their city. On the outskirts, they buried

those for whom the cure was not a success.

The youngest failure was Successa Petronia,

a traveler from Rome, Today visitors follow

the ancients, throwing offerings into the

springs, hoping the gods will favor them.
—— edited from Barry Cunliffe,
The Roman Baths

THE WATERS OF BATH

The waters of Bath did not cure

Successa Petronia. I uncover an urn

buried in & sacred spring,

beside it, several Bathstone

caskets and an engraved tablet: “The waters
did not heal these visitors to Bath —— the ones

who traveled from Roman temples, the ones
who prayed to Sulis for a cure.”

The steaming waters

fill the bronze urn

as my fingers graze a headstone

overturned beneath the spring.

Who has concealed this spring,

this sacrificial font, and the ones

buried here ? I pick up a carved carnelian stone ——
the portrait of Sulis, goddess of the cure,

and a bronze inscription : “Whoever removes the urn
from my temple shall become liquid as the waters.”
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Successa Petronia bathed in waters

near the altar of the Principal Spring.

From the chambers of Sulis, she carried the waters in the sculptured urn
back through the basilica to the ones

who waited for a cure.

Huddled behind stone

pillars near a limestone

quarry, foreign visitors prayed as Successa blessed the waters
she offered as a cure.

Young women performed rituals beside a nearby spring

while the older ones

knelt to drink waters from the urn.

Sulis fled from the temple in search of the stolen urn.

Clutching the carnelian stone,

she cursed Successa and the ones

she later buried here, but the goddess never found her urn concealed
beneath the waters

of the sacred spring.

I lift the urn and the portrait of the goddess of the cure.

By the sacred spring, I offer this urn
to Successa, its healing waters as a cure.
To the ones Sulis turned away, 1 offer this carved carnelian stone.

For Carolyn Bruce MacLean
(1949-1978)
—— Carolyn Kreiter—Kurylo
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DREAM : THE JADE TREE

The jade iree breaks open in your hands.
The message between the rings is not a prophet’s

words, not even a message, only instructions :

Reach over head and pull ear upward,

use other hand to work flange end into ear
for snug fit. With trunk in ear, stand

at foot of prophet’s grave.

Below you stands
the Chinese digger, naked, with shovels in his hands.
Turning slightly, jade tree movews™ your silent ear
with questions, “Ambidextrous ?* and “What profits
from these holes ?”

Slanting his eyes upward,
the digger indicates the tree’s instructions :
You have inserted the lethal instructions
and will be buried where you stand.
Smiling, he passes a shovel, Dig toward
the open spaces just below my hand.
“You'd give your right arm to be ambidestrous®, and prophets
cannot be sold,” answers jade tree into ear.
But the ear will not answer for no ear

can hear the jaded voice to follows* its instructions.

Now the jade tree is a prophet
of a whiter world where all colors stand
without canvas ; paints you with your hands
empty reaching for its branches upward
through the air,
From a hole all limbs are upward.
You will stay when tree has left the ear,
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reminds the digger, Remove the shovel from your hands
and follow my instructions :
lay out flat where you stand,
cover entire body with dirt to become prophet.
"With dirt packed all around you, no prophet
could ever come to be your fair reward,”
says tree now up above you where the digger stands,
shovels still in his hands.
With jade tree in his ear
his message is no longer instructions :
You wouldn’t know a hole if you held it in your hand.

But then ear pulls out its message with your prophet’s hand
and lifts it upward to the digger, who recites it as instructions :
Stand where I am buried. Empty out your ears.
—— Mark Craver
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STORY

Airborne cotton balls, fog
hangs, muffles the red lights
ahead on the two lane road ——
a wreck, the road closed.
Someone’s car

has met its end.

Near Casablanea’s end
raincoats loom in runway fog.
Parenthesis : there’s a scar
on the princely heart just come to light.
Bogart speaks with his mouth closed.

Back to the road.

You see it’s not so much the road

as the way we cannot see its end,

open or cloged,

with or without fog.

Fortunate children with their nightlights.

Acquiring the scars
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accidental, or the scars

painstakingly carved, a road

map on the skin bared in firelight,

a pale genealogy, we end

up on a limb of the family tree. On to fog.

But what do you do when the prince keeps his door closed ?
Tell yourself it won’t always be closed.

Fragment : tell incessantly how I approach each scar.
Shall I trust the old stories to lead me through the fog ?
Do I rely on the logic of these wrinkled roads 7

Terrain infinitely divisible can never deadend.

Tail lights, head lights
curve toward a marriage closed
like a novel too complex to end.
By night you cannot see the scars.
This late, every road is a yellow brick road
and I get lost in the red poppy fog.
That's where the princess had light skin without a single scar.
The prince declared the contest closed. Home to a castle they rode.
This was a happy ending. Plainer princesses settled for frogs.
— Anne Wiegard
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HITCHHIKING IN FRANCE

We're gut on the road trying some hungover hitching
after getting drunk on Dover Beach last night

and ferrying across the channel to ride

the wrong train which left us at the station

in Lille where ne one spoke English.

Oh, how I wish we had arrived in Amsterdam

instead. I'm mad at everything : at God, since Amsterdam

is far away ; at Dominic, my scuzzy friend, for hitching

on to that nuisance of a girl with her haughty English

accent ; and at her, too, for enjoying a border guard’s offered night
of comfort while we sat stiffly in straight-backed station

chairs contemplating murder to get a quick ride
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this morning. Why, God, does car after car ride

past ? This sign that says it’s a hundred kilometers to Amsterdam
might just as well be the graffiti I saw in the Victoria station
john: 5,397 miles to Wall Drug, South Dakota. Hitching

18 a helluva lot harder than those Yugoslavs let on the night

we ate and drank together in that distant English

pub. Now we're starved —— having eaten only stale English
muffins saved from yesterday. We can’t get a ride

and I feel abused, and as low as a hooked nightwalker.

T'm thirsty too, and dreaming of free beer in Amsterdam’s
Heineken Brewery. So finally, fed up with hitching,

we consult our compass and head back towards the station

for tickets. At the first house we come to, I station

myself on the curb while Dominic repeats the English

word rape over and over to a confused woman hitching

clothes on a line. I guess the fool is figuring on a ride

from the French police. (We've heard that the cops in Amsterdam
let the red lights shine late into the night

and that they patrol the streets on horses, using nightsticks

for weapons.) I'm still staring into the gutter, my station

in life, beset by premonitions of arrest and brutality in Amsterdam
when Dominic convinces the woman through a French-English
phrase book to give us water. But we still can’t get a ride

back to Lille, and I'm beginning to think it’s impossible to hitch

in France. I just keep hoping that tonight we may hear English
again and have an Amsterdam goodtime. And later, as we ride
the right train out of the station, I pray for France's hitchhikers.
— George Anderson
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AUTOMOTIVE
Flat black, half cat/half sea-cow, pure steel ——

more than a ton. It had come
hitched on the honk of want. He just had to have
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what he hadn’t had. But it could MOVE...
Bore-a-teen’s 64 pack mules might've hid
under the hood. This T-Bird had migrated south for good.

A one ton automatic mallard. “Good

God” hig mother sighed. “I tell you it's a steal”

his father underlined. Advice ? Shylock hid

in his elder’s hair. (It was to his yard it would come)
only 3 years younger than himself ! The boy was moved
to love. A similar stamina he would never have.

Most cars kick off by 25. He would have

to get himself in gear. It was settled. For good.
Goddamn if it'd die before he could. So what if it moved
faster than him —— it took no genius to prove steel’s
less vulnerable than skin, “My time’ll come

when I decide ” he’d guffaw to the hole that hid

where a glove compartment had been, where he hid —
had to from anybody but him. That he had to have.
It hit him even when he didn’t want to come.

Floored or braked, neither state was any good
at keeping him back from the steel's
pull under the dashboard where nothing moved.

That was his point. Wire and wing-nuts don’t move.
Something did. He got down under and hid

right inside the radio. His skin as numb ag steel,

it wasn’t ears but a nose he had to have —

a smell of solder and exhaust. No good.

Fanbelts hung him from the dials. The time had come.

He wouldn’t own what he couldn’t know. “How come ?”
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Shylock grinned getting in. (It was his to move)

His boy was a boy and so no good

at sniffing out what strangeness that hid

in an odor ne boy’s memory could have,

It was himself as a man that moved in the smell of the steel.

It was the pusillanimity of pure instinct that hid.
It was what he didn’t want, was made to have.
It was knowing he’d keep going. Dependable as steel.
— Kevin Magee
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The Painter

Sitting between the sea and the buildings
He enjoyed painting the sea’s portrait.
But just as children imagine a prayer

Is merely silence, he expected his subject
To rush up the sand, and, seizing a brush,
Plaster its own portrait on the canvas.

So there was never any paint on his canvas
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Until the people who lived in the buildings

Put him to work : “Try using the brush

As a means to an end. Select, for a portrait,
Something less angry and large, and more subject

To a painter’s moods, or, perhaps, to a prayer.”

How could he explain to them his prayer

That nature, not art, might usurp the canvas ?
He chose his wife for a new subject,

Making her vast, like ruined buildings,

As if, forgetting itself, the portrait

Had expressed itself without a brush.

Slightly encouraged, he dipped his brush

In the sea, murmuring a heartfelt prayer :

“My soul, when I paint this next portrait

Let it be you who wrecks the canvas.”

The news spread like wildfire through the buildings :
He had gone back to the sea for his subject.

Imagine a painter crucified by his subject !

Too exhausted even to lift his brush,

He provoked some artists leaning from the buildings
To malicious mirth : “We haven’t a prayer

Now, of putting ourselves on canvas,

Or getting the sea to sit for a portrait !”

Others declared it a self-portrait.
Finally all indications of a subject
Began to fade,leaving the canvas
Perfectly white. He put down the brush,
At once a howl, that was also a prayer,

Arose from the overcrowed buildings.
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They tossed him, the portrait, from the tallest of the buildings ;

And the sea devoured the canvas and the brush

As though his subject had decided to remain a prayer.

John Ashbery (1927-)
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Faust

If only the phantom would stop reappearing !

Business, if you wanted to know, was punk at the opera.
The heroine no longer appeared in Faust.

The crowds strolled sadly away. The phantom

Watched them from the roof, not guessing the hungers
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That must be stirred before disappointment can begin.

One day as morning was about to begin

A man in brown with a white shirt reappearing

At the bottom of his yellow vest, was talking hungers

With the silver-haired director of the opera.

On the green-carpeted floor no phantom

Appeared, except yellow squares of sunlight, like those in Faust.

That night as the musicians for Faust

Were about to go on strike, lest darkness begin
In the corridors, and through them the phantom
Glide unobstructed, the vision reappearing

Of blonde Marguerite practicing a new opera

At her window awoke terrible new hungers

In the already starving tenor. But hungers

Are just another topic, like the new Faust

Drifting through the tunnels of the opera

(In search of lost old age ? For they begin

To notice a twinkle in his eye. It is cold daylight reappearing
At the window behind him, itself a phantom

Window, painted by the phantom

Scene painters, sick of not getting paid, of hungers
For a scene below of tiny, reappearing

Dancers, with a sandbag falling like a note in Foust
Through purple air. And the spectators begin

To understand the bleeding tenor star of the opera.)

That night the opera
Was crowded to the rafters. The phantom
Took twenty-nine curtain calls. “Begin !
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Begin !” In the wings the tenor hungers
For the heroine’s convulsive kiss, and Faust

Moves forward, no longer young, reappearing

And reappearing for the last time. The opera
Faust would no longer need its phantom.
On the bare, sunlit stage the hungers could begin.
— John Ashbery
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Variation on a Line by Emerson

In May, when sea-winds pierced our solitudes,
In the May winds not yet warmed out of malice,
At a certain doorway once I stood, my face
Leaning westward, a little before evening ——
Oh, though all breath be seasonal, who can tell
A story like new grass blown in sunlight ?

In May when winds blow westward into the light
As though both would depart our solitudes,
Though the door be different, what can I tell,
Feeling the sun thus fail from all life and malice ?
But once the measure and sight of day, at evening,

Died in the shadows, so, of a cold face.

You that have forsaken the door, the face,
Burgeon, body, decrease, the turning light,

Who keep such single quiet both morning and evening

That approach but multiplies your solitudes,
Whether the bodily death is death to malice
Not the intrusions of sea-wind tell.

Let a kind diction out of the shadows tell,

Now toward my slumber, a legend unto my face
Of sleep as a quiet garden without malice
Where body moves, after the bitter light,

A staid dance among innocent solitudes ;

So let me lie in a story, heavy with evening.

But I dream of distances where at evening
Ghost begins (as no migrant birds can tell)
A journey through outlandish solitudes,

67
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Hair all ways lifted, leaves wild against face,
Feet trammeled among dune grass, with spent light,

And finds no roof at last against wind or malice.

Sir, who have locked your doors, but without malice,
Or madam, who draw your shawl against evening,
By the adumbrations of your thin light

What but this poor contention can you tell :
Ceaseless intruders have demeaned your face

And contrived homesteads in your solitudes.

Tell me who keeps infrangible solitudes
But the evening’s dead on whose decided face
Morning repeats the malice and the light.
— W. 8. Merwin (1927-)
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Sestina
for Robert Graves

Where I came by torchlight there is dawn-seng :
Leaves remembering, sudden as a name
Recalled from nowhere, remembering morning,
Fresh wind in high grass, cricket on plowshare,
Whisper of stream in the green-shadowed place,
Thrush and tanager keeping season.

Have I not also willed to be heard in season ?

Have I not heard anger raised in a song

And watched when many went out to a wild place

And fought with the dark to make themselves a name ?
I have seen of those champions how thin a share

after one night shook off their sleep at morning.

In a stony month a long cloud darkened morning.
Their feet gone white, shuffling the cold season,
The breath of some was worn too small to share.
Have I not heard how fragile then grew song ?
Gray water lashed at the island of one’s name.
And some stayed to flutter empty in that place.

What road is it one follows out of that place ?
I remember no direction. I dreamed of morning,

Walking, warming the tongue over a name.
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And a few of us came out of that season
Ag though from sleep, and stood too bleak for song,
And saw hills and heaven in the one dawn share.

Wheom shall I praise before the gray knife share ?

I have gone like seed into a dark place.

Whom shall I choose to make new with song ?

For there will be sinking hetween night and morning,
Lisp of hushed voices, a dwindled season,

the small lights that flicker at a name.

Where again shall I walk with various name 7
Merciless restlessness falls to my share.

Whose house shall I fill for more than a season ?
I woke with new words, and in every place,
Under different lights, evening and morning,

Under many masters studied one song.

A breathed name I was with no resting-place,
A bough of sleep that had no share of morning,
Till I had made body and season from a song.
— W. 8. Merwin
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Mr. X
All my Ex’s
live in Texas, so the country song says and no excuses,
it’s mostly true for me too that the spade-shaped extra
big state with its cotton lints and Ruby Reds holds the crux
of my semi-truck-I've-never-had-any-kind-of-luck-deluxe-
super-high-jinx-born-to-be-unhappy-if-it-ain’t-broken-don’t-fix-

it loves, for example, there was the snakebit mudlogger who fixed
himself forever diving off that hexed bridge, and that foxy ex-

patriot who imported exotic parrots, he’d pump me up with his deluxe
stuff, the salesman who felt so guilty for the wide-eyed excuses

he told his wife that at the Big Six Motel just outside Las Cruces

he spent the afternoon hunched over Exodus, bemoaning the sin of extra-

marital sex, and the harmonica player, his mouth organ eould extract

an oily bended blues, on sticky nights we’d hit the 12 th hole pond with a
fix

of Dos Equis and a hit of Ecstasy and I'd wrap my legs around his lanky
crux,

as moonlight cut through the water like a giant X-ray, his Hohner ax

glistened in and out. And then there was the feckless shrink. No excuse
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for his fixation, the tax man, the cute butcher from the Deluxe,

the Kilim dealer, the defrocked priest. So what if my mother was deluxe

luscious, my father with a Baptist streak, I can’t blame them, I was born
just extra

affectionate. Don’t ask about the abortions, and who can ever make
excuses

for the time I spent holed up with the Port-O-Can tycoon my friend fixed

me up with, or the Mexican sculptor who made cathedral-sized onyx X’s

twisted crucifixes. Art, he quoted Marx, was history at its crux.

Then there was the Ph. D. who took me to Peru and showed me Crux
(the Southern Cross), Centaurus, Musca, Vela, Lupus, and another deluxe
equatorial constellation that I forgot. For fun 1 ascribed each sparkly X

a name and date, so now I have a star chart to exalt each of my extra-
ordinary, heavenly bodies. But that night I dreamed the stars were fixed
on stacks of pages : pica asterisks to indicate omission, footnotes, excuses,

explanations. I stood there, Ms. D. Giovanni, with a million excuses.
Now in exile I journey on the Styx with Mr. X, in our boat the Crux
Criticorum. I wear an aqua slicker, he a sharkskin suit. He's non-fiction,
never incognito, We've got our sextant and spy manual open on our
deluxe
waterbed. I can just make out the tattoo above his boxers in this extra
dark, there’s the curve of his back. Now we'll break the code and go
beyond X.
—— Catherine Bowman (1957-)
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Sestina

He wanted to tell her the weekend idea was ‘neat,’

But he kept hearing himself repeat the word ‘funny.’
She named the names of trees, flowers : sycamore, tulip.
He asked her who did she think she was, Gary Snyder ?
Above the car, then over the hotel, the spring moon

Was full, orange. ‘This isn’t just another fling,’

She said suddenly, ‘Don’t dare think it’s some fling.’
The Jack Daniel’s arrived, hers on the rocks, his neat.
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‘1 didn't think that at all.” Behind her, the moon
Looked away. She fretted. ‘I just — I feel funny.’
Amazingly, it occurred to him something Gray Snyder

Once said was appropriate. He repeated it. “Tulips,

She smiled back. ‘Let’s take a walk through the tulips.’
Later, they didn’t make love. She was shy. Some fling,

He brooded. Did she really think he liked Gary Snyder ——
That he, too, thought he had it all summed up in a neat
Little package ? Funny, he groaned. Worse than funny.

I get it all right for once : drinks, room, even the moon

Cooperates. How often can you count on a spring moon
Slipping through the sycamores, picking out the tulips

In the night air ? She should feel romantic, not funny’ !
Lying next to her, he felt so restless, eager to fling

His body atop hers — seeking, yet in control, his need
Ascetic, sensual, yet poised —— a suburban Gary Snyder...

In the dark, she teased : ‘Thinking about Gary Snyder ¥
Then : ‘I'm not so shy now.” He thought about the moon,
And a Grace Paley character who ‘liked his pussy neat.’
Then she was touching him, needing him, her two lips
Soft flowers, emissaries of her body, softly ruffling

Against him, moving him, so powerfully it wasn’t funny...

Afterward, they were awkward, shy, trying to be funny.
They couldn’t get any more mileage out of Gary Snyder.
‘Some fling,’ he said, and she flung back, ‘Some fling I’
But mostly they were quiet. Qutside, the big yellow moon
Yawned. He made a mental note to send her some tulips.

She stared out the window, thinking about the word ‘neat.’
*
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He thought of how she’d fling her hair. And the moon...
It was finito. Next week he got a book by Gary Snyder
In the mail. That was funny. He sent her the tulips.
— James Cummins (1948-)
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*

This paper, together with one in the last issue, deals with 44 sestinas, 35 of
which are reprinted whole here with my Japanese translations. My purpose
will be rather successfully accomplished if this proves to be useful as a conven-
ient anthology of sestinas with a possibility of translation of this poetic form.

Sestina, one of the most restricted forms of poetry, seems to have a present-
day significance when it ean function as a much freer form than a free verse, be-
cause poets are always requested to give a poetic shape to the world’s reality of
tomorrow as well as today. It needs an “elaborately unrestrained” talent and
gift.

Thanks are due to Professor Sheila Roberts of University of Wisconsin-
Milwaukee for her useful information and interpretations for my translations. I
also owe thanks to my colleague Professor Hiroko Washizu for the trouble she
has taken for me, and last but not least, to Professor Mikako Takeuchi of Keio
Universgity for her kind offices for my getting many texts of sestina.



