He’s not history yet, He's as proud
ofhis work as a blood-spatter expert

Kirtg the code of sprayed gore,
Next door left, in the gourmet shop,

1ie 2 nd baguettes; Love«Lies»Bleedfng
the garden center next door right.

‘Two witches, catty-corner, run
crystal shop. Self is the artful

tieg it tells itself, Mind is no more
than'neural chuck, We know

only human to wait in line
for the choicest cuts, to forecast

wherl our number's up, to tense
at feels a lifetime for the shutter—

1l that _féfbearance just to end up
at-eyed stiff. Blood-gouted

pron in a hamper, the butcher
drives home by instinct. At reg

oplights he clicks the seconds past
ith'his tongue, our strongest muscle,

STEVEN CRAMER

Steven Cramer

Steven Cramer is the author of five poetry collee-
tions: The Fye That Desires to Logk Upward{1987),
The World Book (1937 | Disiogue for the tefr and
Fight Hand(1897), Goodbye to the Orchary) (2004),
and Clangings 12012). Recipient of feliowships
from the Massachygetts Artists Foundation and
the National Frdowment far the Arts, he direcrs
the icw-residefacy MFA program in creative writ-

ingat Lestey University in Cambridge, A,
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B.H. FAIRCHILD

A Photograph of the Titanic

When Travis came home from the monastery,
the ground had vanished beneath him,
and he went everywhere in bare feet

as if he were walking on a plane of light
and he spoke of his sleepless nights
and of a picture in National Geographic:

a pair of shoes from the Titanic resting
on the ocean floor. They were blue
against a blue ground and a black garden

of iron and brass. The toes pointed outward,
roward two continents, and what had been
inside them had vanished so completely

that he imagined it still there, with the sea’s
undersway bellying down each night
as each day after compline he fell into

his bed, the dark invisible bulk of tons
pushing down on the shoes, nudging them
across the blue floor, tossing them aside

like a child’s hands in feverish sleep
until the shoestrings scattered and dissolved.
Sometimes he would dream of the shoes

coming to rest where it is darkest,
after the long fall before we are born,
when we gather our bodies around us,

when we curl into ocusselves and drift
toward the little sleep we have rehearsed
again and again as if falling we might drown.




CORRINNE CLEGG HALES ]

Corrinne Clegg Hales

Corrnne Clegy Hales is the author of three full
length poetry collections: To Make !t Right, winner
of the 2010 Autumn House Poetry Prize, Separate
Escapas, winner of the Richard Snyder Prize from
Ashland Fostry Press, and  Underground from An-
sahta Press. She hasalso published two chapboaks:
(ut of This Flace from March Street Press and Jan-
uvary Fire from Devil's Millhopper Press. She has
received two fellowships from the National Eadow-
maent for the Arts and was the winner of the River
Styx Poetry Prize for 2000, She teaches in the MFA
Program at Calfornia State University, Fresno.

the floor, and dropped it
e sink. He was twelve,

up his life. His pigeons
nitheshed out back |

 béen contributing
share: Animals,

sisted, are for food
sale. No pets. No feeding
mouths before our own,

sy-to-see-through scam.
ed and girtted and washed
tfed, and when she called us
ble it was sitting there hot
igger than a sparrow,

reen Melmac plate,
ear glass mixing bowl,



a ragged sprig of spearmint

plopped flat on its breast

and bread crumbs tumbling out
from between its tiny crossed legs.
She was smiling. The rich, she said,
pay big bucks for a meal

like this, and when she lifted the glass,
alk seven of us gathered around,
imagining we were them—breathing
the abundant odor of onion

and pulling slivers of meat

from the carcass with our fingess.



TED KOOSER

sounding under their hooves,

can smell the sharp smoke of dust in the air.
Now he can hear their dark voices,

the old voices of horses,

and the talk that is leather’s.

And now they are clirbing the hill,

that holy hill thatis Geronimo’s,

but he is not afraid-

His mirror is warning the others,

and we are the others.

Old Soldiers’ Home

On benches in front of the Old Soldiers’ Home,
the old soldiers unwrap the pale brown packages
of their hands, folding the fingers back

and looking inside, then closing them up again
and gazing off across the grounds,

safe with the secret.

Laundry

A pink house trailer,
scuffed and rusted, sunken
in weeds. On the line,

five pale blue workshirts
up to their elbows
in raspberry canes—

a good, clean crew
of pickers, out early,
sleeves wet with dew,

and near them, a pair
of bright yellow panties
urging them on.




W.S, MERWIN

since 1976.

No

Out at the end of the streetin the cemetery

the tombstones stared across the wheeling shadows
of tombstones while the names and dates wepton
in full daylight and behind them were the hill
sheared off two rusted tracks under a black

iron gate led up out of pure darkness

and the unbroken sound of pure darkness

that went on all the time under everything

not breathing beneath the sounds of breathing
but no they said it was not the entrance

to the underworld or anything like that

in fact all the houses atong the street

had been paid for by what had come from there
in the days of the negatives of the pictures

To Paula in Late Spring

Let me imagine that we will come again

when we want to and it will be spring

we will be no older than we ever were

the woen griefs will have eased like the early cloud
through which the morning slowly comes to itself
and the ancient defenses against the dead

will be done with and left to the dead at last

the light will be as it is now in the garden

that we have made here these years together

of our long evenings and astonishment

W.S. Merwin

United States Poet Laureate WS, Menwin was
bom in New York City in 1827. From 19490 191
he worked as a tutor in France, Maligrta, an
Portugal; for several years afterward hé:riiad
the greater part of his tiving by fransfating.from
French, Spanish, Latin, and Portuguese.; Menw
has authared dozens of books of postry ¢ Drose:
His many awards include the Pulitzer Pritgin
etry for The Shadow Of Sirius and the
fiook Award in Poetry for Migration: ; 2ow did she know
Selected Pagms. W.S. Merwin has tived ir

Blueberries After Dark

: .So this is the way the night tastes
-one at a time

“not early or late

my mother told me
hat I was not afraid of the dark
: d when [ Jooked it was true

with her father dead

_almost before she could remember
_ nd her mother following him
notlong after

and then her grandmother

who had brought her up

anda Httle later

her'only brother

and then her firstborn

gone as soon

5,

Song of the Trolleys

as'one of the carols

£summer and I knew that
nwhen all the leaves

_f:aI:Ii_ng through it as it passed
hen frost crusted the tracks
as they had stopped ringing
mmier stayed on in that song
g-_a_i_g_ain the whole way

£5ight to the river

der the hill and hissing

en it had to stop

humming to itself

rear it coming
r_l’{mers that ]

W.S. MERWIN
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TIM SEIBLES

It must go something like this:

First, one cell flares in the brain. Then
the two cells next to that. Then more and moze.

Until something far off begins to flicker.
Manhood, the last fire lit before the blackening woods.

The weak one separated from the pack.

The painted bird. The bird, painted.

Latin

Words slip into a language the way
white-green vines slide between slats in a fence.

A couple opens the door to a restaurant,
sees the orange and black colors everywhere

and the waitress grins, “Yeah,
a littie Halloween overkill, huh.”

Overkill, a noun for alt of us
fidgeting under the nuciear umbrella—

but for that instant, it just meant too many
paper skeletons, too many hobgobbled batloons.

I know a woman who is tall with dark hair
who makes me think of honeysuckle

whenever she opens her legs. Not just the flower
but dew-soaked music itself honeysuckle like a flavor.

And [ remember the first time years back
when LaTina told me what it was we had

between our eight-year-old front teeth
that April afternoon, our hands wet

with rain from the vines. “Honey sickle,” she said,

while the white flower bloomtd from the side of her mouth, -

and I had a new sweetness on my tongue and a word

I'd never heard before. How was it decided in the beginning?

2 LATE AraanAdame

. Thisword for this payticular thing,
2 sound attached to a shape or a feeling forever.

" All summer long the cicadas don’t know
. what we call them.

They sneak from the ground every year after dark,
‘break out of their shells right into the language,

~and it holds them like a net made of nothing
but the need to make strange things familiar.

“All summer long they rattie trees like maracas
“until they become part of our weather—

‘quiet in rain, crazy in hard sun,
“s0 we say those cicadas sure make enough noise, huh.

And the noise of that sentence heard ten-thousand times
“hecomes a name for us the cicadas keep trying 1o say.

“1think about dying sométimes,
not the sudden death in the movies—

the red hole in the shirt, the eyes
open like magazines left on a waiting room table—

dot that, but withering slowly like a language,
barely helding ont until everything

Tever did or said is just gone, absorbed
jrito something [ would never have imagined-—

ike Latin. Not lost completely, but moved away
from that bright, small place

between seeing and naming,
between the slow roll of ocean

a'nd the quick intake of air
that would fill the word wave.



YONA HARVEY

She is a stamp i1 it, the tapping of boots

At the porch steps, another cover, Not spring

Or summer. Just her advancing, multiptying—
_-failing through branches-—there's a flurty of her,

Blessing Blue Crabs

Smiling white teeth, television
host pleased with her face, her
there-you-have-it filling the screerl.
One last shot of the elegant restaurant
poised a few miles across towny, its proud-
bellied chef & owner, spit—polished sitver,
glasses clear enough to 1ing.
Goodbye to the women who blessed
the blue crabs with hymns, who undyessed
the trapped bodies from blue-tinted sheils,
1ifted the meat from its legs, sealed
flesh for markets, who weren't invited to
sit at the linen-clothed tables of the fine
restaurant featured on the cooking prograr,
a “must-stop” for indulgent diners
passing through the Low country,
who, stitl in uniforin, sang
stridently in the cannery kitchen,
who spoke barely above whispers to cameras
stationed outdoors for interviews, against
the backdrop of foamy sea, whimsical sailboats,
who posed at picnic penches propped for the occasion,
supplied with paper napkins, who sampled
the chef's famous crab cakes, a cup
of water to wash them dowr.
Yes, they are delicious. What else
could they answes without accusation
of ungratefulness, their dark fingers
shaking away the delicate crumbs?

Discovering Girdles

{ dor’t know what to do with this contraption

of polyester & cotton, troublesome lace. Black,
white, another womar's nude—whatever the color—
its trick is to hide flesh, to copstrict the skin

like a bit of truth, & secret buried in the garden

of women'’s undergaiments. A prepubescent girk
signals her mother to guiet, to lower what must be
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her first bra, & yes, it’s fine & can she go now?
My mother’s concerns for me were body odor &

“ virginity—how to smeil iike a flower wi .
ithout being pl
Robust women filled her chiurch, their stomachs gplucked.

‘suffusing the linen of lon
g dresses doused with perfu
do not know how to behave, publicly petme

! :x;;clemplating these hip huggers that wouldn’t matter
. ose worner, reaching beyond the fitting rooms of Earth.



MAXINE KUMIN

February

First waking to the gray

of linsey-woolsey cloth
the vivid spotted dogs

the red-fox cattle and

the meeker-colored horses
flattenied in snow fog

first waking into gray
flecked with common cock-
crow unfolding the same
chilblain-bruised feet

the old shoulder ache
Mama every day

remembering how you worn
the death you wished for
the death you sidled up to
remembering how

{ike a child in late afternoonl
drained from the jubilant sledding
you weke content to coast

the run-out to a stop

wooted and capped in the barn
joy enters where 1 haul

a hay bale by its binding string
and with my free hand puil
yous easy death along.

On Being Asked to Write d Poemn
in Memory of Anne Sexton

The elk discards his antlers every spring.
They rebud, they grow, they are growing

an inch a day to form a rococo rack
with a five-foot spread even as we speak:

cartilage at first, covered with velvet;
bendable, tender gristle, yet

destined to ossify, the velvéf sloughed off,
hanging in tatters from alders and scrub growth.

No matter how hardened it seemns there was pain.
Blood on the snow from rubbing, rubbing, rubbing.

;Nhat a heavy candelabrum to be borne
orth, each year more elaborately turnted:

_;hg special issues, the prizes in her name
bove the mantel the late ellk’s antless gleam

MAXINE KUMIN

2
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KAY RYAN

Kay Ryan to continue our lessons,
Kay Ryan became the 1. Poet Laureate in 2005. which consist of slaps
Her most recent books are The Bestof I, New and as sharp and dispersed
Selected Posms (2010}, The Niagara River (2008}, as bee stings from

a smashed nest,
when any strand snaps—
hurts working far past

Say Uncle {2000), end Elephant Rocks {1996}, Her:
awards include the 2004 Ruth Lilly Poetry Price
from The Poetry Foundation, & Buggenheim Fel-

jowshit, an Ingram Merritl Award, and a Nationa
Endowment for the Acts Fellowship. Byan's work ;?f;i?:s %f;upéufe.
has been selected four times for The Best Amer " g threads
can Pogtry. Her poems and essays have appeare ar beyond anything
in many journals and anthologies, have been use we would have said
in the funny papers |"Boendocks™). and ong wa connects.
permanently instafied at New Yorks Centrat Par
700, She Hives in Marin County, Califorpia.
The Best of It
However carved u
Blandeur o OF pared down we%et,
If it please God, we keep on making
let less happen. the best of it as though
Even out Earth’s it doesn’t matter that
rondure, flatten - our acre’s down to
Figer, blandern " asquare foot. As
the Grand Canyon. © though our garden
Make vaileys -~could be one bean
slightly higher, “and we’d rejoice if
widen fissures it flourishes, as
to arable land, - though one bean
remarnd vour could nourish us.
terrible glaciers :
and silenice o
their calving, Grazing Horses
halving or dc;ubhng ' Sometimes the
all geographical features o
green pasture
toward the mean. of the mind
Unlean against our hearts. “tilts abrupti
Withdraw your grandeur . il-pt 4
‘The
grazing horses

from these parts.

on the frictionless

The Fabric of Life nearly vertical
It is very stretchy. surface. Their
We know that, even if furniture-fine
many details remain legs buckle

on the incline,

sketchy. It is complexly
woven. That much too
has pretty well beent
proven, We are loath

unhorsed by slant
hey weren’t
esigned to climb
and can't,
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JEAN VALENTINE

Then the geese flew over,
and he stopped talking. Everyone stopped talking,
because of the geese.”
The sound of their wings!
Qars rowing, laborious, wood against wood: it was
a continuing thought, no, it was a labor,
how to accept your lover’s love. Who could do it alone?
Under our radiant sleep they were bearing us all night long.

Snow Landscape, in a Glass Globe
in memory of Elizabeth Bishop

A thumb’s-length landscape: Snow, on a hill

in China. I turn the glass ball over in my hand,

and watch the snow

blow around the Chinese woman,

calm at her work,

carrying her heavy yoke

uphill, towards the distant house.

Looking out through the thick glass ball

she would see the lines of my hand,

unearthly winter trees, unmoving, behind the snow...

No more eldess.

The Boston snow grays and softens
the streets where you were...

Trees older than you, alive.

The snow is over and the sky is light.
Pale, pale blue distance...

Is there an east? A west? A river?
There, can we live right?

I Iook back in through the glass, You,
in China, [ can talk to you.

The snow has settled; but it's cold
there, where you are.

What are you carrying?
For the sake of what? through such hard wind
and light.
~-And you look cut to me, .
and you say, “Only the same as everyone; youx breath,
your words, move with ming
under and over this glass; we who were born
and lived on the living earth.”

R .

Judith Vollmer

Judith Yotimer is the author of three full-length
cotlections of poetry—Aeactor and Levef Green
{University of Wisconsin Press}, and The Deor Gpen
to the Fire{Cleveland State University Pressh—and
the limited edition collection Black Butterdly,
awarded the Center for Book Arts Prize. She is the
rcipient of grants from the Nationa! Endowment
for the Arts ang the Pennsylvania Councii on the
Arts, and residency fellowships from Yaddo and the
American Academy in Rome. Vollmer co-edits the
poetry journal 3 AM.

Early Snow

It was coming down hard so the teacher motioned the flute
then the piano quiet and the children sang

acappella, teacher’s voice was gone, they screaked and worked
their lungs & shoulders like gulls, they swooped and cranked

it up, it was wonderful being all alone,
they could hear pauses, one by two by one, then she

ran to the edge of the world, opened it and thrust the dark
sleeve of her dress out & down into the whirlpools

and when a flake landed crisp & complete on the black
wool she ran to every desk then back for more until

she showed every voice a new jewel, an alien, autotelic
shape. What would you like to be, or who, or would you

go with the wind sweeping the parking lot & small bank of trees.

Spill

Before, I spoke of clear things,

shadows on white tile, men in paper suits
mopping the radiated water with Kotex pads
trucked in through the security dock, 1960. Now
1 see blurry grasses swaying in dusk, the starless



