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MERMAIDS

Today at South beach, a little girl is lying in the sand.

Her legs are buried in a mound which has become

a mermaid’s tail, and on her chest poise two small breasts
which she is fluting into cupcakes with her fingers.

She molds them as she speaks to her older brother,
caresses them casually, watches the shapes rise
beneath her fingers, smoothing them just so,

as though she were her own first lover.

All along the beach, women are turning to watch,
wondering if they dare.

Until slowly, the surface of the beach begins to shift,
the women are going underground.

They are shaping the bodies they have always wanted,
legs long and slender as fronds,

bellies taut, curving barely to hills,

and breasts, their breasts rise in waves along the beach

triumphant. They cannot resist. They touch themselves
as children would, as though no one else were there,
taking the beach with their bodies,

laughing and sighing with pleasure.

The child scatters her body when she grows bored
with the weight of all her beauty, but the women
are buried so deep, they cannot move.

They hold their breath

knowing the slightest shift would give away
how perfectly these bodies they have curved
and stroked into being, how perfectly,

how naturally, these bodies lie.

Jane McVeigh
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APOLOGY

i

On that day when the clover blooms

and you're crossing your old high school
football field with a boom-box playing Hendrix
through one speaker and the phase

isn’t coming through and two juniors

look down at you from the bleachers

where they're tanning and shake their heads
because it’s not their music and it’s not

your music either, not by a decade,

then perhaps it’s time

to press STOP and scale

the highest structure in town,

in this case the water tower labeled
“Roseville,” and look down yourself

and re-think just what the hell has happened.

ii.

This is a poem in three parts.

This part, the middle part, is about others,
about your two best hometown friends,

both of them fucked-up beyond the place
where fuck-ups lead to any rich trove

of revelation. This part is about Sal,

the Chicano kid who loved the Rolling Stones

(Stanza continues)
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and the New York Dolls and snorted crank

after band practice to stay awake, to talk talk

talk about music, his passion,

arguing about who played the baddest, sloppiest
leads — Keith or Johnny — and singing Iggy

so loud the neighbors in the duplex

called the police three times a night.

This part is about Sal coming back from an afternoon
at the lake, drunk, the driver drunk, the kid

in the back seat drunk and — you know it’s coming,
the scene right out of a MADD commercial —

the darkness, the parked car on the shoulder, the
swerve, the red and blue lights, the hospital,

the cousins in the waiting room, the mom in tears,
the dad smoking outside, talking about boxing,
talking about baseball, talking about fucking taxes,
talking about anything but Sal up there

with the skin on his cranium peeled back

and the surgeon removing the useless parts

of his brain with a delicate scalpel.

This part is about Sal in the wheelchair at home,
getting fat on ice cream — his personality

that of a twelve-year old, “Fucking Michael Jordan
is bad, man” — and staring at the TV

and blinking, blinking — the bits of glass

still in his eye — and smiling

about nothing.

This part is about Mike, the calm one,

the one who would drink a twelve-pack

and drive — for hours — perfectly, the one

who would encourage you to keep writing,

“Shit, you're the best writer 1 know,” the shy one

there in the corner of the kitchen, returning

to the keg every fifteen minutes

and not showing a trace of jealousy

when the girl he has been talking to all night suddenly

(Stanza continues)
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slurps the tongue of a guy who just walked in, a guy
she doesn’t know. This second part

is about voices in the next room and shadows

in the safe suburban streets and joggers

following cars for miles and networks

of spies and dark reasons for the rising

of the sun. This second part is about disease
walking into Mike’s apartment on his twenty-fifth birthday
like the friend of a friend you can’t

treat rudely. This part is about pills and no sleep
and daily fear

and self-control and clinical madness.

The last part is about you.

iii.

But the part you get isn’t a big one.

Up there on your water tower, looking down

on the town of 24,347 — on the mini-marts and
the Dairy Queens and the rows of clean new cars
and the used furniture stores and the gray

stone City Hall with its green dome and inert
flag — you might as well be a tuft of cumulus
cloud, distant and transient,

for all the good you are.

You might as well have nothing

at all to do with the two lives which begged, “Take
care of me, define me,” because your hands,

like clouds, are immaterial

forgive me, my friends

whatever
they try to hold

Twas not there

slips through.

David Starkey
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POSTCARD FROM THE GLACIER

“By the hand of God ice is given and the broad
waters are frozen fast.” — Elibu

This is the blue beast, heaving, star-chained,

Who fronting the vaulted deep calves with a birthing
Thunder bergs and brash ice, blue-black hills launched
On the waste’s unease, who self-encumbered,
Cloud-ragged, marshals the cold-charged waters

Like iron filings about a magnet and whose dead heart
Is filled with those otherworldly lights. An agony

To think of, its sheer bulk looms in the mind,
Domed mosques of green marble, flying buttresses,
Chase of rainbows over molten ice, gothic

Arches rising from smoking waters. Many a mariner
Has seen, under the fierce light of an arctic

Moon, its herds move in mute procession, their white
Slopes raging with insomnia, and having stood

In their magnetic silence felt an inward shudder,

The depths shifting underfoot, a foreboding

Of thoughts pitched on the reefs of nightmare

In the uncharted waters of sleep, only to wake

In the smoldering pewter of dawn to find them still,
Smoke-filled mirrors, barbaric spires, gray silent
Fragments of a gray silent world.

It is said the rule of ice never left, that

We live in the lull between two breaths of the same
Winter, a winter which lingers still in the thoughts

Of certain fish, the chill of spring shadows and the remote
Corners of sleep. If so, one must marvel at this blue beast,
Minion to whatever gods of ice and sea-change;

It has sculpted the skull of the world, drunk

From the seven troughed sea and scattered the bones

Of mountains, this bull with no mind but a mind

To move.

John Lindgren
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DEATH OF CEZANNE

1.

Pressing his palms to one

of the elders’ houses — cliff-side,
anemic terra-cotta cracking

in summer’s kiln — he stands

in the garden surrounded by irises
nodding like skulls on flimsy
spines, under pears burning

in their darkened palatial trees.

One cloud steers slowly
as a freighter off the sun.
Pitch pines teeter like old women
into his view of Mt. Saint-Victoire.

Returning to his easel from a day
of wandering the foothills alone,
he carries what he’s gathered,
the familiar objects of waking:

2.
Peaches in 2 wooden bowl, blue
as the day-old dead. A worm

blossoms from an apple — its crowned head
devouring the globe-world territory.

A tar-dense Burgundy, uncorked
in the porch sun, sours in oriental glass.

As Provengal tapestries dissolve
into evening ash, peppermint oil spills
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from a cracked Majolica pitcher.
Oranges levitate among lemons

lit with inner light. A chrysanthemum
holds its bloom for centuries.

The table slumps under the absolute
arrangement of things.

3.
Standing at his easel in the cold,
he awaits the first fires of daylight
to spring from dark’s smoky fleece.

Last night, he says, they came for him
as bathers; stepping from the lake,
they baptized him in trees. Sprinkling

fig sap over his beard, they fed him
from the ram’s horn: the marrow
of slaughtered evenings, azalea’s

purple eye-grass, the bone-white ruins
on the terraced slopes. Fed him
crushed tubers of cobalt, the path

cobbled with acorns and shale,
blackbirds and small goats gathered
in pasture. Fed him the blizzard

of pear blossoms, rain of mayflies,
those farmhouses like sailboats
stranded on the horizon. Fed him,

stone by stone, Mt. Saint-Victoire.

Christopher Seid
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Three Poems

ORCAS ISLAND
A woman writing thinks back through ber motbers.
— Virginia Woolf

1.
That summer
I met the warder
of my mother’s
fear: she
stood right
there, you could
put your hand
through her

2.
I don’t know if that old shack
endures
on Orcas anymore;
the land’s long sold.
Even that summer
no one had been out
for many years.
What it meant
to her
to see it once more
with her mother,
to show it
once to me
cannot be so easily
disclosed.
But I still see the door
swing open,
the dark drifts
of silent bodies
everywhere, as if
it had been snowing flies.
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3.
1 sleep, wake up

in a chair, head fallen
to the side,

hair gone white
with thoughts.

A woman writing

thinks forward

through her daughters,
wanders
in her mothers,
pauses in her travelling
to dream again
with them
of what'’s been lost,

forgotten, falsely

laid to rest. . .

THE CROW ON THE CRADLE
And I will cast thee out, and thy
mother that bare thee, into another
country, where ye were not born. . .
— Jeremiahb 22:26

Strange comfort to believe

she chose her madness, chose

her pain. Look down the long hall

into the room where she is suffering
and know there comes a time to turn away.
What Father could not give

will not be given. That is the emptiness
you’ll build your house around.

The little sack of bones she nursed

is broken. She chose her madness.
Now you must choose your own.
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TUMBLING DICE

I thought all your walled cities
would fall

to rock & roll,

I thought no suffering was safe
when Smokey sang.

If Otis

could not teach you tenderness —
Aretha sweet love —

then I was wrong.

Do roses push

up through the streets

of Spanish Harlem,

is “Ooo Baby Baby”

still the melting point of ice?
Will we always find

some rooftop we can drift on
to the roll of the tumbling dice,
sweet darling

the roll of the tumbling dice. . .

Rachel Loden

Rachel Loden
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Two Poems
LEARNING TO DROWN

Hydrocephalus: an abnormal increase in the amount of
cerebrospinal fluid within the cranial cavity that is accom-
panied by expansion of the cerebral ventricles, enlarge-
ment of the skull and especially, the forehead, and
atrophy of the brain.

— Webster’s Ninth New Collegiate Dictionary

1.

I used to go with my big brother
to a place on the Spokane River
where he and his friends dared

each other to swim
all the way across
to the opposite shore.

I would watch them,
some too scared to swim
past the shallow

water, most making it halfway
and coming back, coughing
water, a few struggling

in the middle
of the river, treading
water, my brother

swimming beyond sight.
I remember watching
water. | remember

waiting for my brother,
wanting to follow him
and recover myself again.
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2.

“Water on the brain”
makes the definition easier
to understand, anticipates

the questions always asked:
“What kind of dreams did you have?”
“Was it like drowning?”

1 can still see my reflection
in water, my face
flooding the banks, a body

of water erasing boundaries,
changing the distance
between past and present.

3.

I remember the reservation girl
with Down’s Syndrome,
weighing over 300 pounds,

wading in Benjamin Lake,
feet tangled in weeds,
falling facedown

into six inches of water.
My cousin, ten years old,
trying to lift her,

trying to turn her over,

trying anything
to make her breathe.

4.

My mother tells me

the doctors would not believe
my skull was growing,

swelling, until my cousin
dropped me from a swing.
My mother tells me
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1 measured
the size of your head every day.
It grew an inch in one week,

but the doctors said no,
it was a mother’s imagination
growing. I had nightmares

you were pressed against walls
of our house, breaking through,
that it would never stop.

5.

Driving all night, I hear a story
on the radio about prisoners
of war in some foreign country.

Their captors had no room left
to house them, nearly 600 men,
so they marched them down

to a nearby river
and drowned all of them,
one by one, while the other

prisoners watched
from the river bank, silent,
bowed into themselves.
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THE BUSINESS OF FANCYDANCING

After driving all night, trying to reach
Arlee in time for the fancydance

finals, a case of empty

beer bottles rattling our foundations, we
stop at a liquor store, count out money,
and would believe in the promise

of any man with a twenty, a promise
thin and wrinkled in his hand, reach-
ing into the window of our car. Money
is an Indian Boy who can fancydance
from pow wow to pow wow. We

got Vernon WildShoe to fill our empty

wallets and stomachs, to fill our empty

cooler. Vernon is like some promise

to pay the light bill, a credit card we

Indians get to use. When he reach-

es his hands up, feathers held high, in a dance

that makes old Indian women speak English, the money

for first place belong to us, all in cash, money
we tuck in our shoes, leaving our wallets empty
in case we pass out. At the modern dance,

where Indians dance white, a twenty is a promise
that can last all night long, a promise reach-

ing into back pockets of unfamiliar Levis. We

get Vernon there in time for the finals and we
watch him like he was dancing on money,

which he is, watch the young girls reach-

ing for him like he was Elvis in braids and an empty
tipi, like Vernon could make a promise

with every step he took, like a fancydance

could change their lives. We watch him dance
and he never talks. It’s all a business we
understand. Every drum beat is a promise

(Stanza continues)



