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Antonin Artaond

Antonin Artid set out for Meadco on January 10, 1936 ready to stick St.
Patrick’s cane in Middle America’s stinking red earth. Through Vera Cruz,
Mexico City and up north to the land of the Tarshumaras Indians he went, groping
for the scorched "ka" inside poetry's punkhole. For the first fow days he sat
between himself and the mountains. The instinctive poisons of scorpions and
snakes that run wild beneath the sun passed as divinatory sense until he was sifing
inside his own skeieton. Insofar as he imagined his own extinction against a blue
backdrop, his experience of the peyote rite in the land of the Magi Kings was both
epiphamc and tragic. It was after he dropped a third peyote button that the rabbit
in the moon visited his skull. The women of Tarahumaras were dancing into the
night while he dreamed of a day in & French clinic when this rabbit would bear the
testh he would lose as a result of electric shock treatment. “In a short while T will
be dead or in a situation such that I will never need 2 name. I am therefore
counting on you for the 3 stars,” he whispered into the ear of the rabbit. Only a
shaman would recognize the celestial animal gnawing at his anus was clattering
away in relation 10 a rectal cancer that would take his life.

Kenneth Warren



Spring and Tucker

Dogwood blossoms profuse enough that when
they fell in the suddenly sultry heat of last
weekend, pushad off the stems by the emerging leaves,
they littered the ground sa deep I shuffled through them
coming up the driveway. Sixty-seven trees the count
from the mailbox uphill a thousand feet
10 the house.

Now the locust and black cherry are
the most visible upper-story blossoms,
snowball bush blooming omside the study window,
tiny woods irises with their washed lavender
blossoms mimicked by the siberians in
tive 1erraced garden, the gaudy deliquescent
flags saved by the poppies below. Cranesbill passim.

The various thrushes, indigo buntings, humming-
bird in the houss, face 10 face with two male scarlet
tanagers in a hickory sapling not ten fest

from me, the young cardinal pecking a hundred times
a day at his image in the truck mirror.

&

Transiting rose-breasted grosbeak in the walnut
iop, clear through lenses among the sparse spring leaves.
Is he the author of that solo, a restless
extension as much as five seconds long but
imense like five minutes of Charlic Parker.

Quarter
right profile, his breast rose indeed, though 1 could not



see his throat move. But no song while he dug at
the lice nestad in that rosy glow, and
the variaton stopped when he flew.,

&

Two days later it was a wood thrush, same spot,
speckled breast barely visible in profile his
lower mandible trembling with each finishing
trill. Plump, & sturdy bird in the last lght,

It is necessary o write only
when silence can’t be sustained, the solitary thrush

at twilight in the walnut top—all shadow below
him, all brighimess above--spliting his throat.

&

In the yard, mock
Orange, pecny just

opening, a lemon lily
among the poppies. Already

the poke grows gross.

&

Scarlet tanager bathing in the run, a
lhoxurions preening, feathers floffed while he



tossed water from his bill over his wings and back. Then
he flew away, passing through a patch of sunlight that
revealed that red I've been trying to describe all

these years, brighter than fresh arterial blood

even, or the topknot of a pileated woodpecker

in the snow: dazzling red, samrated with light,

none of the dark undertones that enhance its warmth

at the expense of its chromatic clarity,

the image resonating in my head well after

he dizappeared into the beeches beyond the fence.

&

sty away, stay
away. silence when
passible

&

Today the female rose-breasted grosbeak, no rose
on her, warbling in the walnut. Yesterday,
it wag the male on a dogwood limb, hig throat barely
but perceptibly rolling with song. They must not
believe the books that call the Ohio Valley
out of their range, or they know we are in
for a short summer.

Damp and mild thug far, old
leaders won't loosen, ache an irofic compression
of Eluard's apothegm: body the sensible
extension of the soul, Is it really what we call
touch that connects the pain inside us with what
we know of it, or does some nameless sense monitor
our guts that keep us, part of the world.
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Coda:

Things Fall Apart Bur Slowdy

the eye loses detail
at fifty, humminghird poised a second
in front of my face has a male fork to his tail
or 0?7 The young thrush on the woodpile gathering
strength for flight over watar, how spotted its breast,
wood, or hermit in the quiet?

The world still here

creating distance as distinet forms cut into
a hackgrounl, wave after wave. Trees changing color,
solitary barns blocked in against the ridpe across
the river that laid this one long horizontal
reach into which the eyes fades, unable to catch
the distinction of squints, yearning for sach
edge, the things difference makes.

Brian Richards



Peeling Oranges at Zander’s

The glasses balance on the ridge of his nose.

He gazes from behind the bifocals towards London,
He coughs and leans towards the carpet.

His glasses slip. He nudges the rims, raising
Them. Up. Back 10 their proper home. Where
They belong. 1 continie peeling the oranges,

My hands turning sparkly. On the orange

Wall he has all of Daddy's hats. His long nose

Swings towards me. He stares at the spede chapeau. "Wear
It," he says, quickly. I imagine myself in London,

A cowboy hat and a gingham dress, racing

Away from Zandec’s house. Away from the Arabian carpet.

Zander says that he bought the carpat

in Tangier. Or was it Fez? The orange

Dust swells from the floor raising

Above our knegs in puffs. He knows

I will squirm. { stand vp and clutch my map of London,
I want to run out the door to where the bowlars wera,

I want to take the Al South where

I can forget the orange dust of the Moroccan carpet.
Zander ¢xhales. Whiffs of London

Fill the room. He stll looks at the orange

Suede hat, blinking rarely, his nose

Facing the orange wall, "It’s too big," 1 say, raising

My head while my mind races

For the exit on the Al South where

I will toss the hat away. Perhaps the wind will take it. Who knows?
Moving towards the wall, Zander carps it

b



On that kmows the stories behind all the orangs

Suede hats. "That one was bought when Daddy went 10 London
Bridge." And my mind wanders on the motorway to London.
But Zander hrings me back 10 his living room. Raising

His laft band on one deft movement, he throws the orange
Peels into the kitchen. They hit the wall where

They fall on a piece of purple linoleum. The carpet

Has disintegrated. Zander's glasses slide down his nose.

[ don't think I'll leave London again and my brother knows.
He knows, ard raising his gangly body, he walks across the carpet,
Mext 0 the orange wall where he hands me a worn train timetable.

Susan Best



scarlet

don't discuss this with any of your so-called friends either
just leave it in the room and forget its circumstances remain
at home avidence and stale smoke quietly yellow in the draperies

g0 wind of the place in place of windows edge are ledges too
suggestive look at what I'm not saying I'm listening to

the light stopping by each bright glinting off every passing look
at its brown dance drowning off into the haze the eye catches

a mote in the wind still in ways we never could suspect movement

is suspect as such being caused always by sometling which has moved
on and circling the farm from above we saw our helicopters dropped
apostrophe of shadow and in it our own bodies flat and bigger then

assuming this the field grows crowded with habitual rules
scold the shilly-shallying schoolboy hurry or you'll miss the next
act your age young ladies ought't to
be listeriing
out there at night
like this I'm not

Dean Tacioch



museum piece

there was nothing left but dry wood shaped
like bones by the fime the experts arrived

we were wiaiting in 3 garden some sort of enclosure
ordered as if in payment for what remained

outside tendrils sugpest (itadequately perhaps)

the shower of flight we had come 10 see

a more reliable guidebook would've led us
to expect less in the way

relics in quiet
LOMS betwesn glass sunlight
curtaing even the gas
drawt up fall drawn out
or follow

a tour of some smaller cities
the guesswork ont of history

Dean Taciuch



Prescience, or execution

The child resists sleep

until the fourth day

tears wet the dry eyes once

gvents fall into being, having been known

are then written in, once again, over
generalities, the sparrow, the gull

plays higher, freer, it is like that:

give up to the low flight over the fieid:

what you know comes tree, be happy enongh.

Intelligent eloguence and politeness

deserve death unless they evidence

contrition and remorss: no rehabilitation

is merited in light of the tarrible crime,

this feigned honesty. The punishment will be
the demial of Pauwl’s apparent repemance,

Conirifion by proxy: Jesus was a female prostitute:
he has really changed here in prison—

four classification officers said so, at least 27
gardeners, executive clemency has nothing

to do with her, commensurate with come what may.

Natural conformation and other fauna
abound like crossed fingers—

copy down what they leap over, the bell--.
Life: a very pood documentary.

Flease run down and get me some time

at the corner, my pastrami sandwich— I
meed to replenish my puss by the sar—
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