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MOUNTAIN CORRAL

The gate was open ; the fence under the aspens, fallen.
But horses were there, I knew it.

I went in to find them—transparent creatures
with ribs showing white as aspen bark

through the glistening hides.

One, with a broken star on his forehead,

came and laid his cool muzzle in my hand.

I thought this the presence of horses only,
and then I sensed the riders,

two girls clear as bright bottles

who leaned the blonde filament of their hair
in the horses’ marnes, a gesture for lovers,

a prophecy.

I could see it, like looking through water.

In the glass-white air the girls mounted.
Horses, girls,
sunlight shining through them,
stood still,
a clarity of shining,
Then they cantered away,
taking the light with them,
Helen Sorrells



2 JEFRY PONIEWAZ

THREE POEMS

Statuemaker

A sorry statuemaker I am!

My work shows less craft than kindergarten clay.

An undertaker has more skill to simulate life than I
have. '

Behold my statues: crooked as crippled old men.

They’re supposed to be children. But you’d never
guess.

They're supposed to be my childhood friends

with whom I played the game called statuemaker.

I grasped their tender shoulders in my hands

and whirled them round and round

and sent them sprawling into these impossible
postures.

I meant no harm. I wanted only to capture them

young and beautiful forever with my frozen-tag
touch.

Or was it just my greedy gaze that turned them

to stone for my living grave?

How cold they are and smooth, like wax

whose wick I've snuffed out to save.

How I wish they’d laugh. How I wish they’d totter
alive

from their awkward balance in time.
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Sometimes I imagine their lips begin to tremble with
a giggle.

Sometimes I think this has all been a bad dream

and I will wake in my childhood bed with my friends

calling Oh my name beneath my morning window.

Poor little statues. Poor little nicknacks of time.

They are my childhood friends with whom I played

the fatal game called statuemaker.

I have grown old without them.

I am a weird Gepetto

who fashioned real live boys

into these wooden things you see.

My First Dragon

Fierce from the hell of stained glass windows
And from pictures in my grade school catechism
He reared, breathing flames between my legs.

I slew him not with lance or sword

But with my own bare hands.

Unlike St. George, I was ashamed of my victory
For my heart had no armor, and seeing him dead
I realized how harmless a dragon he had been—
Harmless as the grass snake

I used to turn over rocks to find,

Harmless as that soft liquid tongue I loved

To let play against my palm. And I wept

To see him slain now, under the Virgin’s foot.



Juventutem Meam

Serving Forty Hours Adoration,
it seemed the incense

was slowly smothering me.

As if the pupil had offended

and been plucked out,

the blank Eye of God

glared at me a sunburst,

a Let There Be Light

that shattered my darkness

and made my eyes glisten with
shame. White, white, pure white,
it made me imagine my surplice
the sepulchre of my soul.

“O my God, who art all good
and deserving of all my love . . .
Dead at twelve, I prayed Him
to raise me as He had Lazarus.
Kneeling before that nightmare
monstrance 1 shocked myself
that only part of me had risen
during my penitent meditation.
I fled the sanctuary in horror
lest my unintended blasphemy
should show through my cassock.
That night I dreamed a gallows,
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priests murmuring through the grating

which collapsed beneath my feet.
Strangling on the noose of Judas



JEFRY PONIEWAZ - WILLIAM GARRETT

I woke to my mother’s voice:
“Hurry, you’ll be late.” I arrived

(o7

just in time to hear the priest say,

“Introibo ad altare Dei.”
“Ad Deum qui laetificat,” I replied,

“juventutem meam.”

THE VICTORY

Word-juggler

David,

soon-to-be Psalmist,
approaching Goliath,
said:

“The moon
is a dead
man’s eye
upturned!”

Whereby

the Philistine,
mentally stunned,
was, by a pebble,
stoned.

Jefry Poniewaz

William Garrett
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THREE POEMS

The Making of an Old Maid

An infant is pushing its mother along in a baby
carriage.

The mother says, I have incubated an engine in
my womb,

When the infant returns home with the baby carriage
it must drag its mother into the house by her heels.
The mother says, I never knew that life could be so
pleasant.

The infant feeds its mother from one of the dots
on its chest.

Oh no, this will never do, says the mother, at this
rate I shall starve to death.

The infant must slap its mother.

I do not wish my offspring to lay hands on me,
cries the mother.

But the infant must slap its mother once more.
Very well, I shall behave, cries the mother,

But the slapping mechanism in the infant has -
gotten stuck, and so the infant slaps its mothe
again, s
The mother cries, I shall behave.
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But the infant, owing to the sticking of its
slapping mechanism, continues to slap its mother.

Stop stop stop, you are ruining what was otherwise
a complacent and docile personality—You shall
cause me to fear people; and when I grow up I shall
become an embittered old maid who sees in the male
organ that aggression which you now administer,
cried the mother.

Feeding the Cows

An old man sleeping in the hay is fed to the cows
because he has forgotten to put a sign on himself:
NOT HAY, BUT MAN,

The farmer says, it is up to an old man to declare
himself; I have enough difficulty identifying myself
from the hay; I cannot spend the day identifying
each straw.

His wife says, did the cows complain? And if they did
they ought to be ashamed; here we feed them for
free and they turn on us with complaints.

No no, I am complaining old men that sleep in the hay
expecting one to pick them out; while yet trying
not to lose myself in the hay, said the farmer.



8 RUSSELL EDSON

The Further Adventures of Martha George

There was a woman named Martha George who had
discovered one day that her chest was a radio.
She turned it on with her left nipple. A voice came
out from between her breasts:
We now present the
adventures of Martha
George.
As you remember in our
last episode Martha had
been fiddling with her
breasts—We find her now
fiddling with her breasts.
She turns her left nipple.
She’s afraid it might come
off. But, instead, a voice
comes out from between her
breasts:
We now present the
further adventures
of Martha George . . .
Russell Edson
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STE. ANNE-DES-MONTS

That was the night we tasted
codfish tongues first time,
practicing ‘“Trés bon!” “Superbe!”
That night a warning in the wind.
Next morning you were

gone before I woke.

Alone at breakfast,
I watched a fat
Gaspésian slide six
fried eggs into his mouth,
grinning with yolks
instead of teeth.
I could have slapped his face,
but the truth is
there are gluttons and gluttons.
Virginia Brady Young
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WHAT SONG THE PTERODACTYL SANG . ..

Once Feather-finger
Eldest of birds

Preened by a dark pool
Wing-scales of words:

“Blood minds beginning
Oath from the east
Long though the hunger
Blood minds the feast

“I shall not always
Mumble the dark
I shall trill dawn-winged
I shall be lark

“I shall not always
Fall when I fly
I shall be eagle
Gold spear at sky

“T shall not wallow
In black ash alone
1 shall be wild goose
Skeining to sun

“T shall be seagull
Knife at the wave
A white ship, a swan-king
Graceful and grave

“T shall pour comets
From proud peacock’s tail
I shall pour wine out
I, nightingale
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“T shall fly jewelled
Huge hummingbird—
What shall I not be?
Blood minds the Word

“Blood minds the promise
Before the land came
Dawntime and earthfire
Abyss said I AM

“I shall be angel
Praising and praised
I shall be phoenix
Burned and upraised

“I shall be seraph
Stern-winged at doom
Bright suns will bow then
Begging for room:

“Winging to world’s end
Flame biding flood
Blood minds beginnings
I shall be God.”

Thus Feather-finger
Sang all alone

On dark pool till dawn rise
Bade him begone

So died the bat-king
Icarus fell

Firedrake to hellmaze
Talespinners tell,
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Heroes who harrowed
House of his hoard

Rich pearl to ransom:
Blood minds the Word.

Blood minds beginnings
Nightflyers know

Sooth spoke the proudwings
Dust long ago

Hard is the hunger
Cold earth is long

What price cicada’s
Clearwinging song?

Huge in the heart’s hold
Foul to unfurl

Deep coils a dragon
Round the word-pearl

Long is the striving
Longer the feast

Sing, leather-locust
Deathwinging east,

Sing till the day break
Rich song to rend:
Fly, Feather-finger,
Blood minds the end.
Joanne Turner
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FOR FOUR NEWSMEN MURDERED IN SAIGON
May, 1968

The sickening hush. Your auto
caught idle in the humid noon,
with tires and windshield shot out
and surrounded by your riddled
bodies. These penalties for

point of view are accurate report

even in death. The street stinks
of terror and dust. In a moment
cowering refugees emerge from
hiding and quickly pass,
mumbling with stunned tongues
of watching you become the means

of your lost existence.
You might have been five dead—
but one, stumbling like a frightened
fawn at open-fire, has feigned death
full account and lived
to tell us how it is trying to tell
us how it is.
Gerald Costanzo
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FOUR POEMS

Prologue

This tongue, this clapper,
hangs like a mammal bat
within the bell.

The mass is done,

the angelus is sung three times . . .
three times swung to the silver dome
deaf to its tone.

Wedded families rejoice,

the dead are garbed in rosaries and white,
the hand bell of the acolyte

marks the marble altar stair.

In vesper light

the rope will hang

where wind and color die,

where limber mammals swoop to strike
the spiral tower of grace,

to toll the bell of the dead sky:

black constellation of the precious
metal, whose tongue, whose clapper
hangs in leaden dark,

Daybreak and'I am blind.
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Horizon Neo. 1

One stands back

until distance is raised
to the last power of itself
and alternates

tundra peaks and snow clouds:

back until even an eagle
cannot break

the barren landscape,
the absolute horizon:

one stands back

to remember, as if homage
were the one obligation,

back until he can see nothing,

and remarks in passing
the twisted limber pines
and the graceful agony
of their stretch

out of the stone.
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Blind Man’s Bluff

Whether it was the eye

that closed first, or the mind,
after the robin came and went,
and came, and would be counted on,
and would not change

his rustic colors

or churrip, churrip;

whether seen or only known,
he brazened down the porch
with twigs and trash

to procreate under the one sun,
and litter reality

with his own image;

whether the eye,

meaning to exclude,

enclosed the rude bird

that summersaulted on the retina,

or that the mind

shrank from the obvious

and did not care what images

were unattended in the yard,

wanting only his own fierce mental birds
to warble their rare harmonies
sounding nothing twice,

and breed mutations on the golden air;

whether eyes knew and mind saw all at once,
whether a simultaneous ennui

signalled the pas de deux,

by some mistake or inefficiency
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the pair still concentrate upon a robin,
cased now in the imagined glass:

a corpse equipped with fins and feet and wings,
the emblem for the mind

to comprehend its own museum,

a reminiscence of the obvious birds

unseen unknown, who will one way or both

be the blind man’s bluff,

who multiply in his oblivion.

Mocking Bird

Whether the heron
stilted midstream
picks fish, or flickers
sound the bark of chestnuts
there is no more difference.
Images mean nothing: all are
memorized and relinquished.
Heron and flicker merge;
the violet plush throat of one



18 JOAN CAVITCH

the red nape of another
bruise until metaphoric
realisms blind the eye
and whitewash the earthy
feathers, once green and brown.
Out of the eye floats
a virgin bird, a white
sun drone, synthetic and flashy
clown gone limp in the dumb show,
falling down to comedies

where he flutters, twists
and climbs to nothing,
baring the black ink marks.
His cry is laughter
who splashes on the creek
to bite a silver fish,
swallowing on the rise,
whose radiant afterimage
shivers, and picks the ladybug
and flea out of their circles

Prize, he pumps into sight
treating old images like carrion,
sweet meat of his, not mine,
pecking there as the plummet
of his own implications,
fabric, wild reductio
who falls where I feel
the landscape turning green,
and shrinks into the blackness
of no bird.
Joan Cavitch
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THE RIVER NETS THE PENINSULA
a nursery rhyme

the river nets the peninsula. all the rest
are fishes flowing through okeanid fingerweeds
like fertile sand, or silt, with one foot tucked
beneath the other island riding. a dawnple
upon the water.
a messofish, said Bertha
Hewitt, out like a messofish,
in and out the circle. my breasts they call bellies.
out of the opulent rievery, prolific mornings
out of beds. borne up borne up, and keep the baby
from the river, she calls. the sprite and hungry
call for fresheggs and cream as rich as dreams,
to the familial breaktoast gathered round they come
in a row like scales. the first we made our Mark,
his words,
and the daughter Donna climbs from the delta.
whoaup,
her whoart beats. there’s so much river, she says,
Sam almost drowned and got his feet wet.
o ho the riparian frogs leap
for water, later the tadpoles leap for shore.
Horace
Hewitt mellifluous drunk
by the yellow riveroom, shadown, boom roam
in the floodsblood the crackling -creatures
and painted dragons are teeming, paddy
born in the dillweed
he’s the salt
of the earth, his wife, Bertha Hewitt is. with an eye
turned inward and an eye out for riches.
her children like toads in the mud or primitives
behind mud masks preserved in the boggy. while



