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'SHE MAKES ME BEAUTIFUL = .




Vo
i

/ . T
/the workervSheVéohes

/' every %lx mon7h
oA tell. her ;
///' my mouth is‘y
", from eatlng %ap

“my back blegds
from the:sy%ap

')

.father.dehieS‘

the_fOSte ‘
was her last

says "I
“home/ th se scars are
,alsovin/her head"’ N
smiles at the worker
shoulder with .

: ‘.l'arge/ hands - they b'O"th.

are #mlllng she says”

"Be a Good gmrl" ‘drives, away
blg black car o

heart beats

.’1ke grouse drummlng

\h“hls smllvnv eyes
/ are lizard's are glass v
_/g his hand holds the strap
/' \dlpped in the barrel
DA T¥at. catches rawn -

%gg want to swallow myself
whole' e LT



t.

N

2.

i come home late from school

afrald

of the strap slow i pull

‘the spool handle of screenvdoor,

xbﬁtimy words have broken
' o ' Cwings:

. my speaking

1"but‘mydeyes see

" he bangs my brother's

head on the floor =

i try to yell stop

S . stop
try to call foster mother .
leaning against ‘the sink

their feathers smother

N

become two people \\‘

\

RN

v

} one watchlng
the other 0rabb1ng the rlfle '

heads i p01nt cold metal
at the father walktnﬂ’,arm'v
outstretched 'eyes smlllng

o the blue strap BN
1fhang1ng byéthe kltchen door .
- see the}brother s ‘blood . '

Shlny pools on’ 11noleum

',.thet explodes rabblt and goph

er . “

NS
N

’ﬁbt belleV1ng "Give 1t here’
‘.or I 11 wrap 1t round. your neck"



t\\; A4
i shbot the father =
'shoot ‘the mother. the brother p
trapped on the floor ’ )
, by his teeth of fear '
o CoL Y
‘1 become one person slowly
.ﬁ/_ '.> ' moving together
as in snow ‘moving
- towards the river
a' b
N "-"{ ’v

c ey



(my ears stuffed.
with grass/ my tongue, ,, ‘_ -
shrivelled like winter '

be}ries) ”the,worker |
_ she talks"leads me inside
La bulldlng of brlcks

- | o
| SR . S
¢ : . :
' ' ~doors close

|
| father and mothereand — ‘ oA

brother their splrlts reach

with long eyes. 'to take me away
/lbut; worker 'she grabs me

says'"No they re alive"

nd man w1th large hands
. ‘ . v [)
/holds me down - - o .

..shut my eydﬂ R A
_to their calllng e

burrow deep 1nto darknees
'only badger can find me
dig me outv7’ '
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=~ ¢
when snow falls Ce
‘worker says "Time -
to find a job . /

nothing here excepi
in summer cleahing rooms"

bus goes fast ‘
trees are 1ess and les;
land rolled flat
by sun smashed. by sky K

o feel scared llke bush rabblt

‘no olace to hlde

<

a0

-« %
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_éttfirst i don't know

Hligﬁts at corners

walk when hand is raised

cars honk drivers shake

_fists-and yell

" at first 1 smile
but faces are dead
no one speaks
i become silent as deer's
" breath in winter
.
at first i sit in parks
by trees and rows of Sparrows
but they are not nice places
bottles in bushes men
who cough and stare

at first i don't know



6.

beer she comferts me
she makes me

remember words

river pebbkes in mouth
makes everyone

my friénd

makes me laugh

beer she makes me
beautiful
makes hair shine

raven wings

-

puts man's han
warm thigh maKes me
ache nice between legs

on

beer she makes me

laugh

o
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this scar see

beadwork on my neck
from ear to ear
Marlene did it

cause her man bought me
beer nothlng else

no hand in pants

just frlendly like

right in front of the bar
she jumped me

slit my throat

so easy it'was blood
steaming on snow like deer
guts after the kill

i didn't tell no one

vwho done it

but when i got out of hospltal
i go to sporting store

buy aluminum bat

find Marlene on Rose Street

. smash.her legs |
the'sound of bat on bone

like the whack of a home- >
run ball '

when she gets out
i'm gonna do it again
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UNTO ALL LOVERS COURAGE

f

10 -



11

e

“or,. lyke as trees and erbys burgenyth and florysshyth
in May, in lyke wyse every lusty harte that ys ony
maner of lover spryngith, ‘burgenyth, buddyth and x
florysshyth in lusty dedis. For it ‘gyvyth unto all’ |
lovers corrayge, t afdlUsty mone th of MNay .‘-'4/

But nowadayeé mery can nat love sevennyzht but they
muste have all t é desyres. That love may nat h
,endufe\by reson, fo where they be the sone accorded
and hasty,.heete sone keelyth.  And ryfht/éo faryth
the love;ﬁpwadyaes, ?dne_hote sone colde. Thys ys no

stabylyte.

-- Sir Thomas Nalory



MORAIN LE FAY

“rom your beard'and eyes
I'11 melt the ice
'when I let you in my bed
but I'll also tell you .
of my other lovers '
~how they made me shiver o
as they stroked ‘my back
how they pnalsed my breasts
w1th Wet tongues

°©

"%hen you feel secure

and fall asleep “

I'11 suck the magic

from between your legs
'.seal your eyelids

with water-clear stones
Althouvh you'll call out
no one Wlll hear e

. You must lie in walt

+ Sometimes I' ll appear
“in 1 changed form - .
a crow snapplns Lts beak
~ above your eyes, ,
or a lithe white hound
llck1ng the crack of your’ ass
Perhaps I'11 be’ a serpent |
. you must kiss _h
?ibefore I wrlthe 1nto a. woman agaln .

LN

mSeldOm Wlll I brlng you Jjoy
The rloples from my stones

W111 01rcle’

}long after I have let you go:

i

v %42'1.@C¢

oy
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THE TAMING OF THE UNIGORN -

Three mornings and nothing hasAhappened;

But
- and

today she hears a. tongue lap water
hooves sink into sand

In her mlrror she sees ,
where they squat behind. her' ,
s1lent as the tall grasses. Their\fabes

frozen in glass: the betrothed, the father,“

the
hlS

lover,¥the sun encircling
head_llke a noose.

" A nose sniffs. the hem of her sklrt
nuzzles her stlll whlte hand.

" She

the
but

wants to move, 0 frlghten
animal back into the shadow
the warmth on her skln _

recalls the breath of her lover

and

_the m01st darkness of earth -

that wwll hold h1m'
if she falls.

She

the

J

' ‘huns\:he Noman s Song S _ R
~ learned the hours of wawtlpg,v B

ours of the hunt. She sings

softly so the men won' t hear, the son-'r

.mor

iThe
“The
- His

© the.

subtle than the serpent s KlSS.

‘unicorn lays hi% head across her lap.,

whlte beard brushes her. arm. . ‘
eyes, liquid as. sun, ‘become oo
centre of her-tw1st1ngwworld.* -

13



She touches the horn once

w1th the tlps of her flneers follows

the skeln of ltht as 1t spirals

‘before the men p1n his legs and her father
with one swift stroke lops off the head -
;'holds it trlumphant

above him (her face

~caught in the large dead eyes),

14



FROM THE GARDEN I SEE HIM

He‘rides the horizon

on a-dusty thick-necked stallion.

Bottle raised in hand

head thrown back and Jeans
hard as leather

"My God," I cry

"Save me from good men"

-1 gather my skirts and run

but as I near
the. geldlng flashes whlte ‘

the bottle 1s a shleld and he .

pulls me up be81de him

Hrldes me;to mountains
that.slam the sky}shut

There the horse turns hobby

’»rocks in “the oarden w1nd
‘and he plcks hybrld roses
- to klll the. smell of lov1ng
'1n our narrow bed

o o
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as a fallén b1rd it dies .
in the far corner of. your mind. © . 7

naround your: eye. You bury 1t R

It w111 be born agawn o _
‘ 'Untl% you bury it in my bones.v
1}_Tnslde my skull the wings beatlng

THERE WILL BE NO CH;zﬁgaa_ R

-/
/!

It’twista,in»myaflat~belly,'the head' | ufav N

‘ large enough: to hold'the’eyes.fw
Like the lloness I whelp,
4clean the. mucous from the nose and mouth

but you refuse. -/

to breathe 1nto the bluelng body . Small’

e "l
B Al
<

The: moxst feathers on its back -

‘3,st1ck to the blood of its blrth

and its tall coils. lwke a serpent - L /'

»among gravestones the moon shapes -  "' t;/"
- 1nto teeth 1n the earth s black mouth.

I hear the ‘sound of your shovel

~the- clawed foot scraplng

;the shrunken womb.-'i' S N fljl’ SENA

- / s , -
./. :

’

lwka a pulse.'

216
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in pieces

ud;.You are to be |
~ the. hero of your own story C
”hthe glant a devourer of maldens ;

d‘ and bapt1Zed chlldren '

THE LAST GIANT

Vhen you climb 'the mbuntain

tO‘klll yoy”Aiast glant

you leave me at the. foot.

.. to praise-

'as you ascend .

(1_am tired of battles

_Nost years you are away

and I fold 1nto aging - hldeaf"

"yogg chlldren your wounds
71swallow them l1ke darkness)

I cannot see beyond the trees h‘

but. I hear the glant s roar
the clatter of your weapons

’a-Your scream stones my eyes.

I see everythlnp

Vthe:treeshtheasune
~the shattered:
~fmodntain o

&

‘ThlS 1s not the way

I~

it was' to happen

'{fHe did not ravish me .
fas I trembled ‘in- the shadow vn“
. of hlS bearded coat S
. .but- la1d your head gentIy
'hihhln my lap | e

o

17




:l,urens>nes§.1n

. _ ‘\
thidﬁ it around

‘the neck of my horse.
A7and bore it home o
'ghung it in the apple tree -
;out81de our window |
)?Although you cannot see
. your. tongue is now. a bloégom

‘and 31ng the songs . o
of your chlldren -

dancing g o .::"

the sockets of your eyes

18



NIMUE

“In the
I entice him into-a cave
and throueh maglc deV1ces -

There are”mahy versions

At

opular story

roll away the sky with a b1g stone

that even his charms

'lcannot Chlp away

Tn and%hertfaler

I pefsuade.him to lie

in a lovers 'tOmb'

. to see if there S room

for my bones beS1de him
Then I coffln hlm_lnk

~ with a smlle

But

l\carry hlm. mny. pocket —;

‘and a long stone slab o

the ‘truth is
e ) -
~ have shrunk hlm'_

'_a,w1zened“man[

. no 5igger:than’a'raisinﬂ

- He is not}unhappy

~ He.dances on. my. palm'7"

Sllght as an eyelash
' Qests in my ear

,to,whlsper-me:theenighff S

b

Ll
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MERLIN - R R .

In lh1s time of beasts
copulate 1ndlscr1m1nately.‘\ _ B
,w1thlbulls, : ’

snake pwith dogs. .

The strangest beasts are | ‘ | »
wborn. an eagle S head ' : '
SN JOlned with a.lion's ass,
ribs qo huge and bent
they are used for bowls,' .‘.” o .
toéﬂails so large = v ’ '

they make)cups‘ S ' .'@.
to drink from.

" Beasts that cast
a‘man'sthadow.

. And what have I done?
’1.51mp1y tried to seduce -
® ‘a water fairy, °(3‘ SRR Sy o

one perfect in her form.® ) L BT

No fleshy wings, no}scales,m-- ' R
}not“a fish with feet | a
. but a maiden _

’ “{WhO rose. from the Water i -
and the lake lay undlsturbed-— ,f’
no storms portended-- SR

;f:how was 1 to know?v;iff/ffg‘ Ty

R ~

. ;'she had no songs :

',?}A”to break men on the rocks v R ' :
| rbut smlled aﬁ&_nodded a :'f S "; i i,n»f:.",»’ ”Q_ -

_j'{~jand smlled\agaln.i , i.év' S L T SRR

"'““vahen she asked me for my maglzf_fﬂe,'f S a N

Promﬁsed favours 1n return | Tl i

0
5

.~
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Fea

‘that dies.

.\‘

stroked my greying beard

Ahd I, the Devil's son, I

who brought Uther Pendragon

to his queen and caused the birth

of Arthur; I, who foretold the sin
that ruine& a kingdom, moved boulders
the Titans could not budge I

laid low-by a water maiden,

a willow girl less important

than my smallest hair.

Oh, that I were a winged bull

“%o batter this stone with horns '

‘to blaze the sky

until I find hew

pin her with my hooves
‘mpgm%’ﬁer from behind

.sﬁgrt and slobber

sink my teeth into her shoulder
the soft flesh . » . a sound

on the other side of stone?

She often comes to listen
where I rot in this damp holg#g

To her my tongue is but a ‘gf

moved only by a frivolous wind

Nimue, I will sing

the song ofsour golden daughters,
our splendid sons,

In this time of beasts

our beautiful children

rery to be born. Our beautiful

21



children cry. y
It is no use. ’

Nords swallow themselves in echoes.

Not a mermaid, but a maiden . ...

Her legs might as well have been joined,
they did not part

for me.

22
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COUFLE

Once I tried to feed you poisoned apples
but you knew the trick, and gave them to
. . . } A r‘ . ‘
the birds that I had lured into my garden, -
the pattern of their wings beaten in the loam.
. Once I stood above you with a knife but .
you awoke and swallowed the blade as if
it were a flake of chocolate, then- klssed me

with your sharp and silver tongue.

|8

Under my pillow you found a gun, aimed it
.8t my head, but it shot only blanks.

You had replaced the bullets the night before.
rerhaps you swallowed them too, -

and when you kiss me tonight,“you'li fire one
down my throat or through my breast.

I am afraid to go to bed..
You are not to be trusted. ¢



LANCELOT 2

Too old to fight, too tired
and where is the cause?

The red sun falls,

My sword is rust, my armour -
green, soft with moSS. btxll

the wounds speak, they sing
of battles:. horses .and men
rot. in the vulture's shadow,
faces are ritboned, flowers
that are hands ,
lie strewn on the fields. .

#hich memories to save?
which me@or1es to W1pe
these wounds away, llke maggots
eat them clean?

"riendship cannot bring me ‘peace}
Arthur, brother more -than klhg,
gave me his love like a- ]OHStlnF prlze,
“placed the laurel on my head
I crowned him _
with a rack of horns.

Guinevere my lady brings no comfort.

A

. I saved her from burning

drowned the 'flames in blood. N
-Around the stake my'friends,.,
good knighfs, lay dead - as wood

. to feed our fire.

'Gulnevere + ¢ . I could not see
the serpents in her hair.:



#hat memories?

The fair maid who nursed me

into life, begged to be my wife,
my paramour. I offered her _

a thousand pounds, the best knight
I could find. Now dressed in white
she drifts through my dark waters.
A hunchback steersman guldes her _
to the marriage bed. I pay
mass-pennies for her soul
while the cold pale lgver ,

unties her belt ’

- and takes her.

¥hich memories to save?

. Nhich memories to staunch

this blood?  There ié no healing.

Age brings newther peace nor: 31lence.

The balsam tree is hacked by axes. _

The swan's death trumpet »
louder than the mourning dove.

25
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- L "Could we go back
" To the old garden,_we should not stay long,

?

And have the taste of earth.”

| ""E9 Ao RObihSOr:\ -

27

The frult that we should find would all be fallen,‘



1,

It is difficult to write
of this return:

A

Dust settles-in my throét

~ Ditches. are burnt black
for grass and weeds
grow too high/ will trap
‘the ‘snow and block

the only road frdm'town =

28



2.

To drop into the past effortlessly _
To walk through the yard past rusted

mach1nery—- vutted ‘gtoves and wrlngerless

“washers, and fall‘through_rotted boards
into the dry well landing at the bottom
soft as down ' '

29
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.3. ‘\

The wa& backi the tracks ahead"
s_flll with snow a whlteness _

~ swallows the road ' -

- and wha_t,w\s ahead or behin’d

I drlve slowly but the rlght twres sink
-Jn,the hidden ditch. The car. leans
into a'death. I imagine

my body's ﬁree21ng, the thick »
‘skin lwke grapefrult rinds =~ R

I push and. shovel

claw, a maddened bird, unt11
-fingers numb, I sit 1n the car

» Darkness surrounds me W1th wings
'ushadows in snow ' '

‘fg I walt

,turn on the radlo ‘
know. he. will come § \
- pull me out W1th his heavy chawn
| pull_me home



.
4 f
] oy

e see‘bféath_clouds_

before the deer,'sense'wafﬁ%h_,

- before movement

- I will bhe bfeath

melting the ice behind his eyes

~warming 'his throat

with my speaking
= : /

31



5.

He has planted A
‘rows-.and rows of trees
~8lberian elm  black poplar caragana

chokecherry spruce TR
He ,has changed O ‘ —%\\\\<;'

the shape of my sky

32
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: 5.

 'Nhen you were away -

" he says o R
“the wind fell.
o | . ¥
. #indows moved in and dut
_'Shihgiéé_ﬁere>¢rows in tfe.wind
_The caraganas were stripped-

1iké”sun—peeled»skinv T ‘,.-

;}fThe_spruce“upehded ana@pUr land
blew five miles dowy the road
- That 'is why I moved the house

NQw‘dQ youiunderstahd? |

33
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Not even this body !
1sfunher
CleaanhavenAsuddenly““'
he hasVSWallowedbhiS chin -,
no longer wears glasses

looks at me directly

- with piastic eyes'
that tear when he trles
to see

. & 4 T

Thinner o

 (Eat better since -
you‘left. ATwo’#egeta@les“.*
per meal, no crumb cakes,
New Ybrkrdelight,‘orfaﬁﬁie_
crisp pudding) = ¢ .
he runs. every‘morning

.uphvli against the w1nd |
the sun a steam—roIE%F s
,on his back
I can roll my. flst
n the hollow of %ﬂs chest

~L€3p his th bones in my hands

f“ 34\
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8.

I will be the butterfly
my pattern unrepeated

Just one wing

I will light

~on the lined skin

below his eye
_ delicate
as lost words we both

remember SUa

I will be beautiful
because I won't be whole
Unsuitable o

for g}ass or frame

Nindtétilled wind-driven
My~second wing
will be the sky

g
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9.

The first morning

I vacuum corners, watch addresses
shrivel in fire, shine

each spattered mirror

He knows me

by smell, the kitchen sounds,

the bend of my body in sleep

And now I sleep more
except at night when I stand
at the southern window and listen

to the panic of wings

. “6‘)

P2
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The dog will not come

sits in the corner, snarls
when I pass

Today as. I lower her dish

she triés to bite me *
clamps her teeth on my sleeve
héngs like a funeral bell -

She remembers my leaving

[
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1.

I will be \

the tongue of a bird

curled in the cage

of his hands |
lsinging



12,
‘I fold his t-shirts

place them on his shelves

The cotton is warm from the dryer

~ stained from his mixing of colors

‘The smell is clean

like sheets of billowed snow.
v Todayll‘unpack" -
the last suitcaseé
carry it hollow down
the bésement



13.

s

He warms the car.

scrapes frost in the dark mornings

’ doesn't speak
| before breskfast

I toast the bread |

crack eggs into the ojled pan
Our snares of words "/fy_
no longer tighten or choke

‘the air between us

Like wild creatures, we know
. when to circle approach -,
downwind slow’ o
Nemlive inttheicémfort‘
where night touches |
mute | .. |

.as.wings of moths

Lo



' LETTERS T0 A DISTANT LOVER

5 b1



"},1‘} but that she was both 10ayre and ﬁood'

| and . much was I beholdyn unto her, but she
"loved me oute of mesure.ﬁ

s

L2
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THIS ONE'S TOR YOU

i

'Hey, big hummer, .
Who'cap)Strut like you?
1brotch'tight jeans, boo%s N
shiny as’ pool balls,»heels 3
noundlng stars wnto pavement
you call sky..

,Hey, blg rooster, -'
who can cockadoodledo
e 11ke_you do?"You‘ralse fhe i
bloody sun from his corner

your voice, brass - o
*‘bell‘in the’ring.. wKQS“ )

Hey, prlze flghter,v_iv
ho can .fuck 11ke you?
e‘Nomen howl,your‘name, v
say no man wiiletake
your place, buzz them -
.;llke an. electrlc drlll.

- You spin the world

-'on ‘“the " end of your cocku

fiHey; big;%alker,e,l;

:jwalted all my ‘life. >,

1for a man llke you.,. _
"eCome my way, I 11 blow : o
_kfethe fuses 1n,your blg machlne.,;
 short all your 01rcu1ts.j,‘-u-

:'f'I 11 break the balls |
‘,.._vyou rack on the table,‘eg;; 1;;;e

”~I~llﬂbust yOur pool cue.,fi

-

e
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A

TONIGHT YOU TURN

-Tonight you turn
‘your glass upside down
beer runs into my lap .

. you throw ‘the keys at me,

llke money, fuck you,

- leave the barxand'I

finish my drink
» walk to the dark lot.
"~ where you p1ss between cars

All the. way home -
the wheel holds my shakwnvb
hands and suddenly you want
,'to protect ‘me. ’
lwe on top i

press me 1nto earth /j

a5 if the sky SDlt stone

and your bdbroad back would bfeak_,---

the paih v L
Aoove me you turn‘

'but not away.. Ts it nere' ,

that t beglns° IR o

i
!

KL
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S0 YOU SAY YOU ARE GOING AWAY

.as you sleep, my.love,l
my tongue darts . ' |
down your chest,vyour belly
presses my Dlgments
into your skln
“you will leave .
butflikeﬁaiTatfoo;Mén‘
carry my serpents '
‘aWakén e;chrnighf
b"to the sound

b hl !t )

of thelr sedulous matlng



k's 0 DYING
“¢all
le night

4 -ht T shot you |
F 220, pushed you | B
5 the river .

you keep rlsnng,
1ng,your dead

wherz are ‘the flSh
‘that devour, the d1v1ng gull

. the water that. softens

"my-dieams entangle me-
in, your foamlnv mane,

‘come morning; I wwll drown



a .

WY NEW OLD MAN, HE'S SO GOOD
‘ﬁh ved, does tricks, can
" come on his head or n
swinging from the light
‘enter ﬁe, a cork; Pop!
fills me up |
~or best when still
I move-over him’
my 31ippery"skiﬁ,‘snake
..vSWallows mouse,7he dies
inside me often, I breathe *
him into life, lick him
" from darkness, his and mine
“or just7thé\%ight,"
| TR

oo
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- dark spaces grow -

LEAVING - .

I have grown old g
from leavi§§S’{' : /]

this tlme
“should not matter
I know the words the ﬁestures
as well as
the hairs
- in the-dip of -your back
:"-the,whlte skin o
" of-your inner tp{gh o
f.the“ghaShing of your teeth.
as you grihd'the’bones of night

bdt;when you go_"

so silently .
vypur~§houlde;s balanéing‘
. the Bhrinking sun’ o
" your neels spinning
7 thé world away .

my. third”eyelid=dropS‘  . SRR

‘between my flnverS_kH"
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NOVEMBER POEM
@

Ne have reached a white
and vacant place. Boundaries
disappear: the sky spills
over the horizon.
fencés are buried, the paths
we Broke through ‘snow.
Every bird we créate
flies from our palms,>
beats itself
. against the sky that betrays.

N#e have reached the end
of all we have known. |
, You are not the man
) I dreamed into Being
] - at the lake edge
| man beside me
sun-warm '
" pants rolled up
as new—bornAcaxfish
swarmed around our feet
" blessed our skin
with flicKs
of thelr black tails.
I am not the woman " .
: you fashloned with a lover s patwence
woman’ of softness and waltwng.
'Stones-I bring you from “the fields
are for killing, not for grinding

corn to meal.
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But there is no going back.

#e move from the open into trees
where the breath of all the animals
we have not seen )
.hangs crystal in the frozen air.



\

LETTER

OQur first daughter

with pinking shears cut. out

her mouth, stuck it on the mirror,

,a lipstick drawing, then spoke

her death in blood. Our second daughter
swallowed a word I had carved

into a hook and died across the table
spilling her wine on the white lace cloth.
The youngest son sewed Wy love

into his pockets and fell into the dead
trees reaching from the river.

I keep their baby teeth in jars, hand
prints in books. All our children kill
themselves, I write.

51



IN DARKNESS I WATCH YOU

s

‘Later, when you sleep with another,

tell her you have never loved
like this, I'1l1 remember tonight
people sitting at your feet
listening to words.

pulled through your fingers

1like touchstones
~worried to the shape of your thoughts

| This is fear, you say,
and this. This is loneliness;
the dark stone, |despair.
The one never found is love.

In darknessbl watgh you. I touch

the flower/you bought in 01d Montreal,

stem tied around a button on my vest.

Yellow»petals‘turning brown, scent is

the'last thinglto die.

52
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Sadness that says

o g

- *

IET ME HAVE AN HONEST SADNESS

I am tired

of the slow sadness

that sits on my shoulders
with the welght.of memory

Let me have an honest sadness

that breaks through skln , '
like shoulder blades, sadness;w\‘nl
trailing bloed over snow '
like a fox dragging its belly

. from the roar of the Arctic Cat,

sadness that smashes |
with a lead pipe and hands
of an old lover | .
‘ “not forgotten

"There is no place
to escape the wind
There is no room
~ with unbroken panes
no blanket to cover
- your head.
The sound in the bush is
the animal - o
There is no time for
one - last poem

53



' THIRD PERSON - ©

you have become my

" lover "_ -

and I must suffer

your absences ,‘ ' .

‘your emptiness in the mailbox cavern

,your silence in the}phdne's_mouth |

I think of you‘ _ g

in the third person

you are the-he |

whé is noﬁ‘hefe

‘there is no you

in'myjbéd ' just a corpse

legé'and arms stiff as prick

wordless flesh heavy on

- my chest that heaves.

to throw you (he) off

but the body is too solid

avfingertin'my cunt - -,

" everynight no words ‘

just.bruises_" "

shaped by me
R (or him) .

you hé#enbéCOme‘my lover
heavy stiff (him) bearing down

—

5l



. HANDS' OF ABSENCE

the hands
"of my absence , 7
‘are touching you now - |

it is not the ghost .
- of the woman who died . -
in thls house."' | B
‘not. the woman of bloodled sheets
._seeklng reéenge for betrayed love

mythands search only
for presence '
do not tremble

’_ﬁfhey,are”net;strong‘enough  e
’to“strangleuer bruise‘,

f_they are Just
fingers of memory R

ep‘llght and_smooth '

_ on your white shoulder
1as you. 11e uncovered ’
'1n sleep ‘

55
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LETTER TO A DISTANT LOVER

The leper . :
that I wrote of yesterday '

of course 'is ‘you

No mouth for speaking

only the eyes "whole

¥ires 'in the caves of his face
He begs .

,’stretches his hand - .
“but the flesh has been eaten

from the centre of his palm

and he has no flngers to- touch

or srasp

- The cowns I place

drop through

- I have not seen him

slnce the marketplaee

-but his eyes ‘are plnned
o between my breasts R o
Their flames lead me throush darkness -

’f.ﬁto wrlte to you

_Lerhaps there is somethlng here

ﬂiyou can understand

de{Will]be.hqmeﬂsoonk:,

2
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ATTER g

~ tossing the sheet aside
that‘covered words - .
 licking sweat.

from her upper lip

she says

..c .

Poets cannot llve o
together. ‘Now, for 1nstance,;»»

we wonder who Wlll wrlte

the flrst poem
~ about us.

'sliding his fingers , -
up ‘and down' her wet thlghs:_
he says.. o '

More 1mportant
‘whose poem will be better?

57



REUNION

I fall into L |
R ~the pattern of your loving
~follow your movements as the wing

e lelowsxthe mind

'the‘warmvsilent placés” |
forget so easily remember

“.of the bird



YOU
you are as perfect
as - my lover -

. ought to be

. that'is

. . E 2 ]
1 the delight of your gonvue

fspllts the skin of berries -

agalnst your teeth

’x‘bln your eyes I see:
a. strlke of flSheS
" the brass sky

',:'.agkingbird lights
“upon your finger

. the seeds of night

- you are as perfect
as my lover
ouﬂht to be

. gather stripes ;

from tigef'lilies:'

-to bUlld ‘a cage-f’"s' i
' ' that holds mev°

,_—‘,4

-4
§

rwng

eracks

-
‘.

T

Y
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" WHEN ALL THE WORDS ARE LOST

/hen the wrnd‘lies.

along the branches by our window

~ and only sparrows move, '

shake snow from folded wings,

T listen for whispers. ] | o ]
- Your eyes dart beneath their lids.

as if your body were, too small

- to hold thlS terror.

" 4hen the river is Sllenced :
"I hold the smell '

-“_.you leave me
| ,when you turn eway, watch o

_ 'you fall beyond the edge of fear _‘/
“and, w1nter, into: darkness o
that only you can name.

" When all the words are lost
my flngers touch your sleeplnv R o
T lonCr to tell youzr,', o /J:‘ : » f}Q
" the river breaks, N RS f«&.dv R
birds return and love P
’fis:as.posSibleias moﬁnfains;-;f

st

¢

RRY



DEATH WISH

~




o
4

' . , -
who hath woe? .who hath sorrow?

who hath contentions? who hath babbling?
.who hath wounds without cause? ‘
who hath rédneSs*gf eyest

¢

Y oo .
Proverbs 23:2¢



Give up words: a good knife,honed: and a needle
set in a matchbox.

-~ John Thompson

W

drawn across an iron bar,



“»

dead, dead, dead
T've put a bullet
through my head
I've used the blade
the noose, the gun

and still my dying's "

just begun

W



A

Before the poems, he says
we were happy

Now you look too closely
You 1lift the corners

of shadows. Before

wé wore the same
‘path into grasses
Together we planted
trees



he brouéht me gold
from poplar, red-wax
berries to siring

around my neck

I épread‘my arms N )
bark seals my mouth

crows fly away
with the blossoms _
‘ of my eyes.



I have lost my mind

look for it~ ‘
@ under the corners of shadows
- check hospital lists \
phone. the police 
’who‘ask for facts

it is ]
t as large-as the navel's

eye

+ as old as theASWallOW's

circle

¢ blue is woman is .imagination
A TS ) . .

——

R

~ Reward Offered: » _
I will give you children”_l, ‘
that look like you :

and 1'11 forget the sound ,
o ~of naming



we argue agéin
with the cold wire of logic
he slices into, my head

a mirror of words

hiding. his face

I bréak open
my veins
with shards of glass
say;glook;

'see what I am



looking in looking in-
51de, the eye of the needle,'

the knife searches:the gut
red organs spill from

the cave of flesh, glisten
like new snakes in the sun
and do we know and is there'time
to know before our muscles

." " ‘
"U

kick one last time, before
theumind_is nothing, a stone :

at the bottom of darkness, never
: ‘Spllt open for 1ts brlght thunder

/




Fon; the weekend my frlends VlSlt me,
* Ne wear each other's words like skin,
He is on. the out31de. ,
Tells them once I made bread.;
Now I burn thlngs. '
.They will grow hungry this weekend.» '
But he has bought doughnuts from the bakery. //'
’Perhaps w1th a llttle cheese .‘. f;‘ |

'They say: You must get»out of here.




(I have seen his death
many times \ A |
o the wheel wrenched from his hands
his head breasking the windshield

thé.slap of his flesh on pavement
a gathering of crows’ ‘ '
T am a charmlng widow

"blacken my nails’ and eyellds

on each death petal '

7. inscribe misery

the mortiéian-will'taste ny SOrrdw
f‘as I choose the coffin . R
~ the mlnlster 1ift my sklrt

‘on the . rlse of the grave

the lawyer. kiss my breasts _

whlle I read the W111 S

&

»
s

'” ,Rést'in.péace‘[myvlove),.



Strands,of barbedewire

taut between us; tufted with v
'clumps of halr., On one . fencepost

sits the hawk, its eyes and talons
'f1led to the hunter's points,

. waiting for ‘the qulck

movement 1n the grass.



At night I feiganleep, say: My brain is kndtted,
turning in my head like-a'grinding‘wheel.. T am V
- pinned to its spinning centre. I must:sleep. ’

B s | . - He is considerate.
Spills Ris semen in the shower, the water small hands.

I bend around his back, liking his touch outside of
.me, his warmth, the fine hﬁirs»onbthe»bécks of his
legs." | ». o : : L S

{



- We wétch cold stérs,
through his telescope
. The double stars are one | /-
~from our distance. He splits
‘thém with his mirror, mékes?
two from one .
- on the bear's tail ...



'Ey‘

Methddxv

wind the rope

through the folds of my reck

throw it over the branch
~my kicking feet shatter

the shining air and the sky
explodes its red B
$tars in my head

a black widow, I hang .

~ from 3 wind-strung thread

in the dark Hollow
behind his eyes

STy
oz
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Ty %
Y 4

'&/\
Clouds on the horlzon are peaked like mountalns; tﬁe
sunset spills on stubble. - ¥ith my woman s hands {

scrub it clean, cleaﬁse the stain of dylngo




one day the world will invert
the clouds become snow drifté\
hard enough to hold a woman
without her breaking

through |

soon I will step from the roof
‘ ‘ .

and walk

77
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Dust bu#lds between the windowpanes. EVery
Saturday I vacuum them, graveyard of flies.

The wind sands the glass, makes. windows breathe
in, breathe out, distorting~refléctions, faces

mirrored in the night.

|

78



when they land

they are people

tonight I dream

of hawks éircling

I catch their falling
feathers to camouflage

my skull

lower they swoop
their golden eyes sun-
spikes nailed above
pointed beaks

G )
I am one of them
fly in the wing's rush
to the sun's pounding

heart

hanging awkward from branches

on roots gnarled in stone

drbpping

broken

79
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make this food holy
this song holy 3
this body holy
make it dance a ﬂgths
dance with itstowderQ bones



"Bird feathers.

The muted grey of horned larks.

The |[yellow of a meadowlark's breast,
My beautiful cats--

thejive even eaten the wings,

my cats, they've eaten the wind.

-

81
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Method

i

.Drive to the curve above the riverbed. Push

the pedal to the" floor, the hand inside the Jeans.‘

l'Drlve this orgasm over the edge, the blood rush’

explodlng llke vlas@
Fooo .

A
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o

el

i Run thls pa1n down.l i

S | Beat t

w1th the flat of your feet
Sy '.w" Break it

“'w1th the fllnt of your hand
» o Run thlS paln

oy ER .dOW,nf’.
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Once I made bread: The smell of yeast blossoming in
sugar water, the dough pliable under my palms, kneading,
pattin', pushing'the dough flat‘with the -heels of my.
hands, scooplnv fingers through butter. pollshlng the

| smooth brown with yellow. ’ ‘ B S -

. After the bread comes crusted and hot from the oven,

I cut him a sllce, .
“the steam escapes like paln |



| “only debtors sink
~ ‘deliberate.as stone
~ into the river

. arms of lovers : g - <

v,‘are peeled of skln A

" the weight of pain e E )
: llghtenlng when they fall

it will bring you dréams °

85

Method: « -

dragged from t8e mud bottom .
1

hands ‘scraped raw .
efrom one: last effort
to grlp the ralllng/

as they lept o o ,‘g-=" c g [-:,:'". ;-”f'* -

f,.1f my flnger remalns :
. . . hooked ‘on the metal balustradel,

.gﬁw T o - wrap 1t in the halr of nlght |
.%fﬁ§;' ljl o .'4; -and place it under your plllowf‘

S



my clothes are crusted ;
with food » /
‘my teeth are.growing
~skin® R
"my halr smells strong
 like an animal's hide

no wonder he unwinds

: from my hands
“ S a paper b1rd

7Flam1n9 t&wards the sun

¥

. @

.
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| tonigh¥ he stérts a fire
to dry‘my hair~ ,
L . L want to curl ’
T "in the li¢k of flame

pln.the owl-down ash
soft as the skin of eyes

my bonés burnt pure my flésh a firevmy’éyes\blacker'
“than dead stars 1,. . e | ht;ﬁ
: sprlnkle me 1nfb an early wind s
~ look for me. jf o : .
drlftlng down A 5
..touchlnv‘rose berrles wath

'v%enﬁle frost. B



88

My’friendS-Séy come'andelive with us. ' The flat above
-our house. [Noﬁffhére are two Trench banadiaﬁs.‘ He"'
 want them to leave. Ihey_make too mich hoise.
 7loorboards squeaking, furniture banging. Always
fucking. Ve liké'ydu;~‘cdme,f,Plant a garden in our_)
'&érd5 between the lilac2bushés}‘:, o L

) . . : ¢



&ti1l the dying
" naked n public
open your mouth .

IR < I
say 4 .

~ ghhhh

Tty

;\gﬁ‘
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T

Plan a winter death: _
‘Walk'iﬁtp waves of snow
lie like an ancient shell"
filling,Wfth_the sound of

4 d

«

N anw,
falling

T . ) . R S PR
: .

‘sink.into wind
T S
curve of t

e e
4 )

Hg body

A

g

ripples ' -



'hggPlan a wind death;

on the highest hill
where graszes bend
. .in one dirgftion
T T swallow tﬁf )
rain-slicked/ wind
b it surges‘kownﬁmy throat
thrashes my voice until
there are no words
to tell of pain

dying inside out
- the wind my fiercest cancer



looking in and looking
'the knife searches -
zlistens
and do we know

and is therg

time B8

F N



. N ‘/'{ "
Taste the pistol's steel: -
my - tongue sticks
~ to cold metal

I squeeze the trigger
~ splatter my empty mquth
on the kitchen wall ,
_ia crimson péttern
of vords | L

/-never caid

¥



I feel guilt'for everything. I have not cleaned the
\houggl\have not made. supper, have noﬁ.walked the‘dog
Have not loved well or enough ' Co
Have not,put_thé candle in the window
Have not wiped the dust from his eyes

" Have not toﬁched his perfect bonggh

or dfied his wounds with my hair

[



Y.

.blood in the mouth the blood- ‘
) worm crawls behind the eyes

o words, Just blood and a thln
bone name that snaps between |
flngers, broken
wish -



[

. . wash dishes’

wash clé%hes'

wash floor

wash hair

wash hands

| wash away
wash away . | .‘Qf
| " wash away

96



Listen to | _ _
- the sHEpe of my\hands

) P

the voice in my wrisgs

~ ”

, o g SN
‘Break through my skin .
find me whole |
. drag me S N
free B
‘_{‘L
: b

97



plantfa'deqq tree
‘on my gravé? |

branches stripped'
.to hold a‘crowfé -

murder,'Sharp'tongue_»

~crazing the sky
with thin black
lines of death

»

98
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I will leave
the taste of earth
~in your ‘sleeping-mouth’

_the print of my tongue

on each‘CIOSéd eye

my darling, teach me how -

@

) tb_d;e' i
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_ HUMANS AND OTHER BEASTS -

k



_.quher w

'

a

s an ape, .I.don't know

-

who my father was...

A

F

== Tarzan *

v

Ex—=a
o

=y



“'-The animals move w1th snow

‘1Aunder the window, listen to the warm
. sounds of - your sleeplng By mornlng _
_lyou thlnk they have faded to- dreams, '
' you scrape nlght from the w1ndow ' .
ﬁf.They stretch on the doorstep llke dogs‘-.i

V°_through ice. and “hunger to this place
Lf’where memory 1s smell and the sound
" of your footsteps behind the grey walls

dean emptlness larger than hunger and you
_c1rcle 1ns1de thelr eyes.

S

ANTNMALS OF_WINTER

>

past the" trée- llne, the wood plle, up.

-to the housa. Whlte, 81lent as frost they lle /

s

After years of wanderlng they have returned

[

When ;ou look closely, thelr skin encloses!




~ COASTAL MAN

. gouge hlS door

hd -

"3 savage gulls

-

'He tells me

‘he is afraid of ogeans" n,‘..'

bullt his house on the Cllff

_ Trees cage’ hlm from j' oy

the wﬁves gleam, the WOmen
washéd ashore from. his past

: llke&dylng whales too large'w.

for hlS sorrow to contaln
And all his- chlldren playlng

in ‘the sand are drawn each day/

closer to the water S lure
Inland he hears thelr crles
(the women the chlldren)
1maglnes the shrleks of gulls
lelng for heads B ,
flshermen toss 1nto the sea R
"o S .

Inland he tells me)"f.'b ;, 4

bears snuffle around hls w1ndow »

- Once. hlS screen was torn-}u

.'; and 4 huge snout pushed through

He knows: they w1ll get hlm By
drag him- from hlS bed

bleedlng to the ocean

I AR ’

over: the forest floor the rocks Z;;lf
", .(:"‘.’ o

,..:i where all w1ll fall upOn hlm ;;7;:; e
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0D MAKES A JOURNEY WEST

0d wears a Calgary stetson
itall snoot boots, rents

g8 purple van .,

rJust out of Moose Jaw
double highway thinning West
0d spots a‘figure'on the shoulder
The hand holds a tape recorder
waves a microphone o
to bring him down o
0d fascinated by captufed sound
pulls back on the steerihg wheel
eases his bucking van

| to .a stop
It is a woman, Y
ear phone plugged in
a poéncho concealing her symmetry

What are you doing, 0d cries

as ‘she sinks into the seat

beside him ‘
Listengng to my voice

shé sighs It's the only way '

to learn'my rhythms L

She places g wire in her other ear

What's your name 0d shouts

into the microphone.

Call me Ode to...

0d is pleased by her grammar
-and - the width of her feet
propped on the dashboard
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Here is a lady to balance
on my bars
Here is one

who can jump on the double
jump so high
Take me to the sea

| 'she breathes
I must find shells to shod these feet
I must walk®on the ocean find the union

of sky and water

0d waves his hat in one hand

" kicks the gas pedal ’

with the heel of his boot

rides straight into the dusty sun

o/
d
{



SCULPTRESS
(for Gladys)

She 1s too strong
for any man

to love her

She is not soft

.under the pumping body

every bone breaks

the surface like leaping flsh
- reminding him that below

the calm skin is another
‘darkness a -different light

Nor does she close her eyes
‘but wafches his every
movement the inside

of his mouth as he shouts
his coming | ‘

o

Only in the grey light

fingering through the shutters 

will she sleep and he follows 
the outline of her body

like he tombstone marble

she czrwes ‘a shape so pure
so beautiful ' '
- that he forgets,
to look for his name
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THE MAGICEAN

When the magician left, he'forgot
to join the sgwed woman, The upper-half
asleep in her box, did not see him’ go.
But when she awoke, she knew--
all the rabbits had disappeared, ‘ =
his .cape had been pulled L EWQk
. from the laundry basket
. and_}he house was.clear of smoke.

For days her head screamed,
her legs kicked the box, but no one came.
The neighbours had heard goings-on in
that place before and he had fooled them
more than once.,
T When the magician remembered,
| he cancelled hlS travelllng band and returned
home. The lower box was empty, but the ey
‘the head opened and the woman sald, "It's t
late now. I’ ve . found a nat for a lover.; '
He's eaten my- dainties, my most dellcate
bits. When he has swallowed my. -tongue,
“we'll 81ng you the song of bone. The wind,
my rat lover, and me." '

The magician buried her head in the yard ”’"
and covered her grave with stones, but stones ~<v~g ‘
couldn't hold down the wind or still the rat , ;.\\ 3
scuttllng along the darkness above his head. . =



~inside their mouths, your cock
immortalizing their cunts =~ N
‘in your greatest poem '

WRITER

you've gotta ask yourself

i why you're in it

take tonight, for instance
the party after the reading
went into the kitchen

to get a beer N

" the professor's wife.

she gives me a blow job
right there in,fiont’of
the fridge -

words pull them in _
soft and big-eyed at jour feet

-théy want your tongue

- you've gdtta ask v
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 SOUTH OF MOOSE JAW
‘"Tom,- a crazy man, o
walkéd all the way o .
from Minnesota, R ‘
_carried‘his life on his back""
(up and left his wife and children)

tall Nordic man

a carpenter's apron

big hands hangingi

o -:like small animals_ﬂ
R . Dbound to his wrists

"Nelghbours wouldn t belleve E-
~he'd build that damn boat ﬂ
t1ll the C.P.R, nloaded
engine parts and TOmﬂbegan -

- thﬂcrgevhis tools" '

_ plicrs aﬁd*hammer‘

:,hacked out ofhirch

" on the dlsplay case .
a water clock

‘c circles time

Lettérs.on cardboard label:
Pllers Hammer Clock :
"Even made hlS own steel teeth;f .
a machfhe for pufflng wheat ;'( AT

:and a v1olln .

 '="Tom, a crazy ‘man, ;‘ _

“at 50 flew: hls coop/ bullt hls boat

» ‘at 60 trled to drag 1t/ w1th a: horse o
71“;and his back across N o

109
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this bugger of a prairie
to the river to the ocean"

. Picture: |
,‘,the hull hunched in
‘sprlng snow gullled w1th dlrt
dlm man leanlng in doorway »
| N
"Tom, the crazy man, g
the boat killed him ‘ | |
| the boat ‘broke hlm"

Tom,kstrength of three men, - :'v \_-'j<
’cofflned ' o -
‘a legs and hands and wide back _ \
set deep 1nto dirt beside the boat:
a s1gn nalled to the hollow. hull-= ,
‘ ‘"Monument of Labour
. ‘ To A1l Early Pioneers
Ces e Whom We Owe So Much"
Boat and'man uprooted ‘ ‘ C
display\ his grave marked
by two :igfe slats crossed
by a cardboard label tacked to the‘centre

J TOM SUKANEN |

Flve feet too- deep : ,
for the Saskatchewan Rlverb.

»

_cthe_keel.31nks_1ntovgrass
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GAME FARM 5x-

1' - . c .

the polar bears‘are'not

white as Arctic snow o

but yellowed like old sheets ok

'they trudge pigeon~toed ': o
- around thelr 01rcular pool
'varound the piles of stones o
the Goodyear tires

| -_la worker in a red hat
tosses day-old buns :

to the polar bears ‘ _
they open yawnlng mouths

swallow la21ly ' S SN
flop loose sacks of flesh . |
on théir oeMentpshore N o : Vo
. p ST
:'20

‘,_Trlbute to the Tlmber Wolf
‘the 81gn says
IR and yes
there they are
o a pack of legends only a fence away
‘The Tlmber Wolves fat and lazy
old dogs R
‘ffa huge male ”
v;,grey ‘as early mlst I
'f:stretches hlmself uprlght walks ;”~1“::‘
n'. fthe length of his kennel ' R
feet sore. and swollen '
'nalls cllck on the hard eartm
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‘

a black wolf'

_opens his eyes once

- then the eyellds droop

" becomes a. dog again

a yellow fire rages in hlS mass1ve head
and he dlsappears

lolllng at the feet of chlldren

' who throw the ends of welners

. over the fence

some click their’oameras

' others growl or bark

» wantlng these anlmals ‘
*f'”ﬂf’;[., : . to do somethlng _

A (after'ail,rwehpaid«our money)

_even fhe'figer lies-

”ll&e a tattered rug o ':d_ L "-.5 , ‘N'ﬂ'

'f_and lleS one striped paw gently

4the snowy owls A
- sitting on. thelr straw bales.

'don t even try to blte :

don t respond to hoots
or flngers poked through

'.their eyeS'hlaok:holes

in the whlte heads

:“iL;perhaps they don t see us

rggﬁperhaps they dream of trees :i;‘

;hegand moons to balance on o -
"'for gllde 51lently above our headsffra,,
" the. feathery snow falllng _

i"..wnzh eadh sweep of their. w1ngs

:thhe snow coverlng the straw

-'f:' : R e



filling in .the paw tracks
shrouding the polar bears
in the cold white dream
. ’ L S

- <

B
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MOTHER WAS A LOVELY BEAST =

mother was,a yely beast

-she gave to me a lovely feast ‘
three teats hanging from her chest -

L found the thirdlone<Quiterthe_best'

a coarse black beard grew from her chin
‘she .worried 1t was due to sin

but she was good. and she was klnd

and. father dldn t seem to mlnd e

with three tlts you can suckle three

'and stlll 1eave room enough for me’

-be51des vou re;gulet as a flower:

a w1fe,s tongue makes.a marrlage»sour v}"- e 7‘_'
~~he stroked her beard as she stroked hlS
"they lived a llfe of total bllSS

“till” people came from fleld ‘and town :

ifto see my mother! s chest and down R

'jrfso father bullt a stage for her |

" to bare her. breasts and show her fur ‘ s :l°'i /'
.he tried to teach her' how to scowl ‘ n
. to walk on fours, to moan and growl

" she sat on stage head bowed anneW‘

}ffwhlle father bougHt a megaphone

”it* A Woman - and he d make them pay

. The Bearded Venus he would say

stlll mother uttered not a sound N
»{but when my father went uptown



she ralsed her skirts to show her halr
and'let men mount/her llke a mare

mother was a lovely beast
she gave to me a lovely ﬁeast
three teats hanglng from her chest

I found the'thlrd one qulte the best

<

. . . L
.
- / .
- . '

s,
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ANDY”AND GEORGE - FRIENDS

>

( 9
(for Dav1d Arnason) : :

%

. Last night they'came to viSlt,
talked of wémen who dance-
w1th baldlng men, w1ggle
thelr asses: to attraot

those who 51t ]

" backs to the wall. -

/
zThese new. wolen

’ want to be blessed

'w1th blood Thev want men P e

" who put their balls 1n glass 1

'cases on_ dlsplay.~

R

lr_The other talked of rape,_o ST ,
" men who “turn ' | B
1cons to the wall
hold b01llng water

‘above thg woman' s face ’
until shewopens A fantasy ‘

’for a fllm aooué the_pra;rle,

S §

Y4

;Thls mornlng my lover and I

1:;walk to the rlver to see the ecllpse,:n

the last of thls century, the last o \\;// .

""ifj before we - dle’ We hold hands, watch : é\ﬁ,

.“the ngnlng of sun and moon,l? SRR . :'5;135‘.d

whlsper Thls rs holy.

CA bat, thlnklng it is nlght, v;jf' v'?j,tffl?y,lqu'A -

fstumbles 1nto the sky. jﬁ~'
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LONGER TWC PEOPLE .
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Poems by Lorna Uher
Ja
With'my fist I stroke you
I cbuld have told you long ago
Geese wedge into sky
§}ou're so covered with scars
QLegs Jjoined n
Everything that wants to live
You demand me be gentle
The dream enfolds you
Now is the still and rotting time

Poenms by- Patrick Lane

The space between my ribs -

s You have. always drive¥ into silence

We have only begun our seasons
Behind%fqd’r face

- We have begun to bury ourselves
Beneath your skirts
You have never learned .
Out of mountains _ ' . .
Now is the time for patience |



):

ﬁg.Longer Two People is,a sequence of poemé

that explores the male and female visions. The
poems were written alternately-- I began the sequence,
Patrick responded, I responded to'his'response and .
so on. The images happened spontaneously as did
the stance taken by the two personae.

I believe this sequence 1s an important
section of my thesis because the rest of ﬁhe
- manuscript was written out of a female voice.
Here I have a chance t0 expand that voice by respondlng
to a male viewpoint. As a result, there are two
parallel tracks that can be defined as male/female
or anima/animus that touch, withdraw, attack and. »
come together.

\The title deflnes what we were trying to do.
"Alihough the poems begin in the personal, they
hopefully move beyond the two writers into/ the
whole of humanity. The woman is all women; the man,
all men. Thus the poems 1nclude both the individual
and the archetypal ‘

As a form, the poem points to another direction
for the sequence poem. The line and stanza length, >
the rhythms and s tures were shared not only
by -the content, %Zi&:lso by the emotions evdked
by the prev1ous poem and by the style of the other
writer. This influence of the other produced the
energy that moves the poem from its initial anger
-ang frustration to the final patience at the end.
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"Though these two people once existed

for me, they exist no longer. The 'vision'
of them gave me & preliminary emotion;
then little by little their actual presences
became blurred; they developédlinto a
fiction and then disappeared altogether,
or rathef"they were transformed into all
‘Alnds of problems. They are no longer
two people, you see, but - forms\and
'colours, forms and colours that have- taken
on, meanwhile, the idea of two people and
preserve the Vibratibn of their life."

-- rPablo Picasso



With my fist o ) ¢ -
I stroke you f -
never the open
“palm but knuckles | oy
‘skin drawn’tightv

.,\

: borie over bone your ribs | o R
R _s so many the spaces between o _ B .
.~ the spaces - S - e
| | N I net and renet but .m - “-<if - | )
L - the real flSh srf? through. ' | |
_only dreams are caught
delicate as language ‘
_ hooked "
o) sluggisﬁ

[~ =

in their wrifhing‘

I ppur your coffee

dofn the drain
- Vilolence, you push me

to violence, you say

Why do you want

he animal in me?

I burn your poems




I want _
~to feel my.fisf'

- push through

to the cries that were
before, words

I want to swallow you

like the greatwhale
._carry'you‘in'my sea where
no'languagé will bring-avbifth
“only the fire that burns |

in your fingers, thebdock.
'thaf pins my dying.tongue

lez



‘The space

between my ribs‘contains_
iny a‘lqss.»AsVa child |
I dreamed the story of the
mother made from me .- |
‘and lying alone in bed l
counted my cage of bone
the stolen life. '
In %nat turnlng wheel
‘called darkness

where dreams, 1mposs1ble
as flSh. swim below

‘the hunched carapace

that 'is the sky, .

I sw1m, endlessly
1mag1n1ng my escape.

Tne image of the hercn .
holds my mind. Always
in the distance I see
the great.brown.stumps

'-nlof‘her legs; Her'patience

.as she walts for my arrlval
_dvls the reptlle S dance
. the eyes that stlll me
~ into death where every
'-escape 1s a return .
" an endless.enterlngr.' v
~ ‘where Iaswlm,milkfwhite3n
;ramcng;thefclustered:eégs."

123



: /you

-‘jtold you long ago-. A
" You would not - find the perfect word

. e .O‘u‘t _ O“f}.paln ,‘and bone .

"I could have told yod long ago
youlwould not find the perfect word
even though you carved 1t ‘
out of pain and bone
during your last starvation.

In your search beyond

warmth and touchlng, your eyes broke
in the great ige- flelds The v131on B -

a whlteness w1ngs and voices turned
to snow, and- the sky swallowed
- th land you walked on = ”
%z\feet breaklng through
llke stones \eve ythlng breaklng

4 .
upon my doorstep. A w1nter man
sbftened by frdst. Bllnd, |
you must touch to flnd your way

to lead you. 1nto llght I could have

4 .

' fthough you carved 1t

d, old and tlred;

'
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You have always drlven into 81lence
planted trees to shelter you

;s on that prairie that made you '

" naked. Everythlng is

measured 1n Space. The outland
that - made you care. I seed

as the land is bred; see you’_
chapped and bleedlng, walking

finto'wind as if‘that silence was
~‘enough. ‘The man I am tears leaves,;
‘pstrlps wood through winter |
1nto sprlng, leav1ng only enough

to .breed the dead. Caragana, lllac,
. belts of shelter you create

'to call ‘a home,’ Naked you ‘rpome

to. 51lence but when.the,wlnd dleS-_t

: _mou turn to dreams of raln. Old
w1§h¢ 0ld house, old. darkness

as that woman who walks into -

_the west dark as. memory 1s, black

A.w1th clothlng and ernkles,.w1thout

“ribfear, w1thout anythlng a.man could call

’_love You go thls way, woman, waltlng
llke a blrd wandered onto the pralrle

w1thout w1ngs, demandlng nothlng

',;]but the roots you call claws

'”,tcurled 1nto earth, your beak nbjn*

. "'m..’

li'an openlng that kllls.;-~
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Geese wedge into sky ‘ - o »
- split the hollow in two. o . /.
Waves fragment the sun T {" a
and leaves, once supple in- sprlng, ‘ g

) break

.I “hold your. trembllng as wind

"‘rattles your tongue:

how to go on, how to.
g0 on. The sound of the door
closlng is the final- note_of-pain.

-}~;‘This,autumn everything‘is_breaking,ll

And geese w1ng 1nto 31lence.‘,: s;i IRSEE .'\
N away from the cold that. crawls e B R
wtowards us, levelllng mountaln | SR
1nto ‘prairie. Our fear lles ,
in recognltlon. For once the thlng is -

‘ 1fnamed, it w1ll not . leave

?l.but hang around your neck

’llke every blrd you killed |
fand track: my scent like every wound '
I left behlnd in’ snow.: '
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N
We have only begun our Seasons.

"_The tlme of naming. A thlng ’

T crawls 1ns1de me slugglsh,.

_ﬂcold as snakes are among stones.
. I hagve opened myself B .

tffor the last time. A door

iS‘tWOvvisionSJ My hands

. ‘tear at the flesh of my belly o ,
and I fold into the wound, U -\nv
' search for the lost o chan S \

-  among organs that demand

a life. o |

v You w1ll flnd me
‘like this when you return:
='back broken, and the flesh’
'21ppered with-needles,

{:black stltches S |

‘g tracks of mlss1ng blrds

e



4

- who descend from the ralllngs of brldges~‘
to follow you. In bars the cripples llmp

You re so covered w1th scars

-.you forget where they come from
+ Like birds they sing to the wounded

o

~to your table; drag their bleedlng casts
- towards the criss- cross of your face.

- ‘The old Slt beside you in statlons, '
?cough their lives: 1nto your lap And now

I have crawled from under your bed to’ lie .
agalnst you. I trace the braille of your body:
the broken llp, the hole in the side

v’of your face But you are emptled of storles‘
1Instead you: press 1nto my skln. The scars
‘cover me llke feathers o '

128



| Behind your face a fish swims
covered w1th pale feathers.
At nlght when you lie
sleeplng among the green

dreams your body calls love % -

I lift your eyelids, watch
hlS wanderlng among the whlte ‘
rlvers of your mind. . . |

LS

129



~

. watch you through the glass. In spite

;1n command of thls dream

Legs joined, you rise from
our bed"of sand and bump LT g("
your nose agalnst ‘the walls

~You allow yourself o .

no tall intricate ‘ \ :
a
as oriental fans, no’ neon glOW’

'You are muddy, cold and hard

AN

Shapedofor the thrust - -~ -~ . =
v ; a b

to your own reflection.
Grown huge and grotesque, I .

of your ‘beautiful. leaplng ‘
you -lack the strength to break

the surface, It would be easy - ‘
to scooﬁ you up : '.v, . - - A
fallow you arms and thighs. 4 |

or fashion wings ‘from my halr AR

~to glve you the grace of blrds .
for you have made me '

v:_But dreams ‘are, sllppery as ,fish
~and if I draw you from the water,; )
_I mlght crush you between my . flngers
. or you mlght leap from tﬁe net .
{3 to sw1m your ‘mad 01rcles in my eye.~":
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We haIe “begun to bury ourselves;
¥ Each
look ‘at the trees as they strlp'

ay we emerge more slowlyy, -

themselves for ‘winter. The sky 1su_”
fill wlth. falllng‘and everythlngc
Qrf?dant to live escapes '

geese, wi

wedges burnlng south,
“the “swarm ' el

cof teal, 2 : .
black scars cut 1nto clouds. B

: In dark rooms ‘we - find Jour: corners,
collect the books and - papers
that are someone else smdream
--Prepare for sleep ThlS season o
is as hard as whlte, the pure: bodles “
we hage thought ourselves into belng |
Clos1ng we ‘give- each othen,
 tHe llttle deaths, affaid of sound,
afrald of the 51lence tha? devours.f

2

It 1s almost nevegdmornlng The
,escapes and nlght surroundsf'

N iawkwardly lnto the sky they hate ,
and cold, that broken lldless eye

Y

*[stares down from the perfect north
‘_ Lo e O & o
ﬁf!}We wish. for scabs. We want to be‘~”
”?llns1de where trees of blood IR
f'.;lhlde among the scars, the flesh RN

g
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that calls us human. We break,
tear at our skin and watch the red
burn as 1t searches among

the forests of hair, black trails
reaching for our fingers, the maps

of our living left behind.
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Everything fhat wants to live

escapes. The snap of your suitcase,
the closing door.

Winter is too harsh out here, you say.
It plosés like a fist around the body
and I, a thin man, so easily break. -

Everything creates its own

escape. Leaves sink into earth;

teal drive their hunger south.

Still, the geese behind our house, fattened
by children and old men who skip '
flatestones with thin blue wrists, L
stay the fall. The circles'%héy swim

around the. sun and the hunter's moon

begin to shrink. At night the cold stalks
until they are snared in ice '

a perfect stillness

in the pale and‘crystal dawn. : ’ C o

v
. 'Q’.
0

TN
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Beneath your skirts every man
you have ever known :
hangs flayed ffem the hooks
you call your’love. Shrunk
to the siZe'of hummingbirds

. their plucked bodies smile
loosely like skin bags

whose mouths are openings
without sound. I break you,
tear apart the webbed sex
and rise ;ithin, huge

in your empty. Beneath me

. you move in a sea of sweat

shaking with violence. The words,

the songs, the rituals, .the

death repeated endlessly. Woman

dead three. thousand years,!
your life can no longer be
called love. You are

the mask, hunter.
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You demand me be gentle

but cannot see Y

* the softness that is

there. Look, my teeth are

| falling out; my fists bloésom
into fingers and feathers

grow from under my hails._l
When you lie with me "
 you sink into s swell .of flesh

soft as snow.:

You must cage all your birds
split-@heir'tongues for singing
"but everything'you afe_A
afraid to call love

nests under my skirts‘

where each season is a smell o | o
and w1ngs t oo dellcate and wild

for your blunt flngers, thelr clumsy tamlng
brush my thlghs



gy

}

You have never learned

the meaning of the word
gentleness tell me |
you will klll me

for poems. My death

will be by your hand,
the/instrument you sbeak
with. Every age of you =
1s death. I have seen &

1-//your future, black,

blrdllke, riding buses
1nto the heart of the 01ty

where you weave your

tapestry wlth names

of the past, each one
a perfectbword,:SeWn
like icons, every mouth
closed by the claw
that holds your needles

I was never afraid of love,
: the‘images you curl in

when you lle Woman, ) ‘]_/
the secrets of your hell

: are only beglnnlng to move
, to the _surface;. broken teeth'-"

cut through your: skln,
flay me as I 31nk 1nto
the burned feathers’l

you call a body . ThlS 1s}f"
" the name of fear. e
It turns me to mountalns-wl;f
- where I create ‘word, the Lﬁ

wall you rage agalnst..
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Face called deSpair. face .
of masks, of vacant starlng,
your 1mages are eyes, mouths ‘
black and open in the nlght.‘
I know the children

who burned in your brass mouth -
.the men w1th genltals sllt
who bled to death

‘on the steps of your temple
calling. out your name.



The dream enfolds you ' '
in a softhess you had long ago
forgotten; ‘ '

“Soon 3 you can't remember
your enemy's face.‘the brass mouth,

the devouring eye, the wound that closesf

‘vllke a flower around your ecstacy
You. ‘were prepared for Knives

e'notvthe touch of fingers, v
“for %eeth}instead*ofptonguing,il

- Let me“oall-youkstill-hunter; o
silent as the hawk's fall

S you wait in’mOISt‘shadow

untll moss grows between your legs
:‘and wasps hang a nest. from your rlfle

y -
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- Out of'mountains, out of cold stone
I have fashloned a word

. that w1ll destroy you,, ‘hunter woman.

You who wear,the Sklnswof birds,
who decorate your dark’breasts'
,w1th the. skulls of snakes,

‘the fraglle cllcklng bones

whose song is crow.

quut of mountalns,.out of cold passes“

_ '.I have fashloned a word N
"‘g that will clalm your shadow.' -

'j'that will: cllmb through your skln.
hand enter your heart

=T w1ll cast this word in. stone

I w1ll cast thls word in ‘sand.
I w1ll cast word 1n earth ’..-;
fwhere your power hldes trembllng,y‘

'd'Your body w1ll fall hunter woman.

Iour v01ce w1ll be s1lence, hunter woman.

fYour song w1ll be dust

\

.-’Out of cold,_out of the dlstant mountalns*f

T have come w1th a word i

"f;that w1ll destroy you, hunter woman.i f

ffand when you are s1lence ;q[ﬁﬁ‘i"i '

“JhrI w1ll reach 1nto your death

S _dffand w1th my Splttle 5J45477 R P
. BT o w1ll fashlon from your dust RERY
T:;a word that is not a word - 'w‘rk . |
[fiand I w1ll take you back to my mountaln}&*fl“"":

‘and speak you 1nto llfe.dr .
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" Now. 1s""t~he stlll

" and rottlng time. Tomatoes suspend |

in green from the blackened vine.
Z_Carcasses lie exposed
»llke lovers in the sun.

And we awalt

‘the forglveness of w1nter.-dr1fts

' d'to bury all the dead we left behlnd.

Then we: w1ll come to one another f;_

“with the 51mpllclty of trees»*

,;Tstrlpped branches holdlng all .
that will: sur_v,l__ve.’ L \\% ;‘_



_Now is the tlme :
for patlence All the anlmals are fallen,'

_,athe blrds escaped Furrows, black ruts,

1wr1nkle the face of the earth. - _
- Only the bound remaln, rottlng potatoes,

_ the curled black vines where tomatoes hang '
“;shrlvelled by frost. ’ vQ

4

',{A 3‘ There is-'no forglveness.

;bronly a bllnd woman calllng out her dead,;_

'1the snow. the broken earth.
: Alone at nlght

bf gI look down upon your sleeplng,
“t-hear the unborn crylng for release

Castrate, strlpped of seed, I break ff7.h o _vi o
'va trall through the snow.>”4 S DRI
There 1is no looklﬂg behlnd o
o -Everywhere the w1nd covers my pa881ng.“

L



