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LYNNE KNIGHT 5

THE MODEL

The model is dreaming of vegetables.

Tomatoes and rutabaga, butternut squash,

leeks, cabbages spill onto the table

at her side. Some of the students draw them.
Some draw her, trying to think of sex as natural
as vegetables, another set of gestures, an
attitude. They have been studying attitude.

Their instructor has told them art is attitude.

They know this does not mean what it otherwise
means: She's got an attitude. Though this model
definitely seems to have one. The way she never
covers herself during break, just sips at her Evian
and reads. The way she leans back so her breasts
won't sag, her stomach will flatten. They don't see her

as she sees herself, dressed in a cotton shift,

her hair pinned up, cooking a harvest feast

for her family. In this part of the dream,

the scene never changes: a stone house,

the sky blue with a cease-fire that's holding,
goats bleating on the stony hillside,

the figures around the table laughing and
talking, words strange to the ear as rutabaga,
squash. . .. Then time gets confused. The sky
pulls apart, there are shells, body parts in the
street — legs, hands, teeth. .. or bones

splintered into teeth. . .. Her long wooden spoon
dips into the pot. ... They will start with good wine,
toast the bright moon, Earth’s bounty. . ..

Lynne Knight
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KEEP MOVING

What I meant to say was escalator,

the feeling you have when the movement

of the rubber arm rest

doesn’t match the feet. You adjust,

drag an arm forward, then it slides back again.

All the posters of women advertising underwear
with chewing gum nipples,

chewing gum crotches on silk underpants,

all the men with chewing gum penises

sticking out of street clothes, sometimes balls
drawn in white.

Escalator; a kind of emerging

or just the opposite,

as though you're visiting an underworld.

And that’s just one example.

I might have said elevator, waiting endlessly

on the ground floor. Getting on with a woman
who leaps in the air and yips at each stop.

The whole car shakes and she can't stop laughing.

Or stairs, the landing of that hotel in Paris
where they store the extra beds and martresses.
Always someone in a uniform and apron
sweeping each step. Nous descendons I'escalier.
You're such an intruder walking by.

Every woman is wearing

the same blouse, light cloth,

white or offwhite, pleated collar, lace edged,
a pull-over blouse with ties.

I never realized before

that every woman wears the same blouse,
think, I'll get one,

go to the blouse department,

make them understand what I need.

(stanza continued)
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What's the word for collar, for pleat?
There’s no direct route to blouses.
When I try to find a way on the stairs,
the passage is blocked.

But I remember one dream perfectly,
standing behind a car, trunk open,
holding a baby, handing it over to them,
apprehensive, but it's theirs.

I might have been the mother. No,

not mother,

but you feel a deep connection.

When one of them reaches for the baby,
and I go to put it in his arms,

there’s something about the grasp.

His hands or arms slip. But I keep hold. Beware,
how close the baby’s head is to the trunk,
and still the word escalator,

[ haven't found a better one.

Quiet sense of inevitable movement.
Ragged buskers ignore the signs,

No Busking,

jangle tambourines, beg money.

[ love 1o eat olives, green and black both.

Bread. A little wine.

I love the sight of olive trees,

their silvery appearance, a kind of dusty, moonlit glow.
And plane trees. The way they look a little wounded,
skin falling off in patches

as though they had a condition.

Nothing is ever resolved.

Urinal-tiled tunnels, escalator

jerks toward a flat surface.

Chewing gum snot stuck in all their noses.
Chewing gum growths on their eyes.

I forget why I wanted to come here.

Catherine Freeling
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Three Poems

MIRIAM’S DREAM OF GENESIS

1 ..1init, the Ark rolls, swamps in flesh, and the soft
heads patter on the decks of gopherwood.

2 .. init, she can see the tall executioner with his
abacus, who feels his way down lines of breeding
stalls, counting — CLEAN, UNCLEAN —

3 The dank cells rock with coitus, the Ark rights itself,
the beasts stick and scream.

4 . .in it, there is a dark seethe of water that seeps
through the knots and mortaring: a muck of ammoniac
waste she falls into and gags.

5 She is a stowaway, past the age of breeding or not
come to it, while he, the executioner, dreams a
steaming galley where his sons and their gravid wives
slaughter and eat the rude male animals whose mates
are quick. He dreams his hidden wife, past her prime
now and lunatic, dreams the boys’ night cries, the
human kelp, the Ark held fast, gross rot outside and in.

6 .. init, he is looking for her to rape. His whole boat
is a sex bin and she alone is celibate, grieves, has
memory, blue sky in an open field. If the rains stop
and if by then her dream wings are big, he may just let
her go free to be his dove.
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MIR-YAM IN EXODUS

EX 1.22 Then the Pharaoh commanded all his people —
Every son that is born to the Hebrews you shall cast into the
Nile, but the daughters, you shall let live —

1 Small and dark, she wears the rag-shift of a slave in
mud plates. Silt coats her braid.

2 She sinks into the reeds and croaks frog songs to
bring the Pharaoh’s daughter to this mudhole where
she waits beside the bulrush basket daubed with pitch . .

EX 2.3 .. and daubed it with bitumen and placed the child
in it among the reeds at the river brim, and [ -] his sister
stood [?] nearby to see what would become of him.

3 — Why should the Pharaoh’s daughter come to this
common beach to swim? —

4 — Because the Lord has ground under her tender
breasts an intolerable summer itch —

5 [Lost Verse]
6 [Lost Verse]

7 Wreathed in papyrus flowers the small dark sister
sings the snipe’s hunting cry (and the snipe recognizes
it) to lure in the Egyptian princess savaging her breasts,

and with her palms slaps the river plain to imitate a
fish.

8 Barefoot and scratching her chest the princess comes:
a daisy nub
in a surround of surly eunuchs and maids, eunuchs and
maids and Nubian
cross-dressers sweeping the mud lanes with peacock wings.

9 [Fragmentary Verse] .. egrets in the slimy pool alternate legs
{Lost Closure].
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10 [Dubious Inclusion (?) 6th C Interpolation ()] . . — And
I shall make you as a king — she says while the small
river tides drink her as she drinks . .

EX 15.20 Then Mir-yam the prophetess, sister of Moses and
Aaron, took a timbrel in her hand, and all the women went
out after her with timbrels and dancing. And Mir-yam sang —
Praise to the Lord [for] he has thrown the horse and the rider
into the sea.

MIR-YAM, CORRECTED TEXT

EX 2.3 And when the mother could hide him no longer she
took a bulrush basket and daubed it with pitch. And his
sister stood at a distance to know what would become of
him.

1 Small and dark
she wears the rag-shift of a slave
in mud plates
that hang from her shoulders to her waist
like a turtle carapace.
Noon Song:
She imitates frog conversations to bring the Pharaoh’s
daughter to this hiding place,
she cries the snipe’s cry and the snipe stoops to see,
and with her palms,
slaps the river skin to make a leaping fish, Pharaoh’s
daughter and
her surly retinue might want to catch and eat.
She’s sunk
so far down, only her eyes and forehead break
the river plain
(and the braid that floats behind her like a snake)
while beside her lips
the bulrush basket bobs like bait: in it, the baby
sails away
from Pharaoh’s soldiers in his little ship.
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EX 2.5 Now the daughter of Pharaoh came to the river to
bathe, and her maidens walked beside the river. She saw the
basket among the reeds.

2 — Why should
the Princess come to this foul beach to bathe? —
Boredom possesses her,
and the Lord has ground under and between her breasts
an intolerable summer itch,
a rash of blisters that bleed serum and want poultices.
In kohl rings
(powder of antimony) the regal eyes swim with sweat.
She has
stripped herself of dress and rank and ornament,
and dips
in river muck to the neck while her maidens dance
and her eunuchs sing,
and Mir-yam watches from her hiding place. Egrets
alternate legs,
the brown waters drink the Princess as she drinks
beside
papyrus blossoms, white and pink.

Virginia de Aragjo
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YOM KIPPUR, 1978

My brother’s standing at the mirror,
blue kepah set on his head

like a tiny map of the world.
I can'’t tie a single windsor

but Mark’s learning, 10, half-
way through his life. An hour

before Synagogue. I'm sorry
for staring that day, sorry for the soft

backs of his knees, the white
sheet of his chest. I can’t tie

so I'm watching him dress,
each button a deliberate process,

me moving from the doorway
to the mirror, drawing a silk tie

through my fingers again
and again. I'm sorry

for his brown hair, bowl cut,
sorry for the fingers working

his collar, twist and gentle tug,
the tilt of his head, open-mouthed.

I memorized this careful loop
and threading of fabric, the smell

of English Leather, dark suit coat
sharpening his shoulders, the fine hairs

on his cheek. Both our faces in the mirror,
my clumsy hands copying his.

I'm sorry for all of this now: his child-like
humming, bright blue eyes,

the small knot, taut and practiced,
rising toward his throat.
B. Goodman



BRIAN HUBBELL
Two Poems

MEN’S NIGHT

Where did they go

— the women? Weren't they

just there, around the corner

among themselves, peals of private laughter?
‘God is doubt,” they whispered

just loud enough as we fixed things.
Content, we rested as they gathered

seed in lacquered baskets

as if a dream - ‘Such forearms!’

‘such dexterity” ‘such astonishing
cleverness and appetite!’ — assuring us each
first with a brush of breathless lip

fingering our eyelids closed.

Just a keel groove now, the lap of waves
in the sand where their boat was beached.

BAD BOYS AND FINCHES

Ice into shape notes, divided

single panes will tingle in triangles

free of rabbets and scab bursts of glazing compound,
hardened like the viscous light itself

into something less fluid and more antique

than Turkish taffy. Stronger and more elastic

to a point beyond which the lightest insult
of a finger tap will destabilize its tension,
tempered glass just dissolves, clouds
slowly into equal-crystal granules

with a sound of sizzling grease.

Tossed bulbs make short taut pops
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on barrel bottoms. Bottles, certain types
of vitreous tile engaging thirty-thirty slugs,
explode in showers. And cathode tubes
exfoliate a fully satisfactory

foomp of pearly shards, discharged
capacitors, and mercury

dust, said to inhibit blood’s

congealing, gets imbedded in the weave

of cotton gloves, smells

of mimeograph ink and incinerating carbons.
Bad boys, drunks, and finches

see the absurdity in glass and full-tilt

challenge to its ten-percent reflections,
magnify the cracks, leave downy stains
transferring some fledgling surface to a margin
of intersecting transparency and anti-kinesis.
Clear, light lacks whole realization

until tested by formal vector and occupied

by its range of reassembling webs.

Some starlings, trapped within a skylight dome,
will critique the unbuilt aspect of this sky

until their skulls are flat and crimson,

deriving a suicide’s satisfaction from the prevailing
of propriety over brain’s own separations.

Brian Hubbell



BETSY SHOLL

Two Poems

CROWS AT DUSK

Perched on a steep slate roof: four crows.
The first - God knows what it wants,

all squawk like it’s deaf and has to shout
remarks about a blonde in short-shorts,
black & white couple across the street,

motorcycle revving. The second’s got an itch
it can’t quite reach. Head tucked, it bites,
yanks, wing stuck out like a banging shutter.
The third can’t stand its lousy position,

hops to the end — no better. Hops back,

shimmies its tail, drops something.

More glob than bird, squawker’s quiet now,
like it ran down, fell asleep mid-sentence,
having made the same points thirty years.

Preener’s calm too, spent, like a sob subsiding.

On the end, the last one just sits and looks,
turns its head now and then, or you wouldn'’t
know it was a bird. You'd think maybe:

tired bowtie, or black, half-wilted rose,

not one of four crows on a steep church roof

starting to crumble — till it flaps off,
leaving three, & a little girl on a big-wheel
not answering when her mother hollers
from an upstairs window, “You’re gonna
get it, 'm gonna whip your butt”: three,
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& the other on a wire now, call and response
blacking out those threats, so the child can
keep clattering down the block. Bad girl birds,
raspy voices in your head, “Way to go, kid.
Hot damn” — as if every gripe, every flash

of rage you thought you'd regret takes the stage
now in a gospel quartet, the four black-robed
survival sisters — half-hoarse soloist at the mike,
wailing her been-through-the-fire, got-burnt,
but-it-ain't-over-yet-honey-good-news.
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SPARROWS

1

My neighbor’s tree was simmering,

a spruce bubbling over with chirps, louder
than the city garbage truck idling at the curb,

louder than my own mind saying, “Those guys
think you’re nuts.” Or my other mind asking,
“how can you ignore the music boiling in this tree?”

So I shook the long green sleeves of its branches,
hoping to see that song’s belly and wings,
its little wiry feet, wanting to flush out those notes

jumping through dense staves, those quick
flickering heartbeats pulsing from limb to limb.
I know people get struck for this, some wisdom

can cost fingers or eyes. We get sent back
to some place very old, where things are only
half-converted, earth clods still clinging to roots,

mouths clotted with beard hair and consonants.
There a tree is more than a tree, still part-god,
knowing things, screeching when cut.

Even the cross weeps then, a bitter speech,
baring its soul. The truck idled, clusters
of junior high kids made an elaborate ritual

out of snapping zippo's, taking long drags,
but there was a door I could close on that,
I could squeeze between branches, press against

the trunk, letting those birds bite — that’s what
I imagined — the birds yanking my hair, the mouths
that made the music, making music out of me.



