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The Editors
. of
THE BELOIT POETRY JOURNAL
are proud to announce
the winner of the third
CHAD WALSH POETRY PRIZE
of $3,500
to
Sherman Alexie
for his poems
“Defending Walt Whitman”
“At the Trial of Hamlet, Chicago, 1994”
in the Fall 1995 issue

€

This prize, awarded annually,
is the gift of
the friends and family
of the poet
Chad Walsh,

co-founder, in 1950, of this magazine.
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PHILIP BOOTH

THREE POETS NEAR THE 92nd STREET Y

After his second Single Malt,
the Britisher lightened
his lecture to say
A poem
is a party to which
you invite all the words
that you know.
The Dubliner,

drinking Irish, raised
his glass:

What’s
exciting the more
are the gatecrashers,
the words you didn't
know you kneuw.

The Maine kid,
beery on his first
bigtime reading,
grinned Yeah,
but

the most fun is
seeing who goes
bome with whom.

Philip Booth



6 KEVIN COYNE

AT THE NURSING HOME FOR NUNS

Sister Gladys is never supine. Her feet
never leave the floor.
Sneering at a Craftmatic bed she says,
The day I lie in that,
will be the day I die.
Back bent kyphotic, she stoops
a priestess crone at her bed table altar.

I have toasted the day old rye
one shade shy of the dark and bitter cup
of leftover coffee
she drinks with midnight meds.
Morphine scratches the muscle deep itch
of restless leg syndrome.
For opiate-stubborn stool,
bisacodyl stimulates intestinal motility.
For fluid volume excess,
Lasix coaxes urine
from turn-of-the-century kidneys,
and off to the side,
the chalk-white lava of a dormant volcano,
Milk of Magnesia.
Chin on chest, she signs the Cross,
blessing the tablets.
After amen, she takes a bite of toast,

It's burnt just right, she says.

Would you please warm-up my coffee?
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Later, in her rocker, Sister Gladys jokes

that she is so old, she is old-old.

Blood too lazy to jog the path

back to her heart, loiters in her legs.

It's been four hours

since her last injection. Her legs jump.
Sister Gladys, 1 ask,
are you ready for your two two's?

That's two, 2mg tubexes

of morphine sulfate, a spike for each hip.
Bless you, she answers. We are two
great minds with a single thought.

Sister Gladys hikes up

her habit when the devil’s pitchfork pokes.

Kevin Coyne



8 PATRICIA D’ANGELO

IN THE COMPOST

He had already turned half the pile

into the second bin; broken beets

and broccoli stems were sifting

into soil full of twigs and root skeletons

soon to become the rich dark food for

the earth for the rich dark food for all of us.

With the fork he lifted tomatoes and torn

shells of butternut tangled with clover

into the wheelbarrow and as he pitched

the softening matter in a solid arc from shoulder
to shoulder a garter snake

asked a clever question mid-swing, forming

the words by speaking its body, by being

the question itself, braiding its length like a river
around whatever resistance the air offered. This,
regardless that the fourth tine had pierced the pattern
of its belly; a stiff and awkward interruption.

Then he put down the fork and lifted the shovel
and sensibly stepped the blade into its neck. Still
the snake’s blood-colored tongue hungered for air
and even this abbreviated piece of life continued to ask
quivering questions so full and complete

they answered themselves.

Patricia D’Angelo
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A SILVER WATCH

Safety is, of course, here
and everywhere else is something else
we take on trust. Here
contains my silver watch, and I do know
that’s real to me.

‘ I pick it up
on its chain of beads from the deep blue
nap of the rug, and how strange it is
to find it open, its dial shining
like the flash of the mirror
behind a closet door when someone
swings it back ~ all that light
where no one would have expected it (and then
so quickly cut off) — or perhaps
it's more like the full moon leaping out
in a stormy sky as if she tried
to call to us hurriedly, to snatch
one instant from the darkness
before it takes her; or, no, I see it
all too well, I can’t stop seeing the dial
turn into the white face of a Moslem woman
suddenly bared, her clouds
of black cloth torn away, her cheeks
blanched, her minutes numbered.

Kate Barnes



10 RODNEY GOVE DENNIS

HER LAST WEEKS
Going to Market

There is a good-looking Chinese girl taking the cash
at the Egleston Street Fish Market.

She catches my eye which also gets caught

by Carolyn who is wearing a smart red cap.

Aren'’t you, she says, one happy-go-lucky fellow!

I think she thinks I'm handsome with my

white beard and hair and small rosy face.

Back in the car she holds her hand out

and I am not nothing, and I take it. We visit

Venus Beauty Supply for false hair for braiding

and the fine dark hordes in the Farmers’ Market.
Now there’s a great bleating within me: bugles

and the deep contrabass bassoons, a parade

of horns and cars with their fenders bent

moving up Blue Hill Avenue. No notion

towards what bronze altar I am borne

nor who this David is who prances before the covenant
showing his hanging parts to Israel’'s daughters.
There is Haitian laughter, and then Carolyn is back
with the food carriage. Those Haitians, she says.
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Boston Rehab: She Takes a Nap

In the slanted light her face is like a shield,
armorial, Spanish, bevelled by fatigue,

and the sunset rakes over the even canyons,
the waterless red earth, the dry high cheeks
shining, until 1 think I am at the limit of beauty.
Out of these near hills speaks the importunate God:
what further act of friendship I require.

No, I say. Thank you. You’ve done enough.
Really? he says, and then leaning forward,
What if I were to promise you that she

would die within the year? Please let me go,

I say. I am in terror. A black rain

is falling on this desert. The walls are down,
and the Vandals of adoration have my heart.

Rodney Gove Dennis



ANNE-MARIE LJUNG 13

HARVEST

He stuffs his ears with cotton
and hides in the cellar

so he won’t hear the screaming
outside the barn. He left

the horses far in pasture.

The dogs are with him below.
I am still here,

peeling potatoes

for hired killers. I stand

by the sink, in front

of the window, looking out on

the knives, hooks, and boiling cauldrons.
This year a cow and pig.

Both he’d seen into this world,

the calf licked his hand with a tongue warm
as the midsummer sun. He cooked the pig

a final meal, scorched porridge,

and yelled at me for the stove’s slowness.
Beneath these floorboards,

he drinks berrywine, waiting for safe word.
The child grows restless tethered in my womb.

Anne-Marie Ljung



14 ALBERT GOLDBARTH
Two Poems

THE GIRL WHO MARRIED A WOODEN POUNDER

.. . if they do not arrange a real marriage before
puberty, then a substitute rite of marriage is
absolutely required . . . she can first be married
fo an arrow or a wooden pounder.
—Mary Douglas, in
Purity and Danger

All morning, and then through the rise
and sumptuous fall of the god

across the Dome Above the World,
the village women have made of themselves

the difficult machines that the difficult
tasks of home require: one is grinding

at the meal-stone; another slaps
her washing at the small rocks

of the stream with such repetitive abandon,
that her white cloth looks like foam.

Elsewhere, the men of the village are silently hunting
something with tusks, something with claws

they know can swipe the gut from a man
as easily as summer honey out of the hive. You

see? — where I live, all the wives and husbands
are hard things necessarily,

shaped to labor; so in this, mine
is no different. I admire the functional line
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he makes against the sky — the rich,
traditional curve of him

I've polished with my intimacies. Surely
we've all known intimacies? At night

each couple lounges in its private dark,
they bring their difficult selves to this thing

‘larger than a self. And in the dawn
we see our flesh has known

again, has taken in, and grown around,
and given back in kind,

some splinters of the other.



16 ALBERT GOLDBARTH

THE OTHER WAY

It rains, and everything changes,

softens, warps. It freezes, and everything rain-damp

brittles and cracks like a glass pipette.

It snows. The elements bear more variation

than the possible dealt hands in any deck of cards:

it changes, it shuffles and fans out ever anew

and leaves us goggling. I remember the sharp-edged welter
of the peddler carts on Maxwell Street (the kettles

like trunk-up elephant acts, the splayed bouquets of wrenches
and towel racks and egg-whisks . . . ) that

normally fractured the sun in their hundred particular gleanings, now
abstracted by a nighttime fall of snow. “No

vork today,” my grandmother said; instead,

we met Louie at Siegel’s Five-and-Dime:

they bought me a chocolate pop. I know the comfy perils

of nostalgia, and that I shouldn’t indulge, but

hey. It splinters, it loses its shoe, it wakes

with gingivitis, and then one day doesn’t wake.

I had a “children’s book” called Christmas in the Country

— stringing popcorn for the tree, etc. — even then, in 1954,

the charms it plied were antiquated; now,

of course, the idea of “book” is. There’s a gray Chicago stone
named Louis and one beside it, Rose, and

when they talk to me they say the wham-wham energy of everybody
leaping around the fires and measuring angles in the sky

is one more poof of flung confetti. Just don’t

think that way, my wife says. So, okay, I'll think

the other way. Of permanence abounding

there are legendary stories, some aglint with stern nobility.

(stanza continued)
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John tells me of the sailor in 2 one-man life boat,

lost at sea with days of rowing ahead, and the chill

of the season settling down; and what he did, in fear
fatigue would slump him useless in a huddle

at the bottom of the boat, what he did intentionally, was
freeze the palms of his hands to the metal bands of the oars,
and keep on. Not a pretty tale, but one bespeaking

fixity — a quality, I think, youw'd need especially

in the borders-slurring fog, and the wavery air

of evaporation and condensation in cyclical wedlock. It
mirages, lambadas, and oscillates,

and it won’t sit still for its portrait.

In the labs of the quantum physicists, this ocean-moil,
this slippery vista, is brought down

to the vagaries, dualities, and unpredictabilities

of photons — what's inside us and around us in a constant bath
is winking and changing its tie a dozen times a second.
But really this is one of our earliest lessons,

mutability. The zoo giraffe’s inventive neck

can pretzel itself in sailor’s knots or do

a beckoning hula sway or spiral like a drill bit,

and the chimp attendant can clamber a ladder and
sponge the spots right off it. . .. Then

it was bedtime: “turn those cartoons off.”

At the end of a day of volcanoes and clouds, the universe
attends to the structures of every molecular bond in a rock.
I'd stay awake in the darkness remembering something
lighting my parents’ faces; not that I understood it,

of course — not fully. But it was there, a look,

and my version of it was this,

that they would go to their room and lock their arms
around each other permanently,

and row our house into the morning.

Albert Goldbarth



18 K.J. MACLEOD
Three Poems

LIBERTY’S TOKEN

(Elsie Stevens, who was
married to Wallace Steverns,
in bher twenties served as the
model for the Liberty dime
and the Liberty balf-dollar.)

And which of us resists
beauty’s thin rib
tossed up, answering a gleam?

Certainly not this budding connoisseur
of gesture
when a single one might pluck

defiance of his father and his first
objet d'arte
together out of Reading’s bankrupt air.

Another modelled you with helpless,
urgent hands
as if making the money beautiful

would save us. The connoisseur wrote
sappy verses then,
said, “Elsie’s my muse.” But after

caching <o: amid French art, books
bound by hand
and peonies as pale and mute

as silver’s shine, il s’amuse :
within his rose-lit
separate study, on long park walks alone,
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in Key West, at the Canoe Club’s white
napkined lunches
and country inns where cold martinis

poured into crystal for the men
he bonded with.
He picked up the tab, apologizing

because he couldn’t, he said,
entertain at home.
The feathered words were his alone.

But coincident with Chieftain Iffucan,
a mind of winter,
which of us might not have rolled

equally on edge, into marriage fused
from obverse faces,
incapable of seeing one another?

He never saw his father again — in Hartford,
penance jangled.
“Blanched,” one rare visitor described you.

Another said he treated you like ash.
Faced with that
etched gleaming, circumscribed,

and small enough to turn on,
your struck head
collects heat in my palm.

19
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MY FAMILY, DYING

When my grandfather George

was dying in the hospital,

his liver having outlived

the doctor’s expectations

by fifteen years, he talked

my brother into smuggling in some beer
whose effervescent amber my grandfather
poured into a beaker

left for his urine sample.

Then he waited for the nurse

to walk in before he drank it.

So when my niece, the only
great-grandchild George lived

to greet, was dying in the hospital,
the shortness of her twenty-six years
cheating all our expectations,

it wasn't surprising one day

when she was trekking to the bathroom,
dragging her IV trolleys after her,

an ascetic taper wavering

but refusing help from parents

there on vigil,

as soon as she was out of sight
beyond the bathroom door,

she stopped and rattled

the trolleys’ metal tubing

in a clatter like a fall

and when my brother and his wife
went rushing toward her,

she poked her head around the corner,
grinned and said, “Not yet.”

K.J. MACLEOD
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RED BARTLETTS MID-LIFE

I will bring you pears
they will glow in your

side window like leathered
elderberry leaves gone ruddy

they will smell like soap
their chancels will round up

and sequester light
and dark the stippled flesh

each stubbed off stem will bend back
always toward the tree.

K. J. MacLeod





