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THE WAKE

My father lies tonight doubtless

in his own urine, strapped and locked
to the strangest bed. He doesn’t weep
or scream, curse or bite; he barely

stumbles back to the other dead
who walk in his only present. I
try to think of something he

must miss, now that his pride’s

spilled and dried down his necktie
and pant leg. I ask, almost

aloud, what did he care about

or leave for me to care about?

Any man must leave his son
something. I wear his hard smile:
some green spring mornings I
whistle as he used to

“Springtime in the Rockies.” Though
I grow more like him than I like,

I never knew (am not sure now)

that what he had to tell me

is thankfully untellable. Everything

he owned—my guarded waiting, his wife’s
great love, long beyond the sharp

point of hate—he bought on time.

For his madness he paid cash. Old man,
how even now can you leave us
like this, neither loving nor hating you
but simply to sit here, waiting ?
Carroll Arnett
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TWO POEMS

And Now She Moves in the Majesty of Her Claims

and realm coherent of her childhood’s light,
still part-child in her each bird wrist
slight as sparrows’, but now it is the dark
she knows, or half-knows, that mingles

in her eyes, that flows, a robe assumed
and velvet, behind her where she goes.

She is of her race’s bright continuance,

all of laurel and fresh oakleaves,

globe and scepter in either fist

palpable, palpable as the quick spark

she commends to martyrs, and her cause
shall prevail by the meekness of its might:
dark are her laws, and the measure right.

Dark are her laws, and her hand’s commission
more regal now for her monthly sorrows

and blood’s election beneath whippoorwill.
Acorns shall fall from her rich brow,
darknesses ripen in her dispensations:
ascension so into her worth and plight:

queen from now, and human still.

Three Small Songs
1. Somewhere in the night

the lovers lie in their beds
and sometime at the height
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of shrill desire thread

their clammering flesh

with silence: words are death:
love mutes their breaths
somewhere in the night.

2. Be imperfect as the scallop’s wings
as dip of finches in their half-flight
keep something for imagining
something for delight.

Move your hands as blind moles teach
wear some irregularity in your face
even your lapsed and mottled speech
allows for grace.

3. Boned as stems
of dandelions
to fashion flight
the gulls the gulls
o are bright
in the upper
ache of flight
Death crank
their necks
like market hens
bone will set
to bone again
Death pluck
and pluck
a beltline hand
feather shall lift
this flesh again.

R. G. Vliet
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TWO POEMS

Art of the Sonnet: 220

In my father’s hand the only hand was mine,

his with the dead volcanos of the callouses . . .

I could have gone breaking bread with unicorns,

but the god was put down, and the boy-— sleepy with
doom . ..

We walked in a race of shadows. My mother

stayed home with mother, and her mother with
mother—

the sun was a samovar— the body of the pond

sweated with scum. His breath, of country folk, stank

of gold midgets cleaning his teeth, sweet milk and
spring

water running down my winter limbs . . .

He would always be here at hand, I thought, and my
mother

in the dead volcanos, and the mothers before her now

in the cold smoulder— I grew up with my face in his
hand,

that I not witness the sweat drying on the body of
the pond.

Art of the Sonnet: 221

In my father’s hand the only hand was mine.

The summers were always full of spiritual advisors;
in winters they collected rent. Is Eve’s apple

rotting somewhere, I asked him, and do I have time
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to take a bath before prayer, or must it properly

be afterward? Your mother is waiting, he said.
Mother

was always waiting— with the Day of Atonement or
supper.

If I put a slipper to my ear, will I hear Christ

walking on water— or did pain go barefooted ?

Christ never lived, my father said, but certainly

He died. Will that be true of you and mother,

or will she go on waiting— I won’t eat any rotten

apples, I said, I won’t. I must pay the rent,

my father said; I will be back in the summer with
your hand.

Gil Orlovitz

CONVERSATION CLASS IN A LATIN COUNTRY

The Algerians make passes at you
because you wear tennis shoes, Madam Anjou says,
perspiring rhetorically, without needing a bath
(she had one three days ago), and I listen
politely to her glistening upper lip.
Outside lightning catches in the Belledonne peaks
and washes down into sunflower fields.
People write Amnesty in pink chalk on
seventeenth century walls, and I can say
all of these things to Madam Anjou.
But she obviously disapproves of tennis shoes
so I cannot explain that summer, like an aging
prostitute with blue veins behind her knees,
is just beyond the door, waiting.

Barbara Hamlin



TWO POEMS

The Elm Splits

Lightning splits the elm

and summer’s laid open

to the root. A mole

slept there in darkness

with cold claws, crumbs

of soil on his whiskers,

no lids to open and apprise
him of sudden illumination
when his house breaks.

Rain boils down the length

of the wood’s wound; the mole
who heard God fall

on his world begins to swim.
The cistern where the root
was deep, deepens, darkens;
his ears are too full of water
to hear thunder open

another hole. Mole, root, heart,
he sleeps in the dark until

a power he can’t see cracks

the earth that keeps him blind.

S. DOoRMAN



S. DORMAN

Parts

Rain in spring fury washes

all the pebbles from the wall.

A nut cracks, sprouts, and makes

a tree. To trade a quick leaf

for infinity, to turn life

like a bad shirt inside out

and wear the other side, still

leaves me wondering what I'll be
divided from. My daughter plays
in a pile of sand that may be me
and my roots ache with anticipation
even while I grow. In the nutshell
some part struggles with the whole.

I see the birdbath after rain.
Water poured into its bowl
shines round. A wing dips it out
with beads breaking

from the rim. Like water, breath
fills, escapes, and sings

how we move, we dance,

willing to take shape

that won’t wait but spills

away. Poured into a bowl

the drops embrace.

for Liz

S. Dorman
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AN EXPLICATION AND A POEM

The Feast is half the text of a meditation spoken
in the chapel of Beloit College on Founders’ Day,
February 14, 1965. The other half was introductory
to the poem and does not exist now except as two
pages of notes hastily written the morning of Foun-
ders’ Day. From the notes I have constructed these
paragraphs that keep the order of the original speak-
ing, the present tense and, hopefully, some of the
color of that occasion.

* * *

Most naturally I begin with the two-fold impulse
to write The Feast. First off there was the loss of
Mrs. Whitney, familiarly known as Deanie, news of
which reached me only at summer’s end. Immediately
I wondered how to celebrate the magnitude and san-
ity of this woman’s character. Later in the fall, in a
eulogy for her, Professor Irrmann conveyed to me
our sense of her death as a crystallization of her
meaning and an affirmation of our amazement, not
to mention our high opinion. Even by then my imag-
ination was considering the controlling image—life
as a banquet—in the strong, even crude diction as-
sociated with it and hardly with the elegiac mode.

The second impulse came out of Dean Clark’s in-
vitation to read to this congregation that comes to-
gether especially to celebrate the institution’s losses
during the year passed. Think of the excitement a
poet feels when he knows that public use will be made
of what he thinks he can do best—and when he
approves so the collegiate occasion to meditate upon
the dead. Moreover, this impulse was the shaping
one, for it stimulated my sensibilities with what 1
can only call aesthetic emotion: that the poem must
be of a certain duration, be lofty, possess everywhere
a grave formality. Here was the threat and challenge
of decorum. It would tax my taste and craft to make
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a poem that works and is beautiful. This is the ex-
citement of the artist.

While the two-fold impulse operated, the focal ob-
ject migrated or at least enlarged. Or spread from
Deanie to a whole order of human beings for whom
there is no single name but a plurality of names and
adjectives. One axis of The Feast is my effort to em-
ploy and order the great variety of words to establish
my sense of their state of being, for they are large
souls. And certainly they’re not ‘“nice.” But they are
the subject of the poem.

It has four “parts”; and if you will turn to III,
you will get as close to a sermon as you are going
to get this morning. The subject is you, the tone
hortatory, and the style highly rhetorical—fit prose,
I hope, for such public conclusions. But highly charg-
ed, too, I hope, with my conviction of the possibility
of volition, a rather old-fashioned humanist senti-
ment, the confidence of which surprises me with its
Victorian ring.

Part II is a central lyric cast in the conventional
“1,” here self-examining and meant to stand for all
of us going through the process of realization and
reversal ; for here is the turning point in feeling. The
dominant image, that of a runner running for the
loveliness and virtue of moving excellently, starts
with a painful sense of innateness, of ordinariness, of
strict limitation. Then it moves to the terrible dis-
tinction between itself and the very dead: life pos-
sesses the runner! which sense heads into the meta-
morphic miracle of decision, and the will declares its
power even while it touches its own mortality.

Part I1is a painterly vision taken from the baroque
convention (e.g., Poussin) of depicting events among
the gods so the painter could paint heroes in idealized
renderings. That elegance I have aimed at here—in
the stature of the dead, their gorgeousness. The mo-
ment is like a resurrection, the last moment of this
year’s deads’ last supper. It is a dream of their being
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brought together for our inspiration, yet even while
we admire their grand partaking of the world they
disappear forever to the grave.

“Part IV” consists of the five long-lined, italicized
quatrains. It is a distributed part, five extended fig-
ures to convey their exit; and these serve an archi-
tectural function by separating the large pathetic
units with cool objectivity of tone and also by re-
peating the disappearing notion in impersonal similes
drawn in the manner of natural science. The last
two together are a contrived redundancy intended to
return us mutely to the annihilation where we began.

Nevertheless, the burden of The Feast is the re-
sponse each of us can make to the spectacle of mag-
nification and increase in the affairs of the spirit.

THE FEAST

They are silent as the molecules are

that just carried music along the air

but, left still now, make this vacancy:
they silent, who were uproar on our ears.

1.

They have risen from savories

turning to dust on their palates.

They have wiped their mouths and risen.
Their mouths have swallowed the last health
and have closed on praises good luck
inspires—on their mouths’ manifold praise.
Their mouths bite the last syllable.
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They have collected in our vision

like gods painted in a story,

close by so we see how they esteem
coolly each other’s magnitude,

these stubborn forces, wholes, whale-size
called in from the blind solitudes

to solemnize their common dying.

They cannot taste though salt stays salt
nor profess one more phrase nor choose
nor hunger with stomachs gone cold

but must put their goblets down and—
wrapped in magistrates’ fur, gold chains
weighing their chests—abandon the feast,
the concert unplayed behind them.

They're scattered as are the done-with forms
that every year marks progress by, spoiled parts
that perish to invisibility.

They leave day hollow and us turning dark.

2.

My mind the runner runs to sense

its parts together wholly go

(their speed, heat, breathing deep, their shine)
and, running, takes me to extremes

where everywhere I learn how my mind
was what Fortune joined and fixed in growth
as sure ag these future bones were fixed
the instant my parents were unjoined:

like short legs that run in families
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or whole outside skin that confines
hereditary certainties—
full grown, trained and not Olympian

as these dead were whose breath is lost,
whose temperature is zero but reads
bright in me, who am eating the world!
I ventilate my lungs today!

I’'m the two-eyed one, active still

with neural paths, gathered and shaped,
entire of tissue, endocrine,

reflexed, circulatory and live!

From my surfaces and my tips

the virtues the cosmos gave me
I’ll give back increased by a will
made gold in private alchemy—

the logos will told in the mind

and sung and sung to magnify mind!
Will! that sound the magic dead breathed
to lift chance past brute quantity

though, as it feels the champion rouse,
my labyrinthine mind knows how

that dayspring prepares when the last sun
will empty my eye forever too.

Their fame exaggerates like a hero’s meal
in a telling that turns stuff into words
and so keeps yet not fully, without smell
while those garlanded, actual heads spoil.
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3.

Brothers, let us use these dead and leave here not
astonished because they are dead or more astonished
that they rose like monuments into history on their
own large scale but fade, obit after obit, anyhow into
black time. Watch each prodigy’s nimbus fade and
learn this reason for their fame: they were savage
and bit life into the neck and hung on, real blood
bibers, nothing delicate about them but their swift
delicate minds and these strong and fed. Our host of
soloists taking—each one—his major talent sotto
voce into the privacy.

Let us use these dead in the manner preachers use
holy documents: to raise wisdom. In the manner also
that cooks prove their mysteries: increased appetite.
What stomachs these autocrats had to begin with.
Luck. But they acknowledged, valued, seized and
stretched it; they trained their bodies to extrava-
gance so that’s why they were spectacular, our vast
humanists, who thought as little of their dying day
as they did of heaven with its neat moral compensa-
tions—though they were dignities of course and
made most of their movements comely. How they
held those fine heads. What Heads! What Virtues!
In the manner that stories become known let them
grow familiar as both our text and our art, for what
more evident truth have we to work with?

Mine is the doctrine of imitation, brothers, and it
begins with complete appetite. Stomach! not picki-
ness picking and thinking it comes out clean and
good looking but the whole mess: irascibility, nar-
row prudence, fools, sickly fools, the mean, the
malignant. Hubbub, hubbub, hubbub! in the middle
of which you claim like them : “This is the world and
I’'m eating it.” Then turn to your nerves which are
bearing cheer through all the nerve canals because
you have been forcing them to extreme wakefulness,
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and you command: “I will be thus and so!”—the
strong name you have chosen to be. When the nerves
faint at such noise, you smile as if you understood
and drive them up and drive them. Over and over
you say to yourself in every gesture and speech and
affection and domination “I am not afraid” and in
the dark “I am not afraid” so that fear can never
touch the pit of your stomach and thus shrink the
magnanimity of your mind.

Brothers, prepare to be counted among the feasters
in the house of feasting noises where the orchestra
provides a jubilee upon the celebration of your life.
Think of that company. Think of your tongue from
which, as from theirs, wisdom leaps and illuminates
the nature of giants. We can use these Worthies!
Energies! Divines! Immensities! Ornaments! Pil-
lars! Great Hearts! the ruin of diminution. You shall
admire. They shall admire you. Then the banquet is
complete. The banquet is the prize.

They divide through our memories, thin out
like the stars across accelerated space

till one by one each spins from time and drills
blackly through the confine of our knowing.

Deep by deep they drown below the top blues
and the black blues that rob the ocean’s sun
until they touch uninterrupted night and end
among eyeless ancient life. Cruelly lost.
Bink Noll



