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WHAT IT IS LIKE TO BE GOD

The boy who is eight now willingly bends eyes
below the bedroom lamp. He is not ashamed

of love, is its small sponsor in the dark, wise
beyond words, and the lamp circles him. Framed
in light, his prayer is some small innocence
spoken before sleep and someone listens,

his logic says, or he would not be praying.

The father of the boy who is eight now stands
behind his son and is untouched by light, unsure

of love. In the darkness that he towers in, his hands
cup nothing that the boy holds true, and nowhere
can he find an answer to the voice which needs
an answer there below him. His silence pleads

for no prayers, and is a prayer to the boy praying.

Then the light and bed and boy all fold themselves
to sleep, and the father is left alone, knowing
that this is what it is like to be God, wordless
in the pleading dark, the voices below growing
always insistent, always louder in their love.
And he forgives his God, Who he thinks not above
forgiveness and Who, in His dark, may also be
praying.
Jon Anderson
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FIRENZE

There are expensive
restaurants along
the bat-brown Arno

which flows in bluer
awninged light among
the goblets, knives

gold-rimmed plates,
silver wagons holding crimson,
vein-skinned plums,

green, soft-haired figs,
iced black grapes,
and rises then to wash

the glint of lustres
hung from ormolu
chiseled

into gilded vines.
Liquid there the flow
of Arno quivers

(waiters bring us melons,
wet-rose scampi,
topaz wine)

in reflective, shimmered light
of tourist afternoon
dissolving

what is left from
morning’s black and grey
encounter with



K. P. A. TAYLOR

the sculptured dead
Medici quick within

their death-dimensioned tomb.

CHACUN A SON

Where his face was,
sallow, distorted
on the wood pillow

and the bowing
attendants
doing nothing ominously:

“This the dispatched
bit,” one said, “tissue
of first tissue

lost with blood
— to decorate now with lines
of tendrils

green tracings linear,
the delicate ramifications
aux fines herbes.”

John Stewart Carter

K. P. A. Taylor
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TWO POEMS

Ten Verses for Illustrations for a Primer

1 in eden an Apple
red and dapple

hung on a Branch
high out of reach

of lions Camels
and other mammals

as Dugongs skunks
and Elephants’ trunks

2 a Female fair
also was there

and a serpent who strode
along the Ground

3 he lowered his Head
some phrases said

and twining like Ivy
the tree he quivered

4 the Jewel swayed
and fell away

she gave it Kiss
with parted Lips

and sought her Mate
to bid him taste

5 then first they marked
that they were Naked

and put leaves Over
their Privates for cover
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6 our parents Quaked
for their mistake

and god made them habits
from pelts of Rabbits

7 in Sorrow and pain
would eve bear cain

and adam Toil
in thorny soil

8 the lord put Under
all beasts the adder

and Vowed both eve
and adam must leave

9 in Woe they went
to banishment

10 a cherub came
with aXe of flame

and the eden Yard
with Zeal he guarded

Two Haiku

1. O rock that I tried
to lift from this field, —O rock,
you have pulled me down

2. Almost burdensome—
this visiting my mother,
mad these many years

Robert Spiess

Robert Spiess
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ART OF THE SONNET: 165

When in the rise and fall of torsos in
the twilight-crusted torque I heard the sennet
of my hour, T said T had not posed
for ancient races or their deathless fetes;
I held no brevities to my garbled nose;
and I was impervious to my gaited skin.
With skull and limbs how shall I be pagan?
how shall I model, then, a century’s turn
in the light bronze dusk to torsion’s paradise?
For I am that finally civilised threat—
the fully clothed bearer of the letter
of credit, the total failure of nakedness.
I broke my trumpeted hour over my crutch,
that all crippled torsos might beg as much.
Gil Orlovitz

INEQUATION:
CRAZY WOMAN CREEK, WYOMING

It’s twenty-one below and blowing on

This stretch. The ambulance, banshee on ice,

Has high-geared off, taking an arm and what

Attached to it. The blood remains, more black

Than red. A sign, knocked down, says, “Crazy Woman

Creek”; T tripped on it, after I loosened

Laces, swelling skirt and blouse, after

I saw the arm. Small worlds made cunningly

Can not endure such violence. Truck driver

Says, “I mean, it don’t seem right, you know ?”

I know: the part seems greater than the whole.
Jack Bobbitt
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TWO POEMS

Listening

I hear a knocking treadle,

a final treadle making fabric,

I hear nothing,

my ears are backwards,

the sensitivity of lumber, nothing,
the wheeze of noxia,

and I hear waves,

yet not waves,

but I don’t know,

a mixture of white sound perhaps,
a whooshing, a whizzing,

I hear my cat scratch,

I hear the characters in my book dance,
now someone calls ;

someone is mumbling a call,
perhaps to a friend,

together they mumble,

something is broken,

someone moves in the next room,
a little bit to the left,

now to the right,

people blow excitedly on their horns,
my cat pulls softly at a fly.

Emma Bovary

She wept, exposed herself,
pulled at her decaying ears,
slept, mouth open, hungry,

Carl Linder
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tired of burning,
she slept, knowing her death,
she overlooked all that became life,
a raw grating, a strange reconnaissance,
a love of foreign love, of the eagle,
and the crow, just love, merely love,
tucked away love,
a softening, tightening fervor,
joy in the action, moving terribly,
fisting the results, screaming,
riding the horse, beating it,
sweating, lathering her sides,
ridden to death, tired,
long overdue, her death,
long anticipating her mouth.
Carl Linder

LATE SHIFT

My wife is lonely and she sits alone
in a lamplit room at night and listens for
my footsteps or a neighbor’s at the door.

It grows so quiet that she takes the moan
of a cat in the cold street to be her own.

And television is the biggest bore

since she quit reading ; she can read no more.

Her thoughts make an impossible monotone
and hold her awake until I turn the key
and greet her with a kiss at half-past-three.
Douglas Freelander
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THE PEAK OF ABSTRACTION

Lungs labor there, moving the blood so slow
our goggle-grim Philosopher becomes
more absent-minded than he was below;

he smiles on vacancy, greeting old chums

in every rock, and from a howling blast
he’ll conjure audiences everywhere—
lecture the void, exhort the avalanche,
be civil to a hundred miles of air—

till with a dry, preparatory cough

and a vague nod to the neighboring peaks
(as if they had come up to see him off)

to emptiness his faint adieu he speaks . . .

O, the cold irony of Everest

that keeps a Transcendentalist on ice!

For toppling headlong down, our learned friend
is locked forever in a snowy vise,

and he whose intellect so long pursued
an exit from the flesh now has his clay
immortalised! For at this altitude
no worm can live—nor any man decay.
Peter Lorden
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FOUR DECLARATIONS

Declaration of the Witness

Crawl and creep into the gallery
Where she stands nude, armless,

That you, proud beast, may embrace
The wounds of her loveliness.

Like a ghost dug from dreams
Where bones breathless blossomed,
She stands on trial for a fabulous erime
Grown from her marble bosom.

Unquenchable sting that feeds nightlong
Till you wake—what bloodshed

You commit! On crooked fingers
Count the victims. Go, hide

And as you wander in shade and strand
Her breast accuses you.

Plunge to limbo’s deeps ; assuage
Skulls with the grace of dew.

Here she lies plucked out, a shape
Of disasters and ruins sown

For the dogs! Your brain throbs, throbs—
What four-legged form dims the dawn?



E. SAN JUAN, JR. 11

Share the agony and suffering
The Elect exalts. Let blood
Burst the shackles, limbs be torn
That her bruised caress may abide.

Ghost with glazed eyes, bronze smile;
Ivory look that burns, bears

Fire that dazzles and lights your guilt—
What scarecrow rides your nightmare?

Crawl, proud beast! From the dunghill
Claim your corpse. Doves rise
From suckling sleep, and the living yields

The palm and scent of praise.

Declaration of the Judge

When the flood’s edge rose to his teeth
Cursed our old gawky Emperor,

Spitting on the gall-tinged foam:
“Order, order the Executioner!”

Squat the blue-bellied Emperor
Weaving dry spider loins,

The acrobat Policeman up the tower’s light
Cried: “Lo, our scaffolding gone!”

Hobnailed boots rout the gallery,
Plaza rebels kicked heels

Once they caught stars dazzling—
Like pearls ground by wheels.

In the Capitol’s court the trial
Swung with fire and smoke,

Blasted the engine: “Torture—
Hang all dynasts to the rack!”

Quick the accusers hawked hurrah,
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Ululations of next-of-kin
Strike our senses as bizarre!

This dumbshow Mistress licks with spice
Her transgression; in the holocaust
She shows the nude twist of a smile
As the corpse pawed its ghost.

Aghast the public burnt her image

At virgin-bride’s spitting distance;
The killjoy martyr of ordeals

Croaked: “Joy to our Spawn!”

Beloved Boss whose wisdom’s the highest
Vowed to kill her with a kick;

Trials of loins when she was hired
Made her squeal a bit.

Tracked at her trade he pitched the fork
Behind the scaffold; at cockcrow
She leaped from the roof—
Who can love a shrunken head?

Declaration of the Assassins

When we dead awaken from our sleep
We'll strike a peacock dance,
Plume our bosoms with fire and roses

As lovers kiss in a trance.

Hear the shriek from the slaughter-house—
What scandal gathers breath ?

“Toll the bell, ghost of my bitch mother,
My accusers are awake.”

The scaffold cracks at the beastly roar,
Vultures in furor spring
On our skulls, we poor clod—
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They blast what the dawn brings.

Armed with fork and knife

The priest screams command
From the pulpit; the police

Rattle their teeth on the round.

Someone (they whisper) poisoned the stoup,
Devoured the loaf of god!

Alas, drunkards with bloodshot eyes
Squeezed the wine into their guts.

Someone with cadaverous mug
Kicked from the tomb, struck
Our darling with balance and sword:
The System decrees burning the sweatshop.

With sanguinary laugh the Exploiter
Pushes the pawns to gutter’s edge;

“Behold the man of destiny!” he claims—
A scarecrow on the rampage.

When we dead awaken the axe will hurl
Edge of vengeance on the neck
That even we bones may sacrifice
Our dreams, so the living wake.
E. San Juan, Jr.
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TWO POEMS

Love Can See

Blind, you say ? No, love can see.

When Venus met the Christ,

She changed her name to Magdalen.

And on her day when darkness

Fell at noon,

She led sweet Cupid to the cross.

And when the hot blood spattered on his eyes,

The dimpled cherub suddenly saw the face

Of God and love gazed upon Love.

And on that morning when the world began again
Forever, then a boy with the dazzling look of sunrise
Said to his grieving mother, You will find Him
Walking in the garden by the tomb.

And she ran and found and knelt and said, Rabboni!

John Nist

I Wake To The Sweet Jabber Of The Birds

I wake to the sweet jabber of the birds

And the breath of God is on the morning air,

All night I have fasted on the absence of my love
And now I dine upon the memory of her everywhere:

In the lilac mirror of the vast Pacific
And the lyric eye of light to which I prayed
When war churned the dark to shooting stars





