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. _ouvter reality; the poet's privafé voice is. Juxtdpo<ed with

i

N

" Abstract

"when salt water breaks" is a collection of poetry

-

. ’ e L o . .
which explores the ‘ways in which women define and express

* themselves in and -through language. The poetry oreatééi@n

v T

1ntertext woven from threads of e expressxon of Jnner and

3

voices of -other womgn heard U‘thé'everyday wor}d.'Verbal

relatlons .and human relations conmect in the play of

5 languaqe, releas:ng poems of sorrow and celebrat10n.¢ s

.
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Introduction . !

L'Whéq‘salt water breaks rhytﬁﬁ&cally against a shoreline, epeygy‘
Al o ] ) : ) .

is released from-“the liquid_surface-tijiiiﬁ. When salt water bréuks

) x

. _ ; 3 .
from the eyes, sorrow is released in, tears. When salt water breaks

A}

"out on the surface of the skin, perspira%ion is released, -cooling the
overworked, fearful, or feverish,body. When salt water breaks from a

* womarn's womb, a child is released from her ‘body and delivered to the N
world. All of these connections to salt water are ag w
" - . .
- The woman/poet gives form to Her salt-
w k]

J

within the

~

poetry of this collection.

. . 4 L
watered experiences,, and by so naming them i$ released into new .

beginnings and celebration.” = | v ' i

*

My geographical connection to salt water .is an importang one.

4

s Born on Cape Breton Island, as were my mother and father, my érznd—
A Ty v

,7 mothers and grandfathers, I hold the notion of island, land completely
: “

4

, surrounded by water, .above all others in placing myself. When I return

to Cape Breton skores and immerse yéelf in the Atlahtic, I experience
at-one-ment with the sea, with my self, My.childﬁoog was filled with
Swimming, boating; and‘fishing.‘ Ovef and over again these facets of
~early life surface in my poetry; the? become Vehicleé.for ex l in
what ‘comes from deep within. The body -of language SU;rounding.my 1ife
holds the same fascinaﬁion for me as the body of water surfounding the
island. 'I.fihd myself fishing,the depths'of'etymology, listening for
ﬁhe rhjthmic_ébs and.flow.of voices, and aﬁknowlédging the power J?

-]
My family lines and my lines of poetry are
. I <.

1

t@evsea of laﬁguage.

anchored geographically and metaphorically in salt water.
. \

. »
" 1

3]
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. ~ My break with salt water came when I marrii3 5\m§them5tician and

—

-

.o ' 24 . .
moved with him to'his‘home in Alberta. Th%s relocation introduced .

me to»brairie people and landscape. Through his family connections and

thrgugh the birth and raising of our family here, I have assimilated - .

.prairie spirit.into my life and my poetry. Perhaps this influence

e .

manifests itself most obviously in my poetic style, which strives to be
: o

spare and uncluttered like prairie topography. . Despite the richness

ani}satisfactions of life in Alberta, however, égkqdislocation and. .

distance from my extended family, from the sea and language of home,

exB;éss themselves in salt tears of homesickness.

e

Recently thé relationship which brought me here has ended.- More

tears, fear-induced sweats, more un

< rable tensions created by(
. ~ -

emotional distance. Pain and énger surface in the poetry: thﬂ abrupt

[y

short line and the violent image embggy the tage and brokenness which

: - ]
I, and others like me, must survive when™facing the deaﬁ%ﬂbf a aong-
v N . [

)

standing marriage. It wvas ddring this %}fficult time I began to make

.

'prog?&gié?%Flaiming my own power as a woman, as a writer.. Nurtured -

by the streagth inherited from mg mother and grandmotheﬁs and from

began to find, in the sisterhocd of.womér; woioin the

‘

literature of women writers, ¢tonnections to the étruggles) <reans, and

stories of_manv women. ﬁ;fzhe matrix (from the Latin "mate-",

\

.méaning "womb") of language sharig by women, I began to find thut

common ground on which women stand and from which they speak,'that

place of our connection. .
a’ * .

Y
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_new connectlons among elements which car produce new

, £
. ® f . 3
- ”
* RN '
. \ ‘v ‘\
L
o N \ ‘_ ’ # v
"matrix" provides useful insights into the
originhs amd processes/of my writing. In its biological context, the . ©

. . - P’y

matrix is the inter ellular substance in which connectlxe rissue

o . .
" is embedded. As poet I(Wecome surgecn, cutting:into the body'to P
AV - o i “ i/
find and examine sucli cffinective t#fgsue. At the same tige, the body s

of language grov1des the matrix-womBW, nurturing fetal poem§( creaping

L

the D et/mo her who gives-birth to new life (art, self). 1 see TN
2 § > o :

myself in the roles'of surgeon and ﬁé%t, traditional male domains, -

at the same time defining myself as mother&\ r

-

« A second meaning of matrix, in a mathematical context, is an

array of gﬁements which, when combined, can, form new sums afid prfilares.

anguage

”

Mv role 5S\Foet/mathemat1c1a£’:; to find in the matrix of

e
Goetry, fresh

4 .
expressions. Here I appropriate the role of mathema)ician for myseli -—

athematician's
»y

while, perhaps 1r0u1callv, rejectlng the old rolj/ﬁ“
{

wife. I revel in the combinations and permutations revealed in the
o ‘ o ~
[ N ,,,(

£ .
A third definition of matrix, in a geological context, is the:
natural material in which a fossil, metal, gem, cryvstal, or pebble o
1 . - —

is embedded. I come from a long male line of pick and shovel Capg

matrix of language..

\

. . ’ .. ) M 4
Breton coal miners, and this tradition can represent the process by

which T dig into language to investigate)what is under the surface of

-
—

words, I discover treasure in the matrix; gems attract my ipterQSt

. A
and eneggy. I begin to write with a sense of wonderment’at the * - &\7
. .

richiiess of the dig.
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\

The Greek-derived word "heuristic" meaning "to find" best defines
this approach .to my discovery of poetry. In the search, possibilities
present themselve§. I must allow mystery, paradox, serendipity,
and play, must remain open to where such seeming randomness takes 58-

I remind mysélf to respect what is happening in the process of working

'on_egch-poem. Ti?a and time agéin, when a new conne;tiog is discgvered,
I eXpefienCe that moment of insight thch I imagine to-be like
,Archimedeé' 5athtﬁb—moment; in his excitement, we are told,. he ran
naked ;hrough the streets shouting "Heureka!" JIn my excitement, I
téke the»leap from the waters of language (womb) into the streakAof
creaﬁiveﬁgnefgy which becomes, after much hard labour, the new poem.

As a cdllection, Ehe poems.-do not repfesent a fixed, linear order.
 i.underétand the poéms' relationship to each other in terms of an
‘intertext woven from the threaés of what coﬁstitutes expression of

inner and.oute;'feality, the life éf dream and memory, the life
expressed in the private, personal voice, and in the voices of other
women-hea%d in the day—to—day world. Generally speéking,itﬁe'boems
ﬂreLaﬁe té each other in—pairs: sometimes one poem speaks Eo the other
on the éame subjgét bug in a different voice; sometimes the ideas in
éne“sténd in opposition of contrast to those of the .other; sometimes

nne.poem merely contains a seed out of which the next poem grows.

And alwaysfthé intertext attempts to grapple with the on-going'ré—-

{
Y

definition of the self. Re-vision, seeing with new eyes, exposes many

facets of the self, many versions of the self, through the encounter
Q o . .

with language. The text proceeds and the self evolves: one process



becomes the other. Present circles back to past anli returns to present,
Tears, sweat, tensions, cnce secret, appear on the surface, on the line

of language.

In this poetry, when I speak in my private, inner voice, the selt-

important "I" is non-existent. The exploring, tentative "i" resists

the privileged discourse of the traditional lyric, the traditional

)

poet/ego. The voice of the "i" becomes one of many voices and claims.

"rruth'". Its goo’ is authenticitv. e poems do not

no cornef on
represent an attempt to be fcorrect": they cel -ate contra-diction
and play, and promote the search for new formsvand voices which push
out the boundaries of poetic juris-diction. In the use of found
matg;gals, in ludié—rous juxtapositions, in the appropriation o} wbat
: 5
is not "poetic'", the poet ;earches (with her reader) for new meanings
in the intersection of the "far-out" with the "far=in''. There is

+  a desire to be open, to laugh at myself as I invite the reader to

share the joke, share the process of revelation, to share thg p&<ijLo~

/// Beth Munroe Hill

Ponoka. Alberta
August. 1987

places.



the poet

" she is fishing for the poem she has

never dared to write
she thinks she has

. hooked it ‘'soft flesh tears

just under e

the surface

_no longer submefged words

surge into the stream

she raises them up they
sparkle in the light

flash in blue-bright element
cool air on their

naked raintow skins

she reels to see
she has caught herself
pisciform  she

struggles  caught on the hook at the end of her

line

O
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the poetaster

my. cat tries to meke me believe

she is a poet. . -

she has the right habits :
rises early every morning perchii on
her typing chair  yawns takes Mer first
drink of the day = she

‘plays with her pen  struggles to make
connections

circles  lines

dopdies tail-ends of old plots

notes from cats she always was rather
musical '
nothing i do distracts her from

the passion of her art a lightbulb
flashes on abgve her head

one fang exposed she

sinks her teeth into the back of my hand

-

. yes she's a bold one poets must be "old

she-tells me gives the tooth-holes a _
rough-tongued lick  you see she adds a
wicked kittv-gleam in her green eye

i need to taste flesh before i can

write about it )
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remdﬁﬁering

weeping birch

outside our darkening window

kisses drift the half-light

lie together- form the

accustomedvgeometry of

beginning ~ memories of
when we were

young and
shy and
in love
T Q
i

- whispers

we

-~



solitaire _ :

night after night she

can't sleep ‘

his quiet breathing stirs a

single wisp of neck hair

gnaws nerve ends ‘ _
can't sleep she . .

steals from bed .
seeks rep:geve in the ranks of

solitaire

night after night  black - - ) : :
on red red : .

on black ' ‘ R

_prim patterns of "
neatly ordered certainty on
flat grey.tabletop

red jack on

black queen

red queen on

black king

third ace exposed \ '
(perhaps this game will work) e
two cards left \ -

two cards :

one to keep ‘

one  to throw away

perhaps this'time she' ll have to

~ cheat o o ’ ™~
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out beyond the reach
X

and this is the way she points her dory

v

out to sea

out beyond the sandbar

out beyond the reach

and” this is the way she pulls
arms outstretched

back arched ,

feet braced flat against the ribs
and this is the way she gasps
and grips the oars

and fights the combers as they
beat her back toward shore

and this is the way she présses,her face
against her sleeve ‘. )
salt lashings rasp and burn'

her cheeks

and this is the way
she staggers back to land -
beached and shivering =~

- she stands 7

eyes- fixed out to sea
out beyond the sandbar

‘ out beyond the reach

10
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together  they would be -

are you 1 would call

3 - . ¥
3% .

leaving the island

it would be night : e
a bell would be ringing = .. 1

i would ride the ferry

between the islands '

it would be cold i would be

wearing my red bathing suit

we would have to swim the:last stretch S
to shore. there would be h

fog on the surface

Nein

we would have to jump . 5.
mother father uncles , aunts '

they could swim but

six strokes or

¢ not at all

we would leap

gone where are you where

i would be afraidq i would be
umb in ‘my red ‘ ' '
bathing suit it would be
night a. bell would be
ringing

&1 .

?
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the woman above the falls

the man from far away comes

to where i hide . he comes

after me long legs :

step across rig¥ys  climb cliffs

i hide in the jungle hope

he will go away O
Al

he waits"

i_wait

. i stand mycground tell him 7

no i will not listen i do #6t want him

“-he comes after me /

i run )

hands cup his mouth he

calls my name where are vou why
do vou hide i hide

Pside myself i

do not want to be

found

12
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‘waking in a strange place

i am afraid

i am afraid i will lose the kev

to thg door of .my heart

i améafrald a bear: Mlll

pick .it up ‘ -

burst in '

—swing his head from side to 51de and

snlff -my fear.

i am afraid

his beady yellow eyes WIll :
hypnotize - he will

pounce (he is so quick) .

sink curved yellow teeth into my
breast {(the stink of his breath)
i am afraid he will v

rip me

_open

13
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one soft spring evening

she returns home from a walk to find

her door locked o

in white ice  in the light of the

new moon she finds an. .

axe in the shed @ begins to %
“hack her way in . she ‘

calls his name are you in there

sweat freezes her hands to the axe handle she
smashes at the door frame swings wild
arcs and screams like an animal

tears scald her cheeks shards of

ice dart past her eyes she '
thinks of him -

trapped inside

the ice gives

the door bangs open  she

runs in to find him a note -

~pencilled neatly taped to the icebox reads

gone north

A

14
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Saturday night socialAhOu; < f‘
‘funny he says he ™ ' T

pushes’ back his battered stetson hat
you don't look married

married She says in 'ought seven :
. i was so cold i up and IR
marr%ed me a man married hlm quick ’
dumbest trick i ever pulled she ‘
slaps her knee S

pours herself another shot of

prime alberta whiskey . : L
yessiree-beb  that winter of 'ought geven was one '
Fnlluva humdlnger : : \

you don't ook married. to me

he “says sips his second whiskey
i méan you _ook like you never
needed a man

he cocks his head in thought

' ‘ »
needed a man  she bolts up straight ¥
i guess i ' -
needed a man = -

durn near froze stiff in 'ought seven

ice on the shack three inches thick  she
measures three inches with thumb and. first flnger
on the inside 1 guess 1

needed a man

your husband he asks his voice a whisper

picked up with some fancy dame in town

‘1it our fer parts unknown she slips the whiskey into the
little drawer beside the bed

i guess 1 ‘

needed a man

and now he asks

his hand finds hets

footsteps clatter in the corridor
their hands tremble  withdraw

a nurse appears  whisks

him and wheelchair toward the door
and now he calls his voice
thin  high o

. . o
Jyou.expectin' a cold winter

15
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There's a Trick with a Knife

she is .
85515Lant to the kh}fe—th wer

'she stands  dull-eyed
before the crowd he arranges her

.in plaag dead

centre of his bull's eye he
backs sixteen paces to the rack of
knives

bow at the waist cf her
dress flutters in the 1light
breeze first knife nips
left wrist next snicks
stray curl at left temple
the knife thrower loves to
please’ the crowd - draws

16

G-

- lines of perspiration on their upper lips hg.
fixes her in his gaze - extracts a blacK“”?““V\.~,‘\

blindfold -from his sleeve- ties it across

his eyes he waits
to hear their little
cries she

holds he:

bredth

Pl

Lo~
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pickle-making

it is fall
she is making pickles

sharp knife
vinegar  salt
scalding water-
sterile .jars

she removes her : &
wedding rings ‘
places them in the empty
egg-cup

she picks up

the knife-
without ceremony
cuts him from
her heart

naring him to

reasonable pieces she
pickles him

twists tops tight

wipes jars’ '

descends to the

cold cellar ..

arranges him. neatly on ~~—
one pine shelf

A

17
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2
a line from Margaret Atwood .
R './ . - 3 N

And you’play the safe game

your rules circumscribed and logical
there is to be no

dancing naked on the high

white window ledge a red rose.
shooting-from your wrist

there is no taunting of the caged bear
nimble shift so claws just

graze your ear  no

leaping onto flretrucks

* sirens tearing night' s

black flesh no

wondering- if the flames w1ll make you
laugh or,

cry -

And -you play the safe game

while 1 N
hang on hooks above you

- knowing 1 could

never do

the Same

no

(o]

18
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Preparation and Dressing of Lobster if not to be

Wrole

Plunge

LLive lobster into
Boiling water

Head first

Add salt

Cover

Keep pot boiling 20 min.

Plunge

Cooked lobster into

Cold Water .
Take meat from‘%ﬁell thus:

Chop off claws,

Split body lengthwise

Threcw away stomach (small sat
"nst back of the head)

Pull out intestinal canal (ié runs
From stomach to tail remove entjreLy)

‘Crack claws
Take meat

Eliminate creamy green fat (the liver)

Discard spawn found in
Females

Arrange meat
Attractively

-

A
Served

19
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this is just to say

i'm going .
not goodbye

not arrive_derci
just going

<

not thinking
not talking
not doing
just
going
red or
white or
green or
feathers
or moonbeams
or horse-shit
just going
to Mexico or
Kapuscasing or
crazy

up yours

this\is just to say

20
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amo
amas

decline:

decline

first person singular impertect
I used to love

i used.to love in
the past

first persen plural imperfect -

we used to love _pow
we i

~



when i was a fencepost

barbed wire bit deep
scarred my heartwood
hooked me to

" another post

wind leaned me to the ,
ground snagged wires held me in
pain '

you came with your

~ bright axe you

split me to

kindling teepeed me into a

circle set me

ablaze i burned .

blue red gold .

danced sparked in the darkness
\

now i am a flame

aflame

(<]

~
S
K
L
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the dream

i go from room to room  empty

hear a woman crying . she is crying for her dead
husband i find her sitting on the bed  smoking
a cigarette my husband stands by the window

his back to me hands in pockets he says
nothing at all

the fire alarm is ringing they' think there is a
fire i know it is only her smoking on the bed
she moves toward the window

looks down my husband is helping her out i think
he'is going to push her

i~cover my mouth to keep from .

screaming i sit

still on the bed there i~ = fire

the alarm is ringing

she is gone

he is turning he is .
looking at me hands in pockets he says
nothing at all

i heat her crying from

somewhere below he is dead dead dead
smoke passes between -

me and my husband

the alarm is ringing
there is no fire  the bed e
is burning A

Lo
L1

oo
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talking in dreams

chasing after the firetruck i -
stumbled on your ‘grave

your lonesome grave ,
what a surprise to see you -
“this time of -night

you said

just going . W
to the fire ’

i said 2.

bare-assed

and a bit -

out of breath {

i used to do that too when i was a girl
don't get burned at the fire -

. don't worry mother
4 called

and ran toward

the flames




o

3 v

my father is a fireman

volunteer retired

in the nights when fires used to start
the whistle pulled him from her bed

fumble of underwear and socks
. gone -

‘the house
her breathing -

she waited
silent

timed w1th each third heartbeat

hand resting where «

- just a moment before

his body lay

" as if to keep him safe

and close

- beside .her

my father is a fireman

volunteer retired

in the nights when fires start

the %histle stirs him from
first impulse to rush away

old fires which haunt
his dreams atill burning
in memory he reaches for

to say—goodbye  to say
he will be home soon
hand searching where
not long before

she lay safe

and close

beside him

his

he was
ner
v
his :ler : e
to fight '
her
\
@

e
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ironing
s .
i find myself this tuesday morning
sironing this set of clothes
everything hand-picked to gg
together  she was \
\ particularly fussy about
vironed underwear and i wonder if
all mothers before wrinkle-free were
like this or was it just her
‘drive for perfection that -enslaved her
hours at the bgard pushing o i
sad irons over mountains of - :
w'..tes palms burned red feet
aching  tuesdays wWere always
ironing days :

this morning faced with her
underwear slip dress 1
stand at the board

she used to warn me about

clean underwear in case something happens
an_accident something too fearful to

name clean and ironed she'd say as if
such sacred vestments would keep me

safe from any evil

she kept one set of clothes neatly

packed in an old-bldack case - you never know
when vou might need to take a trip she said
and you'll have to go

i lift up the slip

slide its flesh-colored body over the end of the board and
begin to press this slip

fancigr than i'd ever seen her wear

suppose she thought it a small reward for

years of housework and

frugality

i'd always chafed at ironing  told her she was .
silly to fuss over such ,
details ~so much to do that was more

. important  for years she persisted but
, finally saw me wash and wear and

didn't speak of ironing again

)

N—
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i 1ift each item from the case

perfect as i can
connect the iron
sharp spark

dis-

v~ shocked by its

1 gather up her clothes . press

them to my face

this last gift of

ironing
to her

Y

still warm

from my hands

)

" make it

&

to

~1
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Vision

my father is disappearing .
into the eye clinic  the sight of him
stepping through that door he
doesn't see  stumbles on the
threzﬁold uncertain he ,
stepd¥with care regains his ’
dignity = lost just for the

wink of  an .eye

Glaucoma Clinic  the sign reads .

-glaucoma  tongue o

shapes the new word ~cice

shakes first time he

says it out loud.

glaucoma range of vision

tunnels  darkness

closing in o
~ /

1 see him

eighty-one years k6 forty of them my

father the vision of -

what it means to - .
love a child range of

possibilities clarity of

feeling . touch of his

rough hand .

for years he worked underground dug coal in
dark tunnels pick and shovel

loaded tory boxes 60 cents a ton

20 tons a day he and Alec  (brother

Alec  eighty-three and . g
blind) . . *

the cause of glaucoma is
-an increase in pressure -

in_the eye

e

underground  bright flame in

-coal o0il lamp meant methane gas an

increase in pressure run’(don't stumble) before
explosion  bright flash in the eyes

sometimes he falls into
depressions eyes fill  he



O

sees visions of my mother  she
filled his lamp at night before his
shift every night but
saturday  saturday they went®
dancing they were

high steppers then

in the glaucoma clinic
his first instinct to

run but - he stands then picks his wav

care takes the necessary steps
laser beams bring down ~
pressure  bright flash

just for the

~wink of an*

eye  possibility of bllndness
disappears

once again he , .
steps across the threshvfﬁi(don't
stumble)  at the sight W¥#im

my eyes fill he reaches “£&¥

my hand care

to dance he says

e
< ! AR

oy
[

)

with

gy



Thomas and Nain

ihpme from work in the slate quarrv

Thomas finds her :
pressed against the back corner of the fence
crumpled paper bag
wind-driven

caught

pinched eyes stare
down at the ground

Jesus is coming for me today
she assures the dahlias
good black taffeta flaps at
black stick legs

white hands hang

empty at her sides

Jesus is coming for me today

gently Thomas leads her back
along the slate walk

into the house
his battered hands press herii?to

the green wing chair by the

window she stares

astonished

at _the parlor

Jesus is coming for me today

she assures the plaster cat

leaning forward her flat black church hat.
perched a crazy .angle .

Jésus is coming for me -todav

Thomas brings her white tea and
buttered bread folded over
he sits on the low stool
beside her

the clock ticks

¢

the quarry whistle shreiks

the dead stare from the mantle F%

o

30
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she looks up

she holds him with a gaze

reserved for sttangers

absently pifiching soft bread between
thumb and first finger
"she rolls a tiny bread ball

holds it to blue Iips in

thoughtful communio

Jesus is coming for me today

she assures him

Thomas stares at his scarred hands
split nails
split slates
layered lives blasted from quarry face

1

grandfather
father .
Thomas  lifts the blue teacup

she sucks the tea
false teeth click the cup
she looks up at him

Jesus is coming for me today

-~
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Pieta

. vision and prayer

slim hope born of woman's womb
heart-print of man

cunning hands raise the hlgh rood
at dawn - fling him woundward .

¢

at his rest he hangs enduring tomorrow into darkness

and splashed pain

men crown his brow his
eyes blaze bright miracles under
dazzled heaven

this maiden bears him  this

stone rolls inta her heart

one kiss she gives him - her be-
loved in the dark womb of

death  her son,

lies crouched barg

how she rocks him cries

blind dumbfounding grief - her life
wound around his. heart = her heart
vision-slain  driven through the
furied kingdom

O



* k\\\\ufj’
Peter

‘she waits curled on the green
‘carpet by the fire '
son Peter leans forward touches his nose to her
soft throat she ,

‘reaches up | draws his face

close to Hers he laughs -

the brand-new man's voice

startles her he eases

down beside her  snuggles in to her nec:. ‘hat
comfortahleplace he 'has loved for

years ' they watch the fire light

touch of ;his hand the old cat
purrs  drifts off to sleep
dreams him her

little boy again

-

<



Sarah's pas de chat"

. -
dance your birth ‘dance daughter

1ift up out of the yawning sea

belly sliced open for your entrance - dance
quick turns whirl oet from cramped walls caged
thoughts  defy |

grav 'ty = dance . ‘ ¢

green waves fishes dazzle of

stars dance midnight darkness and

blood

dance, little cat
claws teeth you
know them well  innocent
brutal

y

ddnce daughter :

dance sand-castle puddle yellow
sunshine = willow your

grace ’

34
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-why 4 ask . S e

In the spaying process the navel of the female gat is
tucked into the fold -of the incision. .

my cat is sad

she quizzles up her little face

head tipped - |

to one side B
green eyes n
pensive . to

she tells me she wants ' "< = S W
a belly buttor”ef her ‘own

LA

would you . . A

they're so (she‘gropés for words)

‘wonderful

wonderful i ask
yes ‘she says T '
wonderful i feel belly buttods (she sighs)
are absolutely mystical S

a tie a break perfect

antithesis Lo

eschatalogical genesis aoL

her eyes (wonderful) L e

gaze off T v

through the picture window to,the N
world

o
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my cat is sad

N

‘i v
she quizzles up her little face
head tipped ‘ - . <.
to one side 'k ",
green eyes . )

. i * ¢
pensive . ‘
she tells me she waﬁtél‘ S R
L ¢ o o 7
a belly buttor’ ¢f her own L
L ‘.
. . v W h (S
-why 4 ask i S ot , ® .
N : N b f -
would you ' i R .
they're so (she gropes for words) ~ ' )
‘wonderful
wonderful i ask ‘
yes ‘she says T o '
wonderful i feel bellv buttorns  (she sighs) \
are absolutely mystical C ‘ ’
a tie a break perfect - ‘ k R
antithesis ' L
eschatalogical genesis AT
her eyes (wonderful) L e
gaze off T v
through the picture window to,the N
world
‘-., z;'
™o ‘ °
n
4
ly‘
S8
'Y g'
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driver

she chucks her bag insback
jumps hard brown body

behind the wheel

(dark-green back-woods Morris)

“bangs the tinny door

_revs 'er up

sunglasses squared .

- mirror just right (no cops)
first gear the Morris hgps like a fart damn

where the hell is second

a cow looks up

chews once

blue sky !winks between the spruces
second .keep 'er in the ruts

the Morris whines c¢'mon vou

pile o' junk

~ long downhill unravels

[}

third engine drops a tone " she
eases back in her seat

soft breeze -shimmers

heatwaves on the Brickyard Road

et

Winding Road sign to the beach

two~track back road = she

takes a deep breath rams

stick in fourth . sun flicks windshield
tires kick gravel )
close spruces swoosh 1nte§m1ttent rhythm
she leans one slim elbow out the

window  tips Back, :

battered blue camp hat ~

jee-eez she's

Queen of the Road.

3t



for Beverly

. me an&éé9u be sisters -
we be tiie same y o8

+me and you (/

- coming from the same place

way inside

. me and you -

writing 1{nes

scratching our heads like
crazy me and you

got men got

troubles  loxdy lordy
gotta laugh them off
gotta love '

us® gotta

ring that bell and

sing -

-

X

hallélujah \

me and you be ,

sisters

1

“

-
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N\‘hﬂﬁjéo you rate how do you

3 ™ r ®

(/‘..
National Geographic Smell Survef September 1986

answer the questionnaire  ask others

to wait  remember '

there are questions on both sides don't be
offended ask yourself '
if you are a woman
whether you are

pregnant  remember odors
may be influenced by age ophysical
condition  sex and much

much more

let the smells arouse you let youf \
longing your

sadness your . ° ) -

passion be a
rose in the parlor

. fish on wooden barrows on the wharf salt

sweat on your lover's body remember

- there are questions on both sides \ .-

do y6u currently

smoke tobacco have you been diaghosed as having
hypertension ° bursitis morning sickness - have you

experienced a loss of

smell -of babies after baths of
libido and how wpuld you describe
yourself (in parentheses) 1in Ponoka in
love circle

one number for each

question and what is your

age are wou left- '

handed ~ alone don't be 4
offended remember there are .
questions on both sides

measure the smell of

tension Central High certain

men certain .
women in different situations what do you
say to yourself when smells

arouse you

answer to the best of your

ability '

N
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Mamie Mac's Wéshday

I used to,make up dreams
‘before that day

too tired:to dream at night but
that day  just a Saturday’
hangin' out the wash (ten k&ds my God the clothes
them youngsters go through in the run of a week

and my Alec pick 'n shovel man clotheg stiff with
pit dirt, and sweat) well like I sa1d

-1 used Js—L;ke to make up dreams

before that day

1 was gettin' to the bottom of the pile

pickin' up the last work shirt - shakin' it out
when Mother of God what do I spy'but an ear
lyin' in the bottom of the basket

now the kids \play tricks on me
(little devifs\fhat they are)
likely its rubber I think to myself
but its real enough
delicate and innocent  just lyin'
in the bottom of the basket
must have been in Alec's pants pockets
he's always got smoke butts or screw nails or
some rool thing to bugger up my wash
so [ ask myself how Alec would come by“an{ear
I mean the man's got the temper of Satan himself
but he'd never do the likes of this
not even drunk v
likely he'll have some big story for me tonight
\
well now Mami€ he'll say
ol' Phonse took anpther fit in the tavern tonlght
mutllated himself somethin'
wicked out of the goodness of me heart I took the ear
off his hands
what else would vou have me do

I'm standin' at the line wonderin'

what to do next when :
luriosity gets the best of me (it always does)
I pick up that ear ginger-like a shudder
goes through me from head to toe

it's as waxy as ‘the flesh of the dead



I throw a glance, around the yard makin' sure no one’s‘&ookinf

and give it a sniff  just the faintest whiff of
nutmeg I .squeeze it a tiny twig and Virgin Mary

41

a band starts playin' music beltin' straight out of that ecar

quick I shove it into the pin‘b‘ and stuff my apron in on Tup
that band don't stop the tuba's doin’

ba ba ba bums of McNamara's Band (McNamara used to be my
maiden name you know)

I stand there kinda stunned for a time _

Mama always said when somethin' was,gettin'your goat

just pretend it ain'y even botherin' you

I haul a breadcrust out of.my pocket and feed the}goose (she
follows me around when I'm Hangin' out the wash) . - .,
I stand there ‘Wwaitin' )
clothes flappin' in the sou'east breeze (great dryin' dav)
after a long while everything goes quiet and still

I can hear Sean and the young kids up the far pasture playin'
hoist your sail

&1

I check my own ears  just in case

they're both still fast®ned on tlght as the skin on an eel
I“wonder if maybe I been

makin' up dreams again (mind I was feelin' a mite

queer in the head when I was putfin' them cléthes through the -
“ wringer) - I look around :

just a Saturday morning in May

just like any other day

the house  the yard

the elothes line the chicken coop everything
just the same as it always was

»

I take a deep breath and say a prayer to the Virgin Mother

Holy Mary I promise not to

make up dreams [ always knew = deep down

I was playin' into the devil's hand . .
wicked it was _to make up dreams to get myscli’
through the days but I

solemnly swear Holy Mother I will never

make up dreams again '

and keep my mind on my work

and think Holy Thoughts

I pick up

the clothes basket

the pin bag ,

and start headin' for the house



*

three sheets to the wigd

i pin sheets to the line
sheets white  pristine
prop the line to

keep the ®heets from:
dragging 1

raise my arm  poised
wait for words

from underneath i P
prop my mind against t¥%
reach up 1 can barely
touch -the edge i
want - kg write
you r exhals
stirs, the %Q?&
your breath ytHegs
inspiration {Ekas

T
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you breathin'’

you

breathin' my name

with a sigh

and i

fly to the moon
laughing*high gold notes
twinkling the night sky
a woman

comin' through the

just a

poop-diddley woman on a
souped-up broomst4ck
comin' through the

sigh  you

breathin' my

. game

43
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dream whip

dream of you leaves me

wide awake  body

wanting you beside

myself i

get up in dim light .
wander to the half-lit
kitchen window -winter

snow moon  smooth white
curves” body in

reflection

i find myself half a

bowl of dream whip take .
spoon from drawer  remember
you‘@%qég my back  taste
smooth curve  hollow of your hip
kiss

£ O O

j=n
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Fa)
madness of the moon

four in the morning  light
pearls white comb on
marble tabletop b
pint tinged dawn softens
comb to harp

i Hear music  bare feet
brush sea-green linoleum
dancing 1 glance back
the white comb

abandoned by yvour hand
so carelessly to

lunar %iagic

)
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YA
.~ Mmoments iqike this
4
you me"
black highway i A
in the flicker of passing car lights i meet
your eyes '
last turn before the exit you
touch my cheek
yes 1 say silently
yes

&

S
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5", - - connection
ﬁé' T

)

.ﬁ%’ ., telephone rings
Ui pick it up we make

connection

you laugh two thousand miles away connection
thread of vpice between us  the line we reach out

miles
see you

across the gap i can barely
at first  then

putting myself gingerly on the line catch a

glimpse

of your green umbrella

you balance your

loneline
to me
the line
recover

ss on the line make your way

trembles between us we
the balance keep

eyes on each other  vyou smile
two thousand miles away

we pause

we don't want to break the connection

-~

e~

~d4
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treginning of summer

lights across the bay wink in
pink dusk one big
fishing boat putters in the distance  slices
water's surface  black wake lines slide
under the edge of ‘
break softly on the
pilings my mind and
overhead a jet cuts a
white vapour trail pe ‘gt : .
perpendicular to the ‘
far shore  the skyv
neatly halved ' .
silver eyelash moon o
silhouetted hiﬂltops a
\ .
) /

3

from somewhere a radio

plays artie shaw

grace notes float out over

the surface -
drift up rest on the
inside curve of the
moon
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