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ABSTRACT

How Tomorrow Sounds: A .New Volce
for Samuel

. Joanne Stanbridge.
) ¢

"This series .of poems is loosely based on the 01ld

Testament story of .Samuel, the boy—proﬁhet (I Samuel 1-4),

" The poems are '"spoken" by three characters: Eli, the priest

whom SamueX serves; .Hannah, who is Samuel's mothery; and
Samuel himself.

.The first part of the thesis tells Hannah's story.

' Before‘éﬁe conceides Samuel she speaks in rhythmic, lyriecal .

_language, but as the unborn child grows her speech patterns

£

become less restrained. She feels a connection with mothers

'in other fimes._and with figures from mythology, religion

]
M

and folklcre. : -~
=
After Samuel 1s born, she glveshhlm up to Eli. The

second part of the thesis follows Samuel through the nlght

Aln which he becomes a propnet,. His waklng voice is conver-

saticnal and childlike. As he f;lls asleep. dream images - -
take Qver and his. speech becomes more adult It chengee
agam after cruc1al moment of con;':act Glth the "Other"
when he-ls overwhelmed by«lmages ‘from other tlmes and places.

Ingthe last few poems he struggles to express his experience.
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) The thes1s turns on Samuel ] ten51on between the need .

to speak and tﬁe impossibility of capturlng hlg/gxperlence
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1n language. Hannah ‘who 1s more a storyteller than a

' prophet, and E11. whq 1s trapped in bis own orthodox

views, are- the backdrop to Samuel s conflict *The three
characters: work,oué thelr dlffereﬁt v1eyp01nt; through a
loose re- telllng of the story . }T)
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This thesis isldgdicated to‘my parents
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and to the memory of
my grandfather
. Cecil Archibald Roberts

August, 1905 = January, 1986
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T T e L ® Eli (1)
/ . .
) The tent roof opens out against the night

likefpages of a ledger, and I lie

breathing drowsy redords. Four ﬂgurs ago .
three- dozen calves gnd ninety jar; of wine JS
were’gffered on the altar whgre I strode
dnkle-deep through swee®diluted bloéd——

/
a fine' day's work.

~L
I search the years
for miracles to counit. There were a few: )
the desert under snow, the birth of sons,
that woman in the temple. Samuel., . . . X .
H g F “
i , —
-
» ° » 3
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<% constellations; .

. Hannah/Sarah .

3

. v

' LY
Sarah, my face is the face of the salt sea.

the’ Dead sea, reflecting stars. ’
No living thing will ever grow im me.

I reach for you across the"genefatxfns. \
Across the hard.face of the water

I long for your mother-arms; and? oh

o your voice is no more than a wash of echoes

on a shore where sand and salt scrape

\$\\ . feflectedfstars from the water's edge.

. . .my child, it wa} a winter field

roughkwith stubble and snow.

_Abrahanm,- dazed and believing, stumbled across

* ! * ~ * I
thg threshold, o . i
arid I plucked a.%hOpsand sons }

: pale ‘ [
from one evening sharp with frost and

7

4 4

-

" * But I.am stricken, paralyzed w1th salt,

alone in a blasted valley. ’ i

« I endure the generations. betweenlold moons and

" new moons. and when the sickle mobn draws blood

the ﬁeeping begins again.
, 'Sarah,-I ache for you across the”yeérs.
2l \ . ;P - ..
. E

. ) 2 .
o, . \



{+ - .it was Abraham in the doorway--

A Y\

) ) \]
the wide sky above him ‘full of voices. °

He poured inté my lap a measure of stars, -

-

each ghe round and cold .with night,
and /ne was numb with counting, with calling

all the firmament our sons.

-

\

But I bruise my cheek on a desolate shore.

" The moon over the hills mocks me.
(4

I am the salt éea.

L}
h]

and\é wind of stars has pitted my face.

. « it was Abraham reeling, in the doorway.

" It was my hand.‘%egching to steady him,

and the hugeness of sky beyond. .

Oh, I am 1onelx for you, Sarah.
The.valley is bare dnd white with salt.

Not a whisper of a promise smooths the sea;
)

I

7




Hannah (1)~

n .
You. You are my husband's other wife, who pours salt
water into empty hours and the ache of crescent moons,:
into hidden wounds fhat bleed and bleed.

My cup runneth over.

{

vast as dust under a dgpe of night.

You are the desert.‘

Your eyes are like scorpions and branches of thorns
:and jealohs creatures hoarding water.

‘Your chiidren wind quick around feet--

they are .lizdrds crissé;&ssing the sand,

they are always watching.

I am nothing more than salt wéter.’

Thé night is full ‘of your laughter,

of your éhildren's‘laughter.

Even the weeping of your baby is like 1adgh;er
over water. ‘

=,

The stars on my. wet face sting and sting.

> .z



Hannah (2) N

-Sarah, the'sea is only a desert
choked with salt and water.

There are no promises here.

— 4

— . .
I stretch. I tear handfuls of stars,

fliné them landward until the air is full 6f the mist.
of expiod}ng sta'rs‘ and salt | |
water spray and the. desert is scattered
'wi’c_h shards and fragments, )

with bréken armies of stars which pulse on the earth,
. flicker white M "

and sink into grey dust. - ' - /

@

N



Hannah (3) - . . \

Husband, you will marshal us to Shiloh once more, - — //s
to the témplg for the sacrifices. |
We will blaw like coloured flags along the road:
you and your other wife and' her children,

é.nd behind them the I;ulloc;ks, the sacks of grain,

the jars of oil, -

and myself,

You will bear me up to Shiloh, sir,
though I am hollow and streaked with salt,
though I am empty years, shut up inside clay, N ]

‘in wl;ich no living thing y/ili ever grow. '~

Al

L]
Al

I will be borne up to Shiloh once more, sir,

"and the voices of your children

T e
where laughter and sand will deour me thin,

where your turned-away face ir'; firelight Sy
\ -

/ R
wi/l'/l be like hard blows on an empty Jar. o
. e

A/

/ )

L™



Hannah (4) .. Lo

This is the dance in the temple, | ' ﬁg&
. . (,7
which I dance by myself while aqywistgd cedar
bows near the door: o g
arms add legs drawn close, and head down
untlil in the warm dark under.a bleached sky
I find . green.

®

. . 9
_Here in these curving shadows\betwéen
- bgwed head and thighs-- ° -
a private oasis, -
A shimmer of‘dnexpécted rgaves-— 4
the motion of wind airosa 1ifé, which is.
éstonishment ‘ | ‘
. - _ “an explosion bf limbs, flung-back head
- . ' apd a;stémp. a clAp of‘joy,
| 'a?hammgring delight-beneath which
the green insists, tickling the belly, -
rcirgling my ‘trunk like a strong arm until
my feet fly in the shinihg air over dust 'P
and ‘my énkleé; wrists, fingersh q
ifchd’acﬂe; and burst with‘leavesk .

. 1 aqynewfgreenﬂgrowing'summer-rich'

" .--a dapple of sun and cool in treetops,




N

) %& - : T a tumble of'sﬁa&lﬁg leaves,

i I sweep the sky, ‘ ' ;

¢ "

my fingers are stiff with leaves.

i
-~

. The. early stars of evening waver;

r
'

then~showér on_my upturned face

0

and in a mouthful of sunset and motion I find
a éool white'stone.p‘

a
.
l. - *

) . : ' . A
There is a sudden stillness which i

the shape and flavour of hope, .round on the tongue

“ while "the blood dances

. and a patter of stars dries on my“skin, '
. All the leaves settle,

I hold a borrowed star -

" L
carefully in my mouth. -

~
.
N 7/ N -
’
- B >
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, Han}x?h (5) -

You accuse me. . . .

.'You scatter harsh sounds - in the temple,

- and clings to my lips, and . ]
~ N

your. words are puffs of dust.which - ;

* ahd part around-my feet.'
I d-my

speak of ny belly taut with wine,,
£ill the air around us with words like dust,

but the stone is warm on my tomgue. l

The taste of leaves and sun slides down my chin

K

-

my belly stretches tight around a new spring..

-~

-

Your voice is a clatter of dry leaves,

settle in the EVening air, eddy across the floq;}’

- )

The stone is mine .to offer back.

I will_offer it back.

I will fllng it high into 5¥Wh1te sky over the temple.
It will find a resting place hlgh above the desert. A ‘:{2&

-

»
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;' , Hanndh (6)
o i

,
’ - @ . .
o

>

There is a fistful of days betweén hope and certalnty.

“

1 ho],d them ins:.de like my breath, ' "‘ o

~

llke the longmg “that whlrls and: blﬁ‘rs through the hours. '
M .

e,

-

’

I thmk I amlSarah. sbmetlmes. ' N .

'lylng the dark while coolness creeps up from a far ocean.

\

There is only sleep;hg Abra.ha.m o '

v

to share the «sz.lence. , o o

.

R . . - T rest a.sleepy hand on the odd roundness

-

:
.
. ,
* . : -
.

- ‘6 L ‘“ . \-. ..
) ( ‘ . ofmy aging belly, ) .

.o and tug loose threads. llke, white halrs,, '

I from ‘the ye.ars. T

- While Abraham. : sleeps, I wlea.vé them into -« -y .
a lullaby of gentle laughter. T T -

- v -
- . P ~
~ 8

,\

And in certam' momen} when the: chatter of a child L

runs llke uﬁeveri stltches along thé seam of an hour. = s

-

I think I am S R L “/‘ e

. ’a o vy

walkmg bes1de a wide streef -~ ‘7 LS

ina i‘lood of suns o e

A - ’ ~

I am 'pushmg my baby slowly on wheels. S
- N R

. /
. * . . yd . A

, Everyth:.ng is in mqtion.

’
a4

S "T:hzs street i‘lows w1th colour and shlne and

.

s -the scund is- an ocean roar -

. . . .
. v
. . B
~,' .
‘ 12
.
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v

but the Wwindows are deep pools
anithout ripﬁles. '
, ‘Myself and my baby are reflected there.
moving against thé rush like
" unhurried boats. g - ~ .
The baby uttérs a few wordo' g Juvi
in a, language of his owﬁ 4
" and sighs happily like an old man.

And it seems- to me sometimes, when I sit ln the doorway

" with my sew1ng, while children shout in the sun,

my skln grows hot and suddenly
1 ;m sittlng on steps whlch 301n a tall house ﬁ
'to a- street as deep as a canyon. ;
a street like a'rlver yal;ey steep with houses:
Children swim ‘in the shadows like fish. Coe
:';Soﬁe of them spin om silver wheels.
- Across the distapt)dome§tio plétter‘

of food and gémilies;

the voices of women fly out'and ., ] B
; the wonderful careless replies of their children

fly back.

A

.1 am lazy w1tﬁ sun and sewing.
I call to my qplld. We go dreaming together
up the steps to the tall house. SRR

e

»

-




T ° ' . ’ . ’ N «\«__@#
But spmetimes it seems _ \ .

L4

I‘will sit foré;;r with my son
heavy across my lap. ' L . -
He is awkward in death.
We are silence in the shape of ° a
smooth marble. |
I am.a quarried sorrow.
) T He is the coldness of death in stone
. . ¢ )

so alive that forever

-~

' . breaths are catching around us. .

&

he watchers sw1r1 past lxgg rivers around
an 1sland v ‘ ’

o

Sometlmes the _eyes of young mothers, looklng on,

K

are eddles in the current-—

cool,hesitations whlch pull at the edges of motion

’ 7 %o linger against a stillness of marble.

-

Y
. . “
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, s Three Voices, ) "

N

(and the angel of the Lord said unto her Behold,
thou art with child.)

(For w1th God, nothing shall be lmpOSSIble )

The tasks of pregnancy include four '
| ‘Psycho-soéial-faétors, whicﬁ are as
- , follows: ‘(a) the need to“accept the
\ rpality of one's. prégnancy and one's

o L.
initial reaction to it; (b) the need

v - - L] (
to incorporate the growing fetus into

one's body jmage. . .

v

Before you are born. do I find ) N

\.‘ -~ %
-your restless promlseS'

in the sllp-scatter of Aprll rain

. that settles green through the twi;ight?

Once or twice. have we met alread&
‘- beyond the flutter of sparrow wings
-in wet poplars, beyond the silence of . o
driven mist collidlng on the cr038winds?
Before you'are born, I seek you

kW
and the crumble of clay down the bank.

—

1

1n the damp thrill of earth beneath the willows -




N \

e

Or are you a toyal sweep of sky above the fog,

ya
i

a keeper of stars and tides in the high and clear?

+

»

.« .{e) the need% later iy .
) prégnancy, to separate one's
self-identity from the growing

~ _fetus. . .

This will be your windowsill horizon, child.
> Beyond it: crickets will sing a counting-song
of dunes and beachgrass,
- and a white gasp of.seaguyg will reel
against breathless blue.
Curled in your lullab}'nest
of heart-drums and water-singers,
lcountothe unborn afternoons, child,
‘and the lazy three o'clocks /past:
. . more than ;ll the deep sea minnows, ‘ -
more than all tge'%ubﬁles on the hem of the ocean,
more than all the seashells buttoned deep

‘ inside beaches which no one shall ever see,
i g .

(N

\

» . , : . "
: / . .
' (and he will be a wild man, his hand will be against every

3

man.‘and every man's hand against him)

Y

14



o

In August we begin again. p
Over the trees, the clouds sing like cicadas.
,Today, beginnings, blue a8 cornflowers, lengthen
o S ’
in the coolrhouse shadows of evening.
L2 «
Do you sing a countlng-song for mlracles

and savour the unborn season&? _

. .(d) furthermore, there
_ is the need to separate
physically frog the fetus
at'delivery. L

L?herefore, also. I have lent him to the Lord; ag long

as he liveth he shall be lent to the Lord )

«

. ®

X i ‘\*

When you are grown and one stréy\preeze snags
- . . . . X )
on a twisted limb in a winter orchard, ¢

- flying its snowy secret, - ]

how will you answer?

‘When, brooding home in the murmur of early dusk,

you stypble over the shock of
kitchen lights on snow,

will you grieve for words?
N

Or will you‘stagger over the mystery

~

% . .
of memory unbidden, = - 7o

and tumble once more into childhood?

15




)
K

B Hannah (7)

(Child, the evening sﬁ&_is clear and deépﬁ
ot is.the colour of your unborn eyes.

I close my own eyes and grow sﬁ?ll.

I swim doynward through the vein; i
inside my sleeping body

to find you curled in a dream.)

1. /
And. I am trembling énqtbe shore,
and though you are smaller than a sparrow
in the far sky °

I feel with you

-«

the w§ight of wax and hundreds.of feathers

\ dragging at your shoulders.
I feel also your jqbilétion rising up
and up like the sun | s
and then easing/softening/melting

into doudbt and helplessness:
r’

4
- V) . ' -
Fear blurs the upward rush of waves.

o




&

<

bl 2 -
And I am open-mouthed with horror.
You sit tall on a horse.
You are streaked with fear and determination and
you drive ;he point of your lance
thr:ough the n?eck of a dragon
which writhes .
while a lady shrieks ‘and- o v

gragonblood rushes dark over coppér scales

into the dirt.

17
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18

"And you are an Egyptian queen

\

who gathers the face of a mountain into

the sweep of one hand '

and ciaims it‘for herself.

You build a temple out of a mountain

in the érook of the Nile's arm.

fou set rows of giant rams along the road .
to your tomb-- . ‘
each ram is iarger than a house

and lighter than. one word on your Iips.

4

VEach one of these stone guardians

throws down a shadow as cold

W

and black as your hair,



19

(You grow restless in your dreams, child.)

L
' Perhaps you are teadying a rifle on your shoulder,

squinting from the saddle of a galloping horse

~

near the hot shoulder of a locomotive

--you are pocked with the stingj'of coaldust
and gravel, sweating the distance between you
and the otr_xe\{' riders/between you A

and “Danville train/between the brui.se
the fired rifle makes on your‘ shoulder

and the promise of%&ddlebags crdmmed- with loot.




~5
When you become a brownskinned boy
with a turban and a wish,.

I step deeper into tﬁé cave, o < g

—

hug myself against damp shadows,
waftch you finger the glittqr of éomething buried

in wet sand.
¥

-

When you lift it, your smile is brighter

than sunshine in the mouth of a cave.

" 7

When yoy brush the clinging sand from the lamp
a trickle of smoWe rises from its spout,

In a moment, the~cave'is foggy with magic. -

.
E] . S
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<

I gm”with you on the dusty road,
trudging between your donkey. and
a handful of stragglers.

4 . . !
The papers are safe in your pack,

<F »*

you are sure of your mission, the fishermen

will be captured and delivered. . .

\
It

‘None of us sees the flash which

PR +

sprawls’ you in the dirt--
there is only the faint crackle of

air over the hot road/

.ypur'garbléa'words/

a rush of hands to' help you up.

A little négvous-laughter.:

Your first fumbiing step. .

Five groping fingers/ ,h : S
a frowh between friends/ S
the odd sheen of fishscales on your eyes.
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.

(Your slow roll in my belly is like

the beginning of a wave deep under sleep.) _ —
' 7 -
. You are wrestling a lion, ) R~
v clamping arms like two great'bears
around a collar of fur, _ "q

pressing knees like 'the roots of & huge tree

into the golden flanks. ‘ . y

' you become a somersault of curved teefh/

. ‘ “ 6 -
huge sweating shoulders/red roar of ;saliva
in open mouths-- -

*

when the lion falls, it is the heaviest .
\ \ ‘ - . . -

sound in the world. -

« &

[
1
'

', L4

You count twelve labours and stoop beside him. -

.

. -~You will wear his_skin around yéur-éhoul@efs:p

forever.

You and the lion blur into motion and bellow, i

«
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. (we a£e~restless ¢3g§ther ih:sleép.léhiid.“ ©o . - .3 -
I am dpeaming~y§ur troubled dreams. ) 1 o ’ , .
. : The‘wom?n-iniéobb}estohe‘st;eets Bwing | .
. ropes of hiir saucily over their shouldgré,. g .
) and measure oué their leggy.strides *
~ with laughter. - . _ ,. ‘“ » —
RE When we. follow ﬁhem the smell of their skin =~ , f
T s W1cked. it mocks us. . ; . ' °
- . - We delight togethe;s' in the clever slip: of .«, ,
' the knl:f'e through flesh -
' and the way\the red wells up “.f 3 . o
- " cleanly from a stralght line. : 3’._' ‘ o % "
The way the woﬁen pour out thelr mocklng blood .:
- is a dellclous surprise. « . o )
- Often. they'scream thelr'satlsfactlon. ) ;
‘Sometimes W2 shriek back at them ’
4an¢ the screaming gogs back and forth '
1ike\an earnest .conversation. o _'i . )
S R o : o - ’ e
. We carve the—édéeé off their fear _ ‘ "
o f Wi#h the excellent knife. \.t‘ ;” . L s
‘ | :'. . oo v
N S ) ‘, "




(In the dark it is almost. too hot to breathe.

You are quiet at last, child, weary with dreams.

You are so still, my darling, that

9 . ’_w

I think you are rapt in a basilica of sky.)

I think you are a girl-child listening/

a thin girl kneeling in her father's field/
a shock of blAe eyes against new wheat.

You hold yourself tight ;ns;de your skin

in an urgency of listening, o~

leaning agaiﬁst the sohﬁd of -cathedral bells

which rqlls across the‘meadqw}

I call you from the farmhouse door,

but yqﬁ must not heayr.

* You must listen once more to the shimmer. of

]

half-seen wings-aréund yoﬁr face,

to transluéent feathers which ruffle your hair
" and trouble the young ‘wheat.

" You are-wrapped in .a ‘'shiver of battles/

N,
S

'v01ces/v1ctor1es.'

and the sound of the air around you is

gometimes a whisper, —

. X Lt '? * L.
someﬁigfs a crackle of flames in a city square.
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Eli (2) -

Hannah talked. She told of promises.

She told me how she vowed to give him up
before he was conceived, before she dared ° -
even to hope fo#*r him, and how thg Lord °
responded with a star which sﬁe could héld*

waém inside the cupped.hands of her thoughts.

» -

.
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Birth: Mechanisms of Labour: Vertex Pre&entation

Descent .
We are high on the cliffs above the sed,-
,riding a cloud together, child,
' staring at a blur %f sea below,
- \"
At fitrst it is a choppy batallion splitting apart

ot

into randomness and froth. .
Now, suddenly, wé aré a spream%ng rush.of weight.
A roar of wind rips.tegrs froﬁ our eyes - |
gnd terror from our throats, | ‘ R
hair\whipé our cheeké/shoulders. then'g
: face:fifst‘slam of sea cracks teeth and skull, -
a bloodied nose/fistful of saltwater driven inward/
%1uhgs choked with b}qe-gféen. ’

Salt weeps and stings into torn skin.

¢
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Flexion * - . - /
—=gxion |

-

I draw the arms and legs of my thoughts inward, child,

and hug them as§ you have hugged yourself for months.
I pull in my el%ows of doubt,

my angles and edges of fegref. . g

I tuck down my head agginst‘a\surge of pain and
ride the deepsea currents, bumping gently among

I3

</
coral reefs/shipwrecks/undergater mountains.

A

28
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. Internal Rotation

/

The currents pause me here

_between the thin strong branches of a reef
and the sandy ocean floor
but you will not be stilled.
You are ,a spé;al of jagged suffering
inside me, sn;tching at my hidden fears.
You cétch them on the edé;'df your ragéed spin,

'wind them around yourself tighter and tighter

1 4

,until /

~

« all the threads of my terror are
stretched thin and ) /
I think you will rip them lod%e;

‘laugh while I bleed to death.,. . .

®
e



oy

.

Extension

it is a slow careful sf:gtch fromfthe coral reéf

to the watery cirgle g}‘sun on thé ceiling of* the sea

i reach up - ‘

extricate myself delicatély from the

claws of the coral

stretch my balloon—self'tbinner/longer/higher and higher
until i catch the little moving flashé; of 1light

with my fingers '

while i wiggle my toes in the sand, 0
/

%

30°




2

W

)

Restitution

/

for onégmoment under the ocean I hold the cool circle

of sun in my hands

turnlng circular thoughts of you over and over inside me

then $uddenly your thoughts are round
and free and‘separ te fyrom my own
they turp softly around and around

in my head -

\

and
you are aacircle revolving f;eely k.
‘inside the clrcle of my thoughts
and we will be two leparate circles , splnning

inside the circle of the earth inside the

}circles'of the moon and plaﬁéts and constellations

v

inside the great spinning circle of

the universe itself ,

31



External Rotation

»

the motion of a playful wave pufrs at my toes
» grasps my ankles R
knocks the underwater sun from my fiﬁgers
i aﬁ laughing at the unborn" wave
| surrendering to a slow somersault
smiling at upside down rocks aﬁd

v

coral and seaweed

—

[

i think i might touch the-disc of sun

with my feet but
" the'wave is more insistent now and i am
_giddy with sudden motion -

afraid of scraping cheeks/elbows/feet on

v

sharp underwater objects as the current

T

drags me into a spin o

L

sucks me frém the ocean floor .

’chufhs bubbles around my face/eyes/
ears © until
the ci.uck and gurgle of air

LY
slaps my face - and

14 4 .

the beach is a roar and a hiss coming up fast

through the crash of the bréaking wave

~ i

K

sends me down again N



33

Expulsion

N ‘ impact
is not just an interruption )
in- the banic of uncontrolled stumbling .in the mouth
of the sea ‘

or

the smack of limbs against shore

before the scrape of sand on skin Begin%‘tq flame |
&

before contusions from rocks/shells/half-bBuried
bottles, ‘

‘ turn blue-bla;k ~

before the inventory oiﬁbloodied nose/broken’ teeth/

dislocated bones can commence

‘there is & thud of solid earth - L.
‘a shock of recognition as the wave slides back .

a stunned moment in which i-I am separate from the sea

. * ' {
gasping prone . learning once more to be
an air-breather g & :
» : !
- helpless on the rim of the ocean
s . A
[ae]
')
\
L S
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‘open skyward faces, SN
t

Hannah (8)/

Why do I feel as though

you brought the rain with you--this" gift,
this sweet, green )
ageless >
gift--

and delivered it across my dooréfep?

o

Its coming and your coming

-seem loosely bound Yogether,

a round wish, seeking a gsoft release,

breaks over wooden sills and stone steps.

Now all the midnight leaves

(the corn-stalk whisperers,

.the wide sleeping wheatfields)

applauding geﬁ%li.

L 4K

-
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Hannah (9)

The light traces your name in sky syllables

across an onshore breeze.

You will be named for the flutter of
’ ‘<H
dying leaves under laughter ‘

and the busy hiss of lake foam memorizing the sand. .

You'll ring across September twilights
"and the first frosts at dawn--
each autumn will resonate with

twilight and frost and twilight again.

Sometime, in the clamour of other names and yéars,

we, too, Will be forgotten, ~




Hannah (10)
)
Samuel..you hold my hand the way a young vine
,clings to the tree. ‘, ) .
You are clean and new against the day.

A

This'is one more kind of sorrow.

The air in the temple swims with light through leaves.
It is sharp and coel with greem, >

You grow restless*in my arms, I

you are reaching for light thfough leaves.

Samuel, you reach beyond and beyond.

When you uncurl your fingers I think
I am alone on a desolate shore ‘

and my skin is stiff with salt

“No. : | ~

I believe you wi1; be a star riding high in’the leaves,
‘a star bending over the desert. ° - I

Wéary eyes may linger on.you, |

The.eyes of new mothers may seek you out and smile.7'
iou will beka resting blace fof travellers,

a resting place in the dusk.

.36
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I offered you back, and ;Lu will~wait-for/;e
behind ‘the day. “
I will find you at'dang
and at twilight I will find you again in the sky.
There will be no salt water dying.
I willljourney each déy toward evening, : ‘ o
I will remember the scattered light,
: my_feet-wil} know” the- path whigh leads

to sunlight and a star.

»
.o
L ‘ . .
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f . El.:f. (3) A ‘ :
Hannah s llfe of wonder overflowed
into my own. I thought there was a smell

of strength, like roasted meat, or sacks of flour

‘'straining at their seams, or heavy jars

.drags at an aging cedar.

_her son would open wide and stretch himself -

13

full of fragrant w1ne. -1t wéighed me down.

'Y

)

1t bowed my limbs as unfamlllar snow ib’

-

-”

"'When_shelspoke.

)

around her words. She fed him miracles.‘

She sewed them into seams of new-made coats.

%

She laced them through his laugh%er with her words.

ur

kY
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.- Hannah' (11)
*. \

Letting hﬁm go .was likg ﬁ%rcing an ache of joints
to se% a ﬁigeoﬁ free: | ‘
the puff of feathers égainst the palms
-and then a wingbeat, startling in its strength,

A r

N
a push of bone and sinew against sore- fingers.

It was like thé wingbeat in the womb--
the unb&rn asserting hi;;elf ; |
randoml& against ﬂﬁs mother's breath--

. the same awkward escape, the initial

* shudder of feathersdand fear before

he became a small sure impulse’

in the far blue.
Easiﬁg a random ache at the window:
- counting, twice, the mourning doves

swaying on the wires.

hd

~h
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Eli (&) -

This child is born of some
different and’otherlworld. He is alive
with mysteries and miracles beyond

the flnest p01nts of law that he should learn
whlle 1n my care. He seems to swim between‘\J
the thlngs 1 comprehend and those I don't--~
*né moves through dreams and possibilities
as easi;y-as-he can move through air.

And if he wanders s;ﬁetimes through the sky-
gathering worlds like pebbles in his hands,

or if he strips the hours from one night
and'weafgs them into baskets in the dawn,

is it because his mother made a on |

which pleased the Lord so mgch he bre;thed upon.
hef" unborn child? ’ |

: ‘ Ahd "if I'd known the words

to that same vow, could,.I berhéps'have made

my own'sons walk in Samuel's other-worf??

Could I a%lleast havé saved them from thé curse
of cllnglng hard to thls world with their mouths
full of deflléd meat ‘their angry throats

parched with the smoke from sacrificial fires,

their dusty feet weighed down upon the earth?

-

#7

/-
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Hannah (12)

\£

14
I am sewing and sewing for you, Samuel,
- : N s’
my stitches draw the minutes through wishes.
You will wear a cloak of dreams,

you will never b€ alone.

AN

Each night, fhis house and the faraway temple.

siéep under cool stars, ' .

. you and I both sleep under the great roof of heavern.
The constellations arraﬁge themselvés.

I am sewing for you, Samuel.

My needle traces lines of stars around these hours

7 %o hold ‘them warm against you. .
When each seam of stars meets where it began,

- my.heart lifts like the morningif |
I will meet you in tge temple far from the sea,

in the cool temple undér the tumbling leaves.
14 -

I will drink you. ‘ .
I will draw you inward and hide you Jealously.’
*VWe will rest, co N
we w1ll r@301ce 1ns1de the flne llnes of stars

whlch shine llke webs around and around the earth.



"I am not my own self

Samuel (1)

{
I _am not mine .

my hands/eyes/ears are not mine’

I have been given and given

I am lent to the Lord

" every day my hands/eyed/ears

tend the altar--they are lent to the Lord

by the old man

the o0ld man drinks up
the blessing with

his old blihdfeyes

even the blessing is not mine
;] qu,I am not my own self

I am lent to the Lord

v
. \
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/ -
and there are sounds in the dark.

they are tomorrow.

‘ sounds, I mean,

beyond the circle of'light here

s~ ~-beyond dim yellow
from the dying lamp-- "

-

wbeyond, even, the rasp{ng breath
. of the old man out in the ‘darkest part
of the temple (and it i; dark
/. l behind his eyelids
‘ behind and behind)
. /(1t.will bve dark there
s o ' even in morning)
¢ and. dark here | o 1
behind my eyes.

{

when I close my eyes in the-temple,
when evehing 1ifts me in leafy branches ° )
(in motherfa?mé),
" when I am waif&né for sleep
: | | | (I stand at a éreat windéw

~

o ‘ and stare into tomorrow. .

o
43
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there are sounds there,

¢ quick things like bright feathers
3

alien tongues faces
they are not mine/not any - ones
fhey aré how tomorro#‘éounds .

" when I am beyond and beyond
/ 5
and I am . tangled, tilted, stranded
lost
in the unsteady

” . . branches of sleep

Ny

&



and MI ‘could be twenty years old and far fpom here

. 3 I3 * / 3 .
in a shining cart which roars on silver tracks

home from a war, on a Saturday !

(my blue eyes watch blue eyes reflecting war from

the roll of cornfields clacking past and past
and: past) ~ r <
in my e§es. this- new war:

horror, and

fear thaf the hortor does not run deep eho’ugh

4

(while the river runs brown deep clacking past
/
and past and past with an underwater sound

deeper than guns or thunder).

°©

this new war: feal that someone will see

.(in"vlue eyes reflections of cornfields mud brown)
my insufficient horror
| /. - ,
and think me a monster,

or , o

see fear and mistake it for horror ,

and think me a coward

P
--how shall I wear my face?

¢

- (alone in this strange place, afraid only

—

of windowglass and sunset, cornfields and -

- mud river clacking past and past and past)

(-
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)
at the edge of sleep, I am also f
a young woman who has money
eﬁough to eat, to dress, to travel a little:
two frilhtened eyes in a white face above
a kitchen sink,
‘and a yard full of sparrows whose squabbling

is so constant it soundg like silence.

- - J—

¢
>

I might be a young woman who _dre.a.ms of money,

d

and this might be my dream: ' ’
—n

pilgrimage to a Holy Wood studio

, P

o—

where c‘ont'estants. taut ‘with waiting, teeter
. on the edge of wealth -and happiness.

it is a new Be‘_thésda, a healing pool, this place
wher? huge fans trouble the air until

a cloi‘zd of money leaps and flutters above the floor

r

and I and a ,dozen others begin a “jerky dance -

of grab andesnat'chlto £ill our pocke'ts'
.,;Nith mongy,.with laughter and
the squall and scream ‘ , . .
of a studio audience.
or perhaps I am the young woman ,
dfeaming instead like this: - ten dollars found on the walk
' (a small miracles’ two cups and a;yellow teapot
from Woolworth's) - o P

14

or jays instead of sparrows in the yard.



ﬁﬂ
it calls me. Samuel,

this is a different voice.

it is on my side of the window.

’

it is tomorrow-but-today, it ‘is

nearer than yellow from ‘the dying
lamp it is

~
a summons clearer than words,
_ more insistent than the voices

of my own thoughts. . . .
- . T N o

-

bﬁt the old man says he did~not call ‘

\ and when.he sen@s me baék to bed

I waitifor sleep and grow dizzy ' y
with the swaying of huge ,

— branches beyornd a window:

+
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and I become a child whose face speaks the same
language as the sail of a small boat on a river
where branches trail down to make angles of

P4

stillness in moving water.

¥

Qo

a

I am the child who turns her eyes toward the ocean.’/ﬂ

””

She rests in the current
and takes the wind quietiy into her canvas

handful by handful. .

sometimes she is undef the trailing branches

where small leaves are cool on the face and

~

full of the sound of water and moving air,

o.

A

but sometimes she bumps an opposite shore
where strangers sell oranges, fish, bambéo
where footsteps shuffle .on decks and docks &

]

. cand money jangles. . ' _ R
3 .
the wind turns her .uft!y from shore toc chore.
She takes her ease in thée current--
S .

. it has always known the way to the ocean.

h ]
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Samuel he calls me and I run,
trailing sleep-voices like streamers of light
at my heels

but - the old man in the dark is
" forgetting? | ‘ |
forgetting, or’maybe
just wétching.at another window
: his own ‘window in
the always almost-dark

behind his eyes

the o0ld man

©°

~

sends me back and . in the dim
I listen to tomorrow o

buzzing beyond the sill:

\49
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I am one in the crowd on a hot street

7

where the impact of elbow on a stranger's arm
begins its slow fade into forget, but
Yhe other man's eyes ‘ask above the crowd:

, )
who touched me?

and §3mething happens.

a

I have never seen him before and

.

never'will again, but in the push of an elbow

and’ the 1ift of an eyebrow

I have roardd laughter with him'ih barracks,

stﬁod like an iron spike beside him in the
shniek’and bellow of war,

phrased an ihadequate goodbye:under a tree \

‘e ' on a hot morning

and .parted from him too early, grieving.

50
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] ' Eli (5)

The boy runs in again, and then I -know
+ .
the Voice is calling Samuel in the dark.
j .

Just beyond this wall, a miracle

is happening.land I am blind with fear.

I s@ffocate in stillness. I will-die

of silence. .I will die’ of doubt, of fear
of ipgignificancg, of Samuel -

borrowed from a stranger--lent to the Lord.
I send him back, and when he goes .away

I know he lies there, listéning to the dark.
The voice is telling‘secrefs to a child
while I, the holy priest whé offere&‘gifts
each day upon the altar, I who lived

<<to intercede between the Lord and men,

crouch between°m§ blindness and the night

and strain to hear the Voice\beyond the wall,

~The silence burns, and Samuel dpés not stir,
There‘ié‘no breath of wind, no rugtling leaf,
no distant noise of @en. no undertone

of heart and lungs and blooq.- The very earth
| is pafglyzed inside a'feht,of stars.

H ~
v "o =@
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52
" samuel (2)

0ld man tells me
it is beyond-and-beyond
. ‘ which‘épeaks to me,
pushiné through the window
into dim light

3 © p ' ' ‘ s
ey
‘it is not waiting-for-sleep, it is waiting-to-speak, it is

. | waiting-to-give-me-a-voice N
it is the sound of tomorfow - . seeking words
and i am not my own self
- i am a grand gift'i am
”tﬁe Yoy in”the témple i am given -

and given back again.

i receive

a ‘new voice . ' not my voice

‘tomorrow gives itself

to my voice ' not myfvoice
" i will speak of beyond-and-beyond |

it will speak ef bé&ond \ ‘ ' i |
together we will give gifts of : ’ ““ Y

tomorrow in words




' \

> , " and my voice will not be my own volce
. ) will hever be*ﬁj own,
for it is the grand gift
o ' ’ of the young propﬁet,
thé boy prophet '

it is given

and given back again

P - v !

and at the doorway: of sleep

i am suddenly alone -~  and

*

on the fine line of the threshold
. ( i throw back my head and

-~

am

impaled on otherness

o

i am

samuel. < : ' N e
i listen..

Tt . »
‘ “
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»
your voice. is like water, like wind
. (3 :'\
inside my head

how did it get in?
streams of dim from the dying lamp _
wash away sharp lines, daylight colours

and everything softens, wears smooth L -
like the elbows of my coat or my faded collar

everything smooths with age in the dim

a

" ’ no, you do not enter . N
P | | my eyes
- everything which enters my eyes ig —
: just the same* as ever A
’ only older . VU

and neither do you come in through . ' o
my ears

oh it is like listening ' b

wind flaps in folds of tent and seams sing
(though muffled by the palm of a great hand?
and v no

‘ it is not listening ' - it is neither
Rl Lene
{

shout nor whisper T o .




. !
’ still it is not indistinct

oh no: distinet it is

pure words free ) of_ragged edges of approximation and
the imperfect 1ilt urging the mind
this way or that

muzzling possibilities

did i breathe you in?

i think the air is clean cold
[

. - W
free of the smell of sputtering wick  the drift

of dusty air the .01d familiar cloak-smell

* )
of near-sleep

did i breathe you in?- o 4
% AN
' i think there is a stir of air )

' —
i

‘high in the temt

'Ahe smell of elsewhere -infused with wilder breezes
N . i think - o
8 of an upper room - consumed with wind

uneven shadows--torn from corners--swirling past

’

« . incredulous eyes

55
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.

whirling up

then driving tqﬁard the crowd

a.billow 6f silken air

-

shot through with flame

and thunderstruck others

$rembling with an unexpected presence

6

far apart from

how did you get in?

Po

t

now

s

56
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| >
~ Samuel (3)

something happened here. !

my tﬁougﬁts gape open, ache,

into the wildness of things which might, someday,

be knde‘ -y - ;

‘ | and i, without a teacher,

am separate frém the old man, ’

am empty now, even of voices, (

‘ am learning lessons without words

> A ,1 .

am curving, cufbingy;
over the edge of desert, out over ocean into
the promise of horizon, the promise of a straight-
line.ending , o -
which curves and’
drops away again/intb
islands gold with beaches, wet with jungles,
hills slow-rolling as dunes,
- prairies, pldains, soft with wind,
bﬁuntains étreaked wi@ﬁ snow )
L ‘\, : / then curving, curving into
. A

blossoms, wings. city markets which ’

flicker bright orange, pink, .violet like pain
. * % . .

- ’

in my eyes ' r
" --mountains, gasping white, which tear into

1
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am swinging upward, now, into air .

one by one _ all at once

"

4

complacent roots,

the sky

- Pl ‘{

and icg so vast it becomes

itself ajﬁurve-—then singing earth
slips sideways, gbfuptly.

iﬁ a moment so rare its citizens

shriek their disbeliéf
{

while earth tears houses, trees, hillé from their
a . / h

slaps a smug river freh its course, /

grinds out new vistors between unforgiving edges

of granite a mile deep
then/ : o

‘. . N F
earth is gorgeous, terrible K

» [y

in its Vvastness.

--no straight-line endings, no curves even,

just endleséqeés of heaven, full of earth sounds

spilling upward,

)

where the wings of a hundred ‘birds

spread in 'a sudden downward arc from a iedge,

'

catch on updrafts of air in

.careful formation, - <

Q

f

and i am listening to other air elsewhere

o



also full of formations
hard angry travellers in a far sky,
riding the thunder of war on the whiﬁe of

. straight invisible lines which stiﬂg'from sky

impact of air is an earthburst, ' ! ‘o

an upward shudder ofzbrickg. leaves, surprised

1

o + /

voices

\ e

one, by one all at once,

L settling in careless formations.

am drowning now in tons of ocean /

in the weight. of black”debths undiscovered ,and

7/

discovered deaths, wrecks, caves,
igantic creatures, i !

. the heave and crash of waves on
4 : ) . .
‘imperturbable ocean depths

L r~

and, then, suddenly, an absence. of water: a_desert

1)

-

. ‘ where sand scours faces and eyelids, scrapes paint
from me?al. patternr from cloth; '
wheréﬁtravgliers hold themselves tight back °
,from‘the edge of death{ duck their heads down,

"Wait for each moment to sway and fall into -

'neVér ‘ e N

am.sfaring at the travellers who survive, who“ a

gorge themselves on water, worship cold glass,
pdstpqpe thangsgiviﬁé. postpone rélief,'

o £
7 7
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¥ drink until they aée sick with wa}er.
Y , o i ]
and now am chasing fire from first spark
' in first nest of dry grass on floor of a
clémmy cave
where unbelieving eyes
g K%fansfixed by a glow of tamed fire
. which will push ba?k\the edge of night,
! ©f winter) \ J
stare into a wonder, created in darkqess.
whicﬁ{will,transform not-human %nté human
am chasing it to where it‘i§ half-forgotten
where it becomes a nameless urgency, ‘\
aa sp%fk of memory whiéh'longs to‘be repea?ed——
first-firgidisguises itself in dreams,
haunts iﬁnovators, techniéians, civilized_minds. )
longs to be repeated, )
‘becomes a-later wonder in the search for o
~ .another first spa;k. anothér
transfixion, transformation, .
- B ) suddenly: a new kind of fire- “ B \ »“
: ~--an exploding'possipilitj | :;,

, Which‘évaporétes citizens, open mouths, un- *
believing eyes.into white shadows

<
- .



into - particles of air,

into %mo sphere

o~ é ' . °

am stumbling against.this wonder, which, in the splitting )

of a second,
transforms human into not—hﬁma:n,

. LY ' ) o . . o7 ,
and is half-forgotten again. . ‘ wi‘

and yet, am seeing what they vv;ill do with:Jght: ‘

‘ build themselves great cities out> f. 1i%ht

puil movli'ng sta;s 'th‘rowgh 'hqaver%‘on“ magic strings “
xcircle‘ th’emselve's with beads of light vghich‘ . //
roll two by 'i:wp

over a’r{i\un:ier thejr citiess

. : ﬁe*ads which leap brighig-edged rivers .
G feflections * ravines &@nyons--

[y

sometimes, even, overleap themselves.“
) ) R I

: they-\yﬂorship light, they worship light, they watch it pooi ot
,- litself like rain Seyonc} a window, inagically . i ‘

. * . ' make small wbrl,ds‘ and people out :o_f light A
- they turn 'théir faces skyward in the ‘dark L .

’ %o fee]:,ta Bupst of colour wh'}cﬁ weeps down “ .

>,

thunderous with glory high.,above a field;;
- ‘unfolds 'a pleasant ache inside the’ eyes | .
and fades from memory, arching down to-earth--

. -
~ . .
.

.- ‘. ,“:h\

. . -



e

o

they push back the twilight, hold the night at bay
until the SQEFS themsélves grow feeble, high

over towers consxella%ion-bright.' ' .

L

v T
@
N Y
y
\ \
v
-
e
L3
§
. -
v
° M
f
-
- A
-~ -
s
+ p
»
.
— °
-
-
> .
1 .
. - ‘
° "
'
-
L}
2 L4
t
d ( » . » -
’
-
. . ”
3
1 AN
. \
? ™
,
g
- 4 >
. N «
.
N » - t‘ ]
N
Q9 ”
’ D‘\
.
' f
f
-
. 4
<
. -
R ¢ JAnS )
- - -
. . v
A
¢ L4
/ -
-
.
o - .

62



°/

<%

(0ld mat called.it'"LorH".
gave it a name,
but naming makes it small, .'
'hacgs the edges-off pogéib%l;ties,‘
' confiﬂés.it ;p the space. of"

o .breath .and syllables and that .
little world around them)’

oh, old man uttered falsehoods

-

by giving it a name. - .

LY

i have journeyed farther than names'

\ ’ T
. farther than voices

x

to where is is

4 »

-

(even remembering makes that journey small.

-thinking
Jiminishes it. - )
_speaking o .
shrinks it until it fits inside one mouth)
< -
and, even so:. o

words. .
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Samuel (&) ' | ’ —_—

?

-

i gm alone, and grasping now gt words,
trying.a syllable or two, stuttering,
being silent for a moment:

this ‘is as .clgse as i come

/1;4‘

to what i wish to say.

-
v

in a moment, when word snags §word.'
and

when phrases snag sentences draw them outward so that

) \
a stream of snagged air passes my lips,

i will‘be teIlling lies.

every 'séhtence will misbehave in its uttering,
will lose itsglf. dmong skeins of
snarled thought,

will inevitably misdirect. .

the most sincere of my words

will be the most misleading-- “

they will imply that thbughts can be phrased.
. o ‘\ '

hd 1

so listen now to my face--the draw}ngatogether of éyebrows.

o

an uncertain glance,

N

the closing of lipséaround g word

i find myself too terrified fo speak, \
f , | )

~
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Saﬁhel (5)
tomorrows rush me.
- what used te be a lullaby ' o

screams and whines around my ears,

~batters at.eyelids, : . .

clamours to get inside.
i glap at cologrs,
| "s claw at voices where are no voicés,
shrug off the cling of.gﬁngers which catch
my hair, my cloak, my'handsa
and drag me'to'a place where '
traQellers caunt‘waves/ciouds[
milestones on the desert track
o be&ween‘dcean~and desertsinn,
.- ‘_ : until they are weary Qitﬁ’.
couptingt , .
- traveiling into- a morning where
they dress in chilly clothes
e before dawn .
“and travel on to Gali;eé,
just €% wateh the sun rise like

a wish out of.the water.

;\‘;f— \ “ "’"-.. w.

A
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and i am staripg at
the woman who fits the sights to the rifles

in tge Cahadian munitidéns. plant.

She ‘has brown hair/brown eyes/

a freckle at the corner of her mouth.

_She and the woman in gpe Krupp munitions plant
(who also has brown haar/ ’ ’
brown eyes/a freckle) \

are breathing prayers int0¢the
noise and heat: L
"Let this gun fire sfrgight ¥
and trgg. ’ . g
Let this War be over. Let '

mine--let all mine who are fightingJQ SN

be safe and whole." s \
Just above’the smokestacks,
clouds of thesk wish;é advance,
retreat, o 5

" . double thém§elves

and vanish into,b;ue.

Later, o .
ovéf’Flandéns/Vefdun/Dieppg
they gather again | '
‘to.weep ipto mud.

» R



-

. in the Roman catacombs, - -
families hide/sleep/eat/argue

and their lonéiﬁg percolates .
into the ho§tile city

from below. - °

"Hope.loéges itself . ‘ .
\between_cobblestoqes/inside
colutins/under cornerstones \ )

until the Romans,‘too,

are hunted and must turn their N,

eyes up toward the horizon. -

Then the-gutters are black
" with blood.

After the long silence,
~ the longings of the catacomb

ngple rally . . 3 Iﬂ~f
—-rooted in.fertile black, ' | |
they are a‘millidg tiny spéérs--
‘they push up between colums and

_ cobblestones,

they march into empty ruins.

¢
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' Ten hoyrs later,

e e

‘on an afternoon'street'iﬁ Edinburgh

Mfs. Shéw taﬁes up the hands of

——twe small daughters,

stops between the Twilling Tobacco Shob

and the green-grocer

»

and prays for "that young ‘lad

who is crossing over the ocean."
: 4

-

Charleé Liﬂdbergh stands
on Le Bourget field -

“
with a night wind . in his hair. )

AN

~
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ip is both of these:
the terror that comes with being lost -

in a new city, in a strange language,

in an unfamiliar self
- H
L - and
a sharper sorrow than the unwavering "

moment of change

when home is no longer possible

PR

'

. Y
and 1 am - . : -
glofified o .
horrified
S free i : e
and alone, and !
9 ol . N
e 4 ° .
4
A ™ A . ] :
. ) ;

69
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LY

the mountains on the Philippine island

are a\jungle.

the great leaves crowd each other

to hide thé killing, ' '
but thé cries fly up and seek ,
high blue.

They join s‘tar:tled' v_dices . f . . "
flying up, in the same moment, ,

from a hundred other islands

[y

in other oceans ' . )
and for ohe flicker of time r -
like;, .ém,old man stupbling
there are a hundred hyndred
voices in the a'ir./ , ‘

It is the oldest of .songé, '
struggling up '.and up into biue

and the singers are so many miles ;

apart
that no body y

‘ . ) . -
hears the hundred hundred. o 2

AY
" -

’
’




}

and the empefor dreams quié% under stars. -

Tﬁere'are rooms in fhe palace

full of worms who spin |

only for him,‘

rooms full of looms/Hyes/sléves

' to make shimmering §ilk

only fo¥ him, '

while be&oﬁﬁ the palace

.~  the Great Wall threads 1ts way
throﬁgh his kingdom.

It embroiders a pattern

across the tapestry of his dreams. -

Y

-~

and i am seeing this: o ;
» the morping qérusaleﬁ burns,
the highway to New York is’ -

jammgd with cars.

=

. The. road is paralyzed with
traffic jams full of

weeping Jews.



<%

and at Pompeii, when the earth and
mountain crumble,

the sky flings

a counterpane of flame '
agross them.

One ma& embraces his gpld

. ' ' like -a-pillow. . ‘
Anothe? clutches a child T
afraid of the dark. . |

The earth hugs this secret

inside ﬁts%lf —

' " while the years crumble

around it. coL .

.0l
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i am blessed,
1 am exalted

1 am assaulted by tomorrows

(somewhere, . '

4 . .‘
# an old man lies in a darkened room,

1

sure of his blindness, and v .

nearby a boy waits for him to call)

)

" but they, too. are. now ﬁesterday.
;o a note sllpplng away from - i‘ts;alf
part of this giddy
ta..mbo’u-i'ine' jazz of ,
Lo ~ unfamiliar faces,
0 | dlleys, stations, wishes,

noises : /
"which elbow and \,

/

jostle like an . ) . \

unfriendly crowd 5 -
against the gate--they

. " trample each other and

u

swear | L
.they want to pour into

the narrow channel of my voice

L4 ’

.‘,’

they w1lf be ‘spoken .



™

&

a woman dressing for church

dies

‘ between a table ‘andA

and

. with mourning doves.

a windowledge that purrs

Her death disrupts an

old old rhythm--

the pattern of Sunday
washing/dressing/dréaming ,

worn. smooth into the edges

of .the wéek.
' N
the line of the rolling marble

on the playground in Grand’ Rapids, Michigan,

is straight and true.
1ike the line of the bullet

- \ v
above the motorcade in Dallas, Texas.

The® impact, .

~

the splatter of-blood, ,
echoes the kiss of glass Sver .
the hard-packedlea-r;th.

but ‘here at the playground 5,
:the young mother doesn't hear
the wail which- riseé up ‘and up

around her, - L -

74
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[+ B » \\
= uNe : N
1 . She is praying "Let my boy be . \
/o traight and true. Let him be
¢ v ’ ise. Let him be )
a cowboy, an astronaut. Let him be .
& ] . . .
/ N wise. Let him Ye .
7 'w " . / N ~
A | . ' President of the U.S.A."
] . . while in kitchens/offices/ )
e supermarkets : '

"no no no" is. cllmblng Q;gher

s

- and hlgher and
’L . the motorcade

, - (which was a hope and a dream.

4

going forward, .

¥ . : . .

straight and true) - T

. v '+ falls bdck on itself in - "

- Ceae g R ¢ . e t
"confusion, o

t N " oL 5 v .« v (

'ai%ﬂthe blagk carssunsure.

.
1 !

: he et A\ , 4 4
' ® o < +
N . and \hhthe door of the tomb,’ e _
Coe theawom@n dre sobblng/searchlng/ o

« -

¥ clutchlng a whlte*clbth . o

", ’ . L , There is a smell of damp and cool

»
N [N

o ooqags«beyond it, : ‘ g )',

but nothlng_ls dlfferent about this day

‘except the women are weak ,

N

1n91de the‘cave, and all the.early morning
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A and cleaq wa}h crying , '
over this void u ’ .

arid the weeping isn't finished ~ .
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" Samuel/Eli

i am samuel full of holy terror
full of the voice

which aches at ribs,
strains muscles  tendons,

v i stretch my skin to contain it.

u

l ! ' M

(... .he'll be afraid %o tell me what he hearg:)

-
» A

}
F's
my skull is numb--
it reVerberates with‘

the sound of tomorrow. .

(How‘could Samqe; know . .

. ¥

‘that in its very silence pas’the Voice 4
punished me now? Ih speaking through the boy
It cut me off, removed Itself from me. . . .)
’ \
M) - - - ' N .
W . \
there is no window, now
- - . . /
R S nothing to hold back.
tomorrow SN
- but’- the blow of stone on
stone . Lo
* , < o .
’ R B fi:'om6 g crumbling wall,

. ’ "
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i am jangled and jostled'ﬁy
. voices ~ visions  tomorrows
which scramble through the gap

s

(the damage is done already, in the dark)-“’

.

-

old man -, 0ld man
E i weep prophecies
i bu;ét with ﬁarsh words

not-my-own - ‘ .

. 1 would $hield you, . comfort
‘you, lie to you softly,

A | . | . old man

4 *

i

you are blind and afraid S
still, i do not love you
enough

to tell you truth

. P A
g ~ £

into a pouch and fiilkit-with the curse N
with which the Lord has blessed him.) . -
. ( .

. A
d ' lqét night staggers and

t
i

f R . .- 4@falls inta morning

N h o .- . K .
(Morning has come. The boy must weave his words .

78
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-

.(Open the door, now. Let ‘the morning in.)

te

% . . . |
X

jfmorrow'will speak ‘through me

¢ A

-

i am samuel full of holy fterror

and i°do not love you enough
to kill you with words.
. ) i . ; . ;
) s

Lo \ .

Q

my-s}éep-window has become a ‘gate

\

o ' ' throdgh which tomorrows:
ﬂmareh row upon angry Trow '

tﬁéﬁrxsky is full of smoke

o and broken trees .

S

. B
+ N -
-

here  at the gate, bonfusion
troops break rank and~

stagger,. | - 3
: ¢
- they stumble’ over stones,

over each other. Coe @'“

b

(For God's sake, child. Open up the door.) .

e
P

. : ‘ co - .
) s | - they fall in unexpébted heaps g
o S - . of death . ‘{f ' U
= I ‘heads sometimeévon my siae:. . l
P o X .

w2

e
, some on thelrs




‘o

‘ (I grope toward daylight, sweating in the dark,

Lol

sick with the hours of trying to understand

they reach with crooked hands

now here . now here. . . .

the e;LS'ofasome are almost

in my tent,

'bursting out of heads

in their surprise
. T ) “ e
. "to see me here. . . /

Y

”

why the One ignored this Holy Priest

‘and chose iristead this other-worldly child - :

to be its Voice .

-

< . .
RS .‘- /

v

For God's sake, won't you open up, the door?)’

o

+

J

"holy terror

. -~

i know tke smell of ragged
uniforms from every skirmish

ever fouglit in time

>

your sons will die, old man,

¥
4

‘on baftlefields!




This is a story Whlch happens and happens.

Opening the Doors

Those tiny-geps in the hammering of a terrified heart

x

do" not have a name.
They are the first chapter of morning,
and the whole_ story happens on the threshold;-

an angle ofearly sun

advances a sliver of warm across cool.

*
¢

It has no name.

Mornlng tracks a beam across the circle of the world,
A} N . , ,

seeking thresholds.

N

It is(always mopnlng, somewhere in the circle,

and there are always thresholds.

-

-

Above the doorsill, dazzling worlds
dance in a shaft of light,
but the -story is told between them,
in the gaps Whlch have no name, where the music moves.
where the terrified hammerings of heart |
" drum out a rﬁythm of morﬁing. |
. b .
A trillion alwaysemornings hover on the threshold,
of the gaiaxy, o0
and the. story hepbenskhere. too,

Ft \ e o7
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. o
happens, especially, in the spaces between worlds and
v moments
¢ ! . %
in the places without names,
' where we have never been,
. and in the angles of time where , .
.o we no longer are. . v "
‘ I3
L S .
m -
[3
\_ 3
\\ . s
Lot w . ! -
. 3 3
. | |
: o
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Hannah/Samuel .

and evgrythiné which happené
happens becaﬁse
a single breeze runs like cool water ‘ ‘
along a June evenlng and spills l
into lungé;mrav1nes. and the upturned mouths
of snapd;agons at the‘foot‘of g garden’ wall
and because | B . L
a snag of song }ingers in thé ear
to cali back other evenings'spentﬁbeéide
some faraway lake where June breezes | . — ‘
are born‘and.begiq to run |
" everything that matters hapbens
‘in the gaps
those who would map synapses
(certain women.,jokérs.
| 'mnmﬁtﬂ.
o " know this for a fact
— they know also "
“the prlnclples of mapplng. .
o that everything which matters
swims -
in the primordial ink bétweéh /;

“the strutting nib and the page



nothing which happens
happens in the rustle of turning paper

R

or the richness of new ink

everything which happens.
happens in the turniné o} this other page:
dusk into dark and a mouthful of June
Y | everything happens between
‘ the surface of drying ink
. o o smooth paper beneath it

-

éh there are other  spaces

~

consider the rise and parabolic

fall ., '

of a cartographic thought - or
o _ g ‘ - the stutter or that same thought -

on its dowmward are
asThe mapping hand ' falters . _

- . ‘
brushes an eyelash from

\ C | o continent or . legend
§ - _
and whatever happens tonight
_ happens because of a Juae.wind

--banners or flags bloWing or

. . .
! . . . N
. e

o
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the hems of dresses-fluttering,

passionate voices twisted in threads of air

everyfhing hdppeﬁs because of tonight* “ ¥
. . /
» and if someone should dream of war or -
) I .
murder

each death”must taste of a particular

“ cool evening. . . . ~

the patch of blank paper
on the edge of a half-inked sea
is one grand éynapse

into which imagination falls and

falls
gulping those who know (ﬁ
K an open gab is a constant. moan,

that no opens outward
allows for exploration
i E L ’ ©a rolling ocea@ hope of other
'énd‘whoevér weeps without sleeping b
for someore gone or something newly born, RS
wéeps with bregth full ‘of a particular_

. green and darkness




s

o .

and whatever happens

"”“héppeps tonight simply and bn;y
because June runs its fingers through
evening grass ’

with a sound like a song ' -

-~

theré are fhpse who know

that a synapse laughs at chances,

dances at costume parties,

considers itself fact

the hiss of a synapse closing is
hysterical

yes yes  Yyes.

Uy



