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And lo, as I slept
The wise one came
And he whispered into my sleep:
You must preserve! You must preserve!
And I rose and called to him:
Preserve what? Preserve what?
But I heard only the sound
of a child crying in the night.
agailn the Master came and he whispered:
You must preserve! You must preserve!
And when I pursued him, calling: How? How?
All was silence save the sound
Of the beggars calling in the streets.
And sgaln the Great One came
And again he commanded me
And when he departed
I heard the scream
Of a woman
And the sound of a body
As 1t struck the earth.
I took paper and pen
And I wrote: Ayee Ayee Ayee Ayee
Duh Duh Duh Duh.
Beside it I drew the face
Of a woman
And a hand made into a weapon.
Then the Wise One came again
And he saw what I had set down
And he gave me his blessing:
For, Lo, he said,
You have made a poem.,
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GREAT GRANDFATHER

He didn't take much stock in God

though he wore a broad brimmed hat

black like the Quakers wore

and worked his own mill in Argyle

Wisconsin. It would have been

1879 when she was four, or

perhaps a year later

she was let come out across the muddy springtime yard
to see her father dress the stone
he and the hired man had lugged
off the stilled axle
and hear the clink of chilsels
she was told to stand
well back from

or the doll she had and held

her father carved the head of

until she stamped on 1t one

day and it cracked in half

at the sad kihd of look her father gave her then
and spoke Norwegian, soft
Norweglan to nobody 1n
particular, like singing or

earliest, how she sat on his knee

pushing a button down a knot-hole

in the kitchen table, which fell

into his cupped slow palm and he

returned it to her again and

again, as long as she wanted to play tne game which

was a long

time

how he and everything was huge and dim and covered
over with white
dust




and the axle from the water was
a whole turning
maple tree

Richard Sommer

ONE VIEW OF NOTHING HAFPFENING

A black horse with white blaze
stands in green pasture
imploded, dark

to the muscled core,
Thunderstorms shoulder both
horizons. Lllacs toss
lavender against a vinlet sky.

The edges of the field gather.
Skin quivers for a fly.

Richard Summer




LETTER

This is the place and time
where this time and place is
happening. (Tautology

is the last art of all, so
don't laugh) and beginning
with my nakedness in the lake's

smoke of early hours, skin
filmed, wrapped in1 a watery
sunlight's first time,

I am here, I am really here.
Things are either grey stone
or green of the dark trees or

water the color of anything that
stabs through or lives in or is
the sky. Yesterday a mink

slithered along the dawn shore,
as brown as the coffee I held
and quick in the rich fish smell,

People here speak only French
(when they are people) so talk
1s about weather and food and

speaking French. In other words
words don't get in the way
of poetry here. For now anyway.

I have not lost my sense of clocks.
There are whole days of a quiet
so profound I hear the tick




of my watch and even my heart
beat., There is a red squirrel
who shows up for his first handout

dally at eleven twenty-one.
There is the sun's clocking
of roots and leaf-mold and

dark treasures of forest floor.
Remarkably, I sleep at night
and live wholly in daylight, in

the beat of sun between trees.
I 1ie looking upward. A swallow
goling somewhere high and blue.

A luminous belly of leaves.
My yellow boat knocks the shore,
a sound I no longer look up for

but hear in my sleep, even,

I haven't forgotten other sufferings,
but now I inhabit this place,

I don' particularly wish

that you were here. I hope

you are where you are.

I remain entirely your brother,

Hichard Sommer
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CAUGHNAWAGA

The spirit of the longhouse
Hides in the streets. Kateri's

Bones quiver
In their crypt.

Ghosts of King Louis's men shout

Obcenities against an unprotecting wall.
The Warriors march on the Little Rose of Jesus
The Virgin Mother

Rents to whites.
A phantom longhouse

spans the St. Laurent
Mohawks invade

the city
And dance
the dance
of hope
at Place des Arts.

Handsome Lake
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CHRISTMAS IN PRISON 1973

Here
behind grey stone walls
their high massiveness
holding cantive the burning heat of summer
the bltter cold of winter
I am sentenced
by soclety
to serve
those sentenced
by that same soclety
I of my will
they, not of theirs
but of the ean'ts and won'ts
even they cannot understand
that drove them from their own:

we meet on Christmas Eve
they and I
I at the organ
to carol the Babe of Bethlehem
to send our wordless prayers
to one who said
'I was in prison
and ye visited me not'
knowing that he
who sald those words
i1z in our midst
loving the sinner
though not the sin.

.n-—-.—-
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Leaving my friends
behind their grey stone walls
I drive home at midnizht
between high-plled banks
of December snow
the dark sky lighted
with small tapirs
and a dying moon,
the cold night wind
an antoganist
battering my windshield
rushing the tiny crevices
to chill my flesh;
but those in-prison orayers
make a warm shawl about my shoulders
for some of them
were
for me
and mine,

Bluebell S. Phillips




THE LAST LESSON IN ENGLISH

Do you recall
THE LAST LESSON IN FRENCH?

I do
and the esctacy of pain
the passion of indignation
that swept my whole being
the hot bright tears
that drowned my 'reader’
in the grade schoolroom
in Saskatchewan
for the dark-eyed French child
in Alcasse=Lorraine
learning for the last time
lessons in his own beloved tongue.

Strange is it not
that neither victor nor vanquished
learn compassion
from history or experience,

Must my children's children
read here
in our fair Quebec

THE LAST LESSON IN ENGLISH.
Shall I
be the only one to weep?

Bluebell S. Phillips




MARCH 6, 1973

Marech, today, is not parsimomious
with 1ts sunshine;

there is the sweet taste
of springtime
on my tongue

and the gentle wind

like a silken garment
clothes my flesh:

but I know
I know
the sweetness.on my tongue
is spurlous,
a sugar substitute
bitter in its aftermath;
the garment I wear
1s not cocoon silk
spun below a lovely branch
of apple-blossom
but man-made
in some windowless factory
on some ancient creaking street,
But

I take and love this day
its spurlous sweetness
its gentle lying wind
because
something
of tenderness
i1s better than nothing
whatever bitter aftermath
there be.

Bluebell S. Phillips
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MOUNTAIN WOMAN

Turn her face

to the mountains
friends and lovers

all her days

from that first moment

when she was conceived
where yesterday's fallen leaves
made a pungent bed
in a goblin clircle
of maple, elm and pine
at the mountain's foot

to this last moment

when a small October wind
swirls the harlequin leaves
in a hallowe'en parade
along the rim of sunset
and gathers her final breath
to pattern the silent hills
with remembered laughter
forgotten tears:

turn her face to the mountains

friends and lovers
all her days.

Bluebell S. Phillips
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ORENDA
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Susan Hull
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Pull me through Van Gogh's paintings

through the sunlight that slaps the floor

pull me through images of grief

through rusele of sweeping cloth and remorse

pull me through the silent souni of a spiral shell

that wields inward and inward

and whistlea through the bottom of my feet

pull me through the nights “hat turn slender fingers

into claws

through the emptinesa that turns my smiles into scars
wake me from the frayed and faded images I lead
my movements are too alow the hand that reaches
out to pat my brother's head

too slow do I walk to see the sun upon the anow

too slow ia the sound of iciclee slipping to the galigﬁy

w

I paint too low for the canvas-—

the picture has slipped from its frame.

Jim Nucei



Salut Gran'pa

tni qul demandait toujours une cigarette

Salut Gran'nva

tol qul Jouait jour et nuit ton jeux de patience

Salut Gran'pa

tol qul rialit si fort on avait peur que tu t'étouffe

Salut Gran'pa

tni qui lisait tes priéresapreés ton déjeuner de tonaste

tol qui dormait dans un 1it d'hoonital

toi qui pleurait en écoutant le pape--en lisant un his-

toire d4d'amour--en écoutant une opera--en voyant ta
soeur

toi qui était toujours habiller en vnyjama

I1 fallait toujours remettre ton nantoufle
sur ta jambe insensible

11 fallait toujours ramasser tes cartes
échappées de mains faibles

I1 fallait toujours rentrer ta chalse de la véranda
s'accrochant le frigidaire

I1 fallait toujours faire une omlette pour ton dfiner
et tu demandalt toujours quand on souperait

Salut Gran'pa

tol qui te supnortait avec ta cane

Salut Gran'pa

tol qui avait si froid les jours qu'nn crevalt

Salut Gran'pa
tol qul est mort la Veille du Jour de 1'An

quil a donné ta derniére benediction
tol qui ne rit plus qul ne vnleure plus

Salut Gran'pa ,
tol qu'on a enterré orés du I.G.A. a Boucherville

Salut
Jim Nucel
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Pig
oink and
and
squeal and
and

rugsh and

oink oink

aqweal

cut purple

Juicy red

muscle

2 awed
fingernail
lonely
tight

tense

hemorrhaging

gspastic

esgwash and fat and
glide gel
sweech and sharp and
gelice meat

ajizzle and heat and

oink oink oink oink

sqwirm BqQweeze

fat moaning over

and glyceral groins

transparent epidermisa

marr ow

acreech

vision

fat buttocks
hysterical ankles
veaaels

air

awell
out
cut
wounds

eat

oink oink

eqwirt



torn veins,arota,flimey open tubes

raw dense meat seperating

Zlide g8lide glide g#lide 2lip razor metal

bloody
gouged
ripped
purple

dinner for two

eyes
brains
membr aing

tracta

Jim Nucci
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OCTOBER IN QUEBEC, 1973

For a moment 1 felt ...tremores of birth

For a moment a nation

For a moment the earth slipped and perhap8.....
now 8tillborn
disallueionment and frustration
return to steal at the womb

Robbed and grieved we return

to the etale arme of power

There, harboured...in the void

doubt and defeat and gtill.....hope.

For a moment the uterus/fierce/contract
choking of the thorat...farewell, farewell
to the old

Then birth feigned in ita habitual course
lay waste to human thought

a nation was not born

it was mimicked.

Québec...your labor pains are
hysterical
like a mad woman you apread your lege
plot the child's birth
grip your skirte in terror in fear
in mania in catastrophe in love
pull them up against your dusty skin
Your rage emell of beer and vomit
and Pepsi and Mae Wests and taverns
and wine make of rubbing alcohol.

You laugh and screach in knowledge
You scream in pain in love in hope.



Your child is etillborn, Quebec
Tou know it
Your painted fractured fingernailsa

know it

the limp elastices around your wrist
know it

Your scars and pockmarks
know it

the musclee in your chaped lips
know it

Your worn and emelly hushpuppies
know it

Your moth-ridden sweatera
know it

You writhe in what would be a joyous
PaiNescsces

+sseif only the pain were real
Quebec...you are crazy...s8chizoid
unparalled =tance of your eyes
piEI"cE---.then roll...in obliteration
to obliterate.

Where is the child?-— the nation?
You are frantic
the birth cannal is clear
You are awelled in anticipation
where is the Child?
ssssasiDu were never pregnant
Québec
You were only expecting.

Jim Nuceci
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(TAG! You're IT)

I give you
1T
for consideration
because I know
IT
defies ideation
and does not permit for encapsulation
nor will
1T
allow for engrandisation
and no one can say what
17
cannot be
go I give you
IT
here, take
IT
it's free.

Qo

Arno Mermelstein
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FERTILITY

Poems drip from my mind

Like shotten navel cords

Hung on a gangrenous placenta.

My womb is still,

A stagnant pond,

Coffin-lidded with the scum of poor beginnings.

Lady Kill-Daylight and Mrs. Crump have
Carried thelr jewels to town

And brought baek marcasites,

Icarus is floating in his underwear

And Lilil St. Cyr"s embracing Jean Drapeau.
They've crucified suffering

And hung up dandelions.

Hitler"s inner voice

Is frothing at the mouth

And Miss LaChance, the future actress,
Lies naked on a beach at Santa Monica,
Mouth filled with sand,

Expectant eyes laid out to dry.

Calypso took an electric heater into the bath.
She got cold just the same.

Once a poet dwelt inside me,
A gqulilet man

Glven to pondering.

What I needed, he said,

Was a good war,



Sweeney's among the nightingales,

Agameemnon's heart dripping onto his ankles,

His hairy hand beneath Diana's skirt.

Hollow men spew out napalm upon

The lower reaches of the Thames,

Tiresias, his nipples in his groin,

Proclaimshis harvest,

Madame Sosostris, Queen of Swords, hangs by her tongue,
Philomela weaves hers into a tapestry.

Womb of my mind,

Arachnolid tundra stretehing to nothingness:
Can you not even

Bear a child

Who has no feet?

Keitha K. MaclIntosh
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PAGE

Words lie on paper
Brown-tinged

Like rotting fallen trees
With fungus on their chests,
Deep in the woods,

It's quiet there:

Tall mast-heads

Rising from soft needles,
Trimming their fresh
Green sails

In silence,

Words,

The printing dark and clear,
Incise tne paper.

Sears on soft skin.

Those who read the marks--
And many can't--

Will know thelr meaning:

This land is not your own.
Glve up your rights,
The kalunait's word is law.

The dark, clear marks
That make the words

Could be a pattern

For embroidery

On the skin of elk

Or caribou.

These bright, clear marks
That spell our doom.

KEithq K. MacIntosh




ATWATER & S5T. JAMES

'nrn srey sheets

On the horizon

Jerking in a2 paroxysm

Of unearned angulsh

Soun of volluted breezes
From the east end
Stirring things up
Throwing dried sputum

In your face.,

Inside a dwellling

Slated for demolition of course
A child sucks the falling plaster
And only the old are safe:
Pain-bloated vllgrims

Dozing in rocking chairs

Beside the heater

Minds gone voyaging

On that long trip

Back to their childhoods

When there were still birds

And milk was five cents a quart.

On the corner, the street gangs
Hang out

Awaiting their prey

S8ilent cats

With switch-blade claws.

Call out the army!
Bring on the police!
Form a Royal Commission!

Can't anyone stop a breezef?

Keitha K.

MacIntosh
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DROP QUT

Entangled
Im mustardseed and bindweed
Sul
Cide
Will come
To me sonn
Wearing a tasseled cap
Of velvet fur
Emptying me of all
My erntradlctions,
I'"11 dream
of midsummer's night
And sweet Bottom's
b‘DttDm-
Starvling will be
the ninth part of a man
Sewling pinked moonbeams
on Puck's imped gauzy wings.
(Starvling will
not be
A starving people
Wiped out
By famine and diseased

Administrations.)

A poem or plece of bread?
Reign Oberon! I cannot choose,
Give me a leaf,

A feather,

And a dream unwaked.,

Keitha K. MacIntosh
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A RIVER POEM

The river tosseg shadows
in my face

I, sitting cross-legged
like an Indian sphynx.

Sparks from the anvil
of the River God

Fly upward and are lost.
The river stench
molds itself round me.
I yearn to suck in quenching draughts:
The river taunts
and gushes dlarrhes on the ice-forged
And Glooskap, cozy in his rocking chair, S
glggles at my vulnerability
And throws handfuls of cleansing ashes

In my eyes,

Keitha K. MacIntosh
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GENDRON REPORT

THEY THEY THEY THEY
Will experience Will experience experlience

AN AWAKENING
AN AWAKENING
AN AWAKENING

theytheytheytheytheytheytheytheytheytheythey

THEY
WILL
EXPERIENCE
AN AWAKENING

They will experience a bru talawa
a bru talawak

A bru talawak
talawak
awak
They
will
experience
a brutal a brutal a brutal

BRUTAL BRUTAL BRUTAL BRUTAL BRUTAL BRUTAL BRUTAL
kening kening kening kening kening

THEY WILL EXPERIENCE
s BRUTAL AWAKENING

AWAKENING KENING NING WAKENING WAKEN KEN WAKE
they experience
they will

experlience
a brutal wake



Lo

A book I lent you
And my heart.
The book you kept
My heart you hung upon a iree.

Keitha K. MacIntosh
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