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EXPLORATION WITHOUT TENURE

They could never explain to outsiders
that summer in the Galdpagos.

Days they spent stewing cacti over small fires
& pushing boulders of quartz into the sea;

at night, the awkward groaning of the tortoises
illuminated their dreams.

They scanned the skies for helicopters, rainclouds,
portents, alike in vain,

& argued over the taste of salt,
the meaning of Beckett, horses versus dogs,

whether it was better to breathe in or out,
which should die first.

By the time Darwin discovered them
they had pitched separate tents

on islands divided
by seas of shattered crystal.

They had become two
remarkably distinct species.
Anthony A. West
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GARRETTSVILLE, A TRESPASS VISION:
ANNOTATIONS TO A LIFE OF HART CRANE

. ..slid on that backward vision
The mind is churned to spittle, whispering hell,
—from *‘‘Voyages”’

i. morning

These mornings the wind
sharpens itself on the eaves,
sparrows shake
rumors of snow from their wings.
Inside, there’s not much left—
the cold congeals on a pane,
a shaft of light from a lamp
impales this yellow mattress.
At times the room seems to dissolve
beneath your vagrant touch—
Still, there are things that hold you here
as a winter wasp
alive behind the blinds—
The shoes of another month
drop like those of a late lover
and there are hopes, fears, etc.

L
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You watch as the early hawk rises,
tucking a shadow beneath its wings.
Here, where the wind deposits

the first cries of crow and coot,
there are no roads but the dark—
These things you have: a withered hand,
dim eyes,
a tongue that cannot tell.
You think: next spring in
that stream beyond the house
the salmon will begin to change—
mouth starting to hook,
skin turning cankerous,
falling off as they spawn to death.
Now, nested in these depths,
what dreams hatch? what loves
squat like bloated toads?

Beyond, a small darkness
stirs in the attic of a tree,

The doors of the wind edge open.

You remember the boy you saw once—
syphlitic, selling violets—
bis eyes—iike crutches
burtled against glass,
falling mute and sudden.

Now, this man on the bed beside you
limps awkwardly through sleep.
You watch as the sky reddens,
its light hardly legible
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beginning to change the names for shadows—
sycamore, cedar, tamarack.
No hiding places are left in

the empty spaces of those words.

2. evening

The leaves flaked with rust,
milkweed drying, beginning to curl,
you poke through the wreckage of last light.
The dim moon lurks in a ravine. '
Overhead, an osprey
scours the vague stars,
its frayed wings filling with shadow.
You remember the bits of fur
you found once in a sprung trap,
imagine the mink, the torn shadow
he drags behind like a paw.
He shifts carefully now—
his barbed eyes cut through darkness,
poke through the scraps of this dream.

And so, you return again to
this vacant shell of a cabin

waiting for the first drift of star.

Where for months swallows began their nests
bits of distant fields
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cling to the eaves like wax droppings.
Here you remember the arthritic songs of
crickets, the rush of rabbits
through the mesh wire of the underbrush.
You lean back now, the
flesh tightening on your bones.
At the edge of swamp, the damp
tunnels of muskrats begin to contract.

Somewhere, beyond these ridges,
late deer click through snow
stubble fields, searching for roots.
Quietly, as they pass, they brush up
small clots of sod, blackening the snow.
You enter those spaces now,
entering the broken spaces of these words.
If only they might hold you to this dark.
Here, the air is scratched
by paths of migrating geese—
the sky is pink as a lung
and against it, the branches of a tree
have spread wide as bronchia,
emptying a voice, our own.

Richard Jackson



MY CHOICE, MY RESPONSE

on all fours

-where beach sand turns

jagged pebbles, abandoned shells,

I could be described in right angles:
arms / trunk, thighs /shins, calves / feet,
a series of orthogonal paths

leading from fingers to toe nails,
and, how neat, even the beach
spreads perpendicular—

if you overlook its slope,

and the sweep of chest

and slumped back, how the head
rounds like fungal clusters,

and suddenly there are no

right angles and I’m staring

into the withered ovoid

of a dead lake smelt.

1.

the eyes, everywhere
under foot—to pick a step
almost impossible

in this annual mosaic

of smelt strewn sand.

the eyes, black

precisely round

and somehow unwilling
to join their silver bodies
in deflation and rot:

TIMOTHY COHRS
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lying twisted, poured out

from a rush of Spring rain
percolated through the vineyards
and valleys and general slope

this lake spreads up to for states,
and further still: into clouds

heavy with the water three greater lakes
sweat, or the gulf flings northward,
and that cold Canada condenses,
with all of these stirred

by the planet’s subtle tilt;

but following a week-gone current’s trail
by the dead smelt grouped

in three’s and five’s

up a rising beach ridge,

I find the whole force abuts

the rock wall of a terraced lawn

and ends.

2,

sometimes | know you right,
Corbu, culture is

an orthogonal state of mind,

does just like a stylized knuckle’s
sharpness, and the arm’s full force
behind it, or

say a semi, backing in,

the long smudged solid blocking
all street light as it rocks

through the gate on twelve wheels
groaning at their brakes, its metal
revved, smoking, echoed



until every dock eye waits:

waits for it to slam

the rubber molding of the concrete bay,
waits for the sputter

waits for the last forced hiss

of engine and brake,

waits—too long,

they are all about something else,
even my fellows, those paid

to watch for trucks, slide off

in tangents

missing the grace, the easy tension
this latest trailer

swaggers in.

3.

the eyes, the eyes

their hard blackness

turned smoke

in the neighbor’s fire,

become a bad smell

with driftwood and lake weed,

that I wanted to tell her

how important debris,

beached carp

rotted to their yellow skeletons,

or the dimples a clam will bubble up
(as the day, at water’s edge.

a spent shell sent me due west
looking for just such a mark:
skirting wave ends

and a curious type of humped vine

TIMOTHY COHRS
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designed to catch a foot

at its laces, I strolled unsuccessful
as a novice, which I was,

until I jumped up a wet rock
and for the first time that hour
lifted my eyes from moist sand:
the entire beach suddenly

bowed to the right, curved inland
and glaring bright as the waves,
right before me, right

where I had no expectations,
where 1 stood,

breathing,

alive.

Timothy Cohrs

WINTER SALVAGE

What I dreamed

was mushrooms—all

the beauties so foreign

I don’t know their names
nor who’s a poison,

who a prince.

They grow beyond the bare ground
junked cars,

chairs springing out of their upholstery
like weeds;
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beyond the woods cleared

for the next block of neighbors
at our back

(star-moss still intricate

in out-of-the-way holes;

the last fireweed

disheveled on the lot lines);
beyond the felled spruce
gamey with sap as a battlefield
burning off its dead.

I dreamed the mushrooms

to names: bullfrogs

warted and wide as my hand,
the old brown men

slouched under their caps,

the white buttons, crimson
dangerous roses,

dusky ruffles and blunt spears;

dreamed the whole

dwarf forest,

how the first snow of November
would pack it under,

deep and safe

as a forest under a dream.

Taylor Graham

TAYLOR GRAHAM



SUZANNE GROSS

TWO POEMS

Tim Broderick of Youghal

There’s danger to research.

He came at me like lightning

out of a book in a cellar,

and I looking for somebody else:

a respectable uncle in ice-cream—
and here’s Tim Broderick

come over me like a fit

with his damn pack and whistle,
making me cry on my notes;
making me put the shoes off my feet
and feel the world

warm beneath me to the throat
and myself to the roots at my eyes.

11
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I don’t know more about Tim

than myself: it’s what I am
getting but old lets me guess

how he’d be. We don’t know all
that’s going on down in the genes
surely: there’s some excuse for me
to be making up poetry,

but none at all for being

crazy as I am.

We’ve all of us read about heroes
and kings seeing swords in the sky:
it’s not many are mad enough now
to be saying they’ve seen them.
He’d be like the Arab horse,

that brightens whatever he crosses.

There’s how my great gael

was coming with me

from Youghal of Corcaigh

where the vikings sat down,

where His Honor the Mayor Walter Raleigh
failed with his spuds while the Spanish
God help them heaved over the bay,
and men of Youghal are at fishing still.
"He’d be a hundred and forty-nine

years old when I met him,

and I’ve seen his grave,

but it’s never him buried in it,

he’s walking into me too strong.
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For he was a walking man, too

poor to be having a horse

and wasn’t at work for C. M. & St. Paul
with the most of the Micks there at home;
maybe he hadn’t a tongue to the English,
nor heart for it neither.

Ten years he walked to his death
from Janesville to Beloit and back
through Rock River’s kind valley
hilled and green, shaggy from trees,
and he sleeping wherever

the starry dark came down the road
to meet him: a small man,

with a skin like an apple’s inside
and the wing of a raven to his hair,
all the western ocean in his eyes,
bearing me among the trifles on his back.

Nor his songs

nor his whistle nor pack

came down to any of us,

but I’ve got his trade,

peddling sundries fancy or needful;
and his need to ease the way
with lilting on my own.

At that, he taught us all to play.
Wasn’t it his son-in-law

Harry my granddad that was,
nearly killed himself trying

to drink at the Irish God love him.

13
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Out of the holy hunch on him

I get a stake in the pain,

and fierce relish of defeat;

a4 place behind Ferdiad at the ford,
and sense to see him kissing the man
would be killing him’s Irish;

rooted faith that words make be,
living powers of the elder world
blessed by Jesus and Mary His Mother,
Saint Brendan and the Pope;

4 knot in the soul

I can’t get by for Culann’s hound
tving himself to the stone

so he'd die on his feet and the grey
horse at his breast of blood;

how any morning of the world a man
may be walking out to die about it;
the hearing their horns

vell over the hills I’ll not see.

Or what am I doing at him
with my bones and my breath,
stodge of a Kraut that I am,
half bloody English what’s more.
How am I riding his loins

and my name as it is

when there’s kings in his own.

Whatever, he’s there,-
like a dolmen astride f my heart.



