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LOLA HASKINS 5

SLEEP POSITIONS

This is how we sleep:

On our backs, with pillows covering our chests, heavy as dirt
On our sides, like wistful spoons

Clenched, knees in-tucked, arms folded

Wide, like sprawling-rooted lotuses

In Iowa on top of pictures of Hawaii, huge white flowers on blue
In New York on black satin
In China on straw.

This is how our dreams arrive:

As hot yellow taxicabs;

As sudden blazing steam, we who have been pots on a stove,
looking only at our own lids;

As uninvited insects, all at once on our tongues.

O hairdresser, auditor, hardknuckled puller of crabtraps, you
who

think poetry was school, you who believe you never had

a flying thought,

lie down.

Lola Haskins



6 GILLIAN MARTIN

Two Poems

ROOKWOOD

(i)
Fresh-cut curls uncoil under the glass
of a mourning brooch.
The widow draws down her veil.
At Mortuary Station, the black-plumed train
slides slowly through allegories:
seven pillars, fifty-two arches;
past portent of acorn and fig,
rectitude of pelican, acquiescence of the lamb,
and from two clarion angels
the last trump sounds in stone.
(i)
Salt effloresces on verse.
Sea breeze erases the pinions of angels.
Warm sand trickles into sockets;
fingers disarticulate, fall
tinkling through the keel of ribs.
Jaws burst their bindings — open wide to sing
of coral and countless shells,
of foraminifera, diatoms -
to rejoice
in the calcareous fellowship of bones.



GILLIAN MARTIN 7

EQUINOX

Nothing mellows:
only a hiatus
between the perfumed mouths of apricots
the brusque righteousness of quince;
and in the mornings a thin wind blows from inland.

Children are called home
in short afternoons;
a woman gathers in the washing,
pausing in her harvest rhythm
to touch a shirt-sleeve to her cheek,
to take the measure of a sheet along her arm.

Something presses down:
some old obligation to posset and store;
some prudence of salting and drawstring,
a need to crouch,
to go to ground.

The horizon tilts. There is nothing to fear
in the pale wide sky,
the darkening headland, the thud of windfalls.
The earth turns
and these seem right —
the gravity of ruminant
the relevant of midge.

Gillian Martin



8 BOB RUSSELL

MILLENNIUM’S ORPHAN

First a grandfather goes. Then you forget

how a pretty aunt followed “before her time.”
But you vaguely remember how uncles collapsed
into nothing but money and unheard prayers.

Still it is hard to be heard in the din.
Someone has to be asked to ask

a stranger to pass the gravy and,

the moment you pick up the distant thread

of your cousins’ conversation, the gravy arrives

and you find yourself nodding your head at your wife’s
cousin’s husband, telling him, no,

you don’t understand what a stock option is

and yes, it was you who wanted the gravy.

He shimmers, disappears — but who

are these boys who duck their heads when they walk
in the door? When did the beautiful women

come in and where, again, is the gravy?

Why did the cousins leave early and not

say goodbye? You feel empty, although you’ve been
eating forever, moving from time to time

to another chair. You can’t get enough -

so you call to your sister, “More pie! More pie!”

But she’s gone from the kitchen, gone with your wife.
The potatoes are gone again too. Your dead dogs

bark and beg. The horseradish passes

right through them. This laughter’s great —
and these faces resemble a woman you love,
the one in the kitchen a moment ago,
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who looks like this woman whose hair now brushes

your cheek, who puts pie on your plate,

who caresses the back of your neck when you say,
“You’re late. Where were you?” And who kisses you then

for no good reason you can think of. So again

you say, “Where? And why are you kissing me now? And when
did you dye your white hair brown? Your skin

is soft and I smell soap. Did we bathe with the children?”

You suddenly want a drink on the rocks, some gin

in the bathtub to share with this woman who is shaken,
not stirred when you ask her. So you shout to the kitchen,
“Bring out the candles — we’re taking a bath - and gin

on the rocks,
for two,
too.

Hold the children.”

Bob Russell



10 MARY LEADER

FOR THE LOVE OF GERALD FINZI!
SPIDER MUMS

Not these, I think, stroking

with my forefinger the outermost petals

of the individual I have selected, I think: Not these splayed
phalanges,

cream and smooth, first out, now

Jarthest apart, sculptural... Rather, it’s the

innermost petals that intrigue me, those in the formative stages:
something in

the way they minutely

grip, curl, they’re preparing for something later,

they’re enduring the tension, the desire to do something, somehow make
the part that

feels the desire obtrude:

a young girl in her skirts squats to pet the cat

who lies on his side for her, a kind of girl: lonely, adult. Often
I address

figures I feel close to,

sketching under titles like “Girl in Full Skirt,

With Cat,” addressing in the second person feelings I know: “You wish
your legs were

stems of such slenderness,

you could twine them together, tighter, tighter,

tight almost to the bursting point, tight as silk cord twisted into fringe
for velvet

cushions, or draperies

like those at “Grand-maman’s.” Something needs to squeeze

or be squeezed to extinction, doesn’t it... I name her] Julie? She says:
Yes! And, and

! British Composer and apple grower.



MARY LEADER

“1t’s nothing to do with

my talented mother or with my mother’s

talented men-friends, nothing to do with my pastel chalks, or with my
violin

either!” “No,” I confirm,

“it’s wholly outside those things, but it’s something

to do, to do with gripping/squeezing/pleasure/pain, like talented men,
like the chalks

themselves, like the very

paper, whether cream and toothy, or slick and white

to soothe the sharpest pencil, like the rending violin itself.” Still
chartreuse, these

Not-yet-tendril-like... 1

ply them, these inward petals, with my left thumb

away from the center’s minuscule round yellow rug, I feel their urge
to go right

back where they were, so tight,

so inside-gripping. But I could tell them what

they better face: even the most secret vulnerability is
obvious.

THIS MUSIC THIS DRINK

Is melancholy
or rather
strong, sweet

SPIDER MUMS, IN MAJOLICA PITCHER

Story
Story
Story

17



12 MARY LEADER

“IT OPENS”

“ ... a strong outburst from the

orchestra, the bass line constantly rising

to twist the harmonies in new directions. The first entry of the
clarinet

pays little heed to this

introduction, the solo part rather prefer-

ring to move things along in a more pastoral way. Two more
attempts

by the strings

to add tempest to the

movement fail to stir the clarinet, which calms

the orchestra down to a rippling accompaniment, so remi-
niscent of

Finzi’s songs... ”?

WATER

In whose motions children dance,

I wish you had prepared me.

Water, in whose several bodies wanderers wash,

I wish you would heal me too.

Water, in whose extremes, of steam, of ice, pain forms,
why didn’t you cauterize, immobilize my infant heart?

Now, you had better warn your best friend, the earth,
better warn each vessel made of earth or shaped like earth,
“This woman may well abandon you.”

You should enlist the aid of your enemy, sun-fire, saying
“This woman half wants you to blind her, obscuring
all manifestations to which she cannot but cling.”

2 Alun Francis, in the Program Note, to the Compact Disc, CDA66001,
Hyperion Records Limited.



MARY LEADER

Dear Water, How I wish you would gather yourself
together and rise,

gather yourself together with thunder and together

overpower my sole lover, the air,

commanding him:

“Send this woman this hour no barrier,

rain on slurry-gray waves.”

PAPER

The novel that isn’t getting written.
Or that is, with glacial slowness.

I imagine you.

The eyes that weary
windowward

the rain blues

the highway mists

the headlights that speed.

The sheets look whiter

under the black-metal desk lamp
with its skullcap and its elbow
crane

the machine

the watermark

the white bird flying

the poet Hart

the verb

I imagine you.

In January, clarinet concerto.
Opus 31.
In white January.

The novel that isn’t getting written
not one letter.

Inchoate pen.

Ink marrow.

13



14 MARY LEADER

The little box the pen-nib came in says
Osmiroid.

The flat little bottle of black ink

says Osmiroid.

The box the pen came in

said Don’t

shake your pen.

But it’s hard not to shake your pen

the story that isn’t
the story that is.
Tenacity.

I imagine you.

A shiver.

A tapped furnace.

The bed where one doesn’t lay oneself down.
The bed where you don’t lay yourself down.
And then you do.

RIDDLE

Tending to squatness,

my bottom is broad.
On top I offer

his hand a curve.
Both flat and round,
I spread heat,

marry what he draws

with what he breathes.
Curious, he lifts

the part that covers
my opening, his fingertips
encircle its knob.
He picks his time
by his own thirst

(stanza continued)
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but too, by the sound
I 'make losing pressure:
then doth he grasp me
up altogether and pour.®

MAJOLICA PITCHER, MORE OF THE WORDS

“It’s late.”

THESE FUSE

Whether their quiet lamps darken or burn, fuse
doubly, if only once, surely

desire must twin, span the single night, link
the two horizons - radiant - black -

desire must bevel the moment these vanish
into a shared dream -

alert trees, and moon-on-glade, reflections.
There - these are pulled

toward each other, toward
fusing forever his bellow, her scream...

if only on paper

ON PAPER

Paper, smooth, and cream, as

the longest oldest petals of the spider

mum I glide along my lips . . . not despairing till made-up “Julie” asks:
“Doesthatcount?” -

Mary Leader

3 Possible solution: anoy ea) v



16 CHARLES WYATT

PRELUDE (IN MEDIAS RES)

even some music like a sudden sharp or a sudden

flat or a flatsharp but just that long note

that starts like a weed pulled out of itself

out of its own sheath the slick part

you can nibble off then throw the weed away tender

as any rabbit could want that white green slip

of a note growing like water just outside the cove

rippled and finally falling to another note

in 'apres-midi it’s the most remote augmented

fourth and the wind ruffles there a smudge

for the smooth water in the back of the cove and follows
it little by little, poco a poco e crescendo

into the waves and then perhaps there is

an overhanging bluff and a bird swoops up from drinking
and lights on an overhanging branch which dances under it
for a moment and the eye flows away to sink slowly

into the darkness there an underhang or a cave

or something like that at the edge under the bluff

and it’s dark in there you can almost see follow

into it an old bullfrog or what too dark

to tell then the harp comes in and sweeps everything
rescatters the molecules the waves wipe over the waves
and the water must begin again there’s always something
under it you see and it may ignore what’s above

but not every day some days it might look up

and spit in your eye oh don’t come to the end

of this or the end of anything because the silence

will flow up to its edge sure of itself as ever

as always just touching what almost wasn’t said

Charles Wyatt
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THE GRIMM BROTHERS’ NEPHEW

In the tales, old women lust
for a taste of young boys,

while maidens palm the warm eggs
left in their safekeeping,
stained now with blood: adults

out of sight upstairs
muffle their voices.

*
We are well says Karl, his mother
recuperating in her bedroom,

bitten he says by the stork,
and beaten by its wings -

*
He slept, incorporated

into dreams the footsteps
pounding down the hall

and the screams, a woman
transformed - savage —

a sudden blast of silence
before the infant’s cry.

Martha Carlson-Bradley





