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From the Editor

Elena Samborskaya
– Cover Artist
Elena Samborskaya, our cover artist, is from
Volgograd, Russia. Her paintings have
appeared in Russian galleries, and in several art
shows in Hamburg and other European cities.
Elena is also an illustrator of children’s books.
She can be contacted by email at
thanks_a_lot@mail.ru, and more of her
artwork and illustrations can be viewed at
www.montereypoetryreview.org.
Elena, how did you become an artist?

I became an artist because my grandmother, a
graduate of the women’s gymnasium in 1916,
Megan with Billy Collins at the 5th Annual
believed that a young woman should know all
Pleasanton Poetry, Prose & Arts Festival, April 1,
the arts. As a result, I entered the children’s art
2006 where he presented the 1st place award for
school, and emerged four years later with the
her short story, “The Sea.”
ability to draw a plaster head of an ancient
god, paint a still life, and with the question,
The Monterey Poetry Review’s Summer 2006 what to do now? Most of my friends went to
art colleges in other cities, but my parents
issue features the outstanding poet, George
Lober, with eight poems, four of them new, and didn’t want to risk such a life for their only
child. So I finished public school and, in 1976,
a book review by Elliot Ruchowitz-Roberts of
Lober’s collection, SHIFT OF LIGHT. Also featured entered an architectural institute.
are poems by David Swanger, with an interview
I worked as an architectural designer in the
by Maggie Paul.
eighties, with its endless technical drawing,
The amazing art of Elena Samborskaya graces until some years later when I made time for
more creative work. When I understood that
our cover for the third time, with her work,
architecture was not for me, I began the road
“Theatre.” An excerpt of the story of her
of trial and error, but at least it was my own
artistic path is featured, with the full text in
road.
English and Russian posted on our web site,
along with more of her paintings and children’s
In the cloudy waters of perestroika, I married
book illustrations.
Viktor Nazarov, a great film maker and video
artist. We acquired an abandoned cellar under
In keeping with the “Theatre” cover, we also
present several local performance artists’ work. an apartment house in the center of Volgograd, which has, for the last twenty years,
served
as our studio and home. Ideas are born
Our new web site, montereypoetryreview.org
and
plans
are built here, with our white cat,
is now a reality, thanks to the hard work and
generosity of Jennifer Lagier-Fellguth who built Peter, guarding us.
and runs the site, Belén Arellano, our graphic
designer, and Hartnell College for hosting us on Where has your work been shown?
their server. On the site, you will find the current
Besides shows in Volgograd and other Russian
and archived issues of the MPR, information
about submissions, events, donations, advertising cities, in the early nineties, my work was
shown abroad for the first time and sold in
and more.
Italy. In 1992, I accompanied 15 of my
canvases to Germany for the ART HAMThe MPR is holding a Summer Reading on
BURG show. This was the first opportunity to
July 29, from 1:00 – 5:00 at the Santa Cruz
Public Library meeting room. Come hear David compare my work with that of other artists in
Gitin, Maria Garcia Tabor, Robert Sward, Nicole an international exhibition, where half of my
works were sold. Other successful trips to
Henares, John Laue, Eugenia Hepworth-Petty,
Dan Linehan and many other poets featured in Europe followed.
current and past issues of the Review.
What have been the greatest influences on your work?
The mission of the Monterey Poetry Review, a
registered California non-profit organization, is During the continual process of learning,
studying art and the history of art, I found
to make poetry accessible to all. We publish
myself under the spell of first one artist and
poets who live in, or have strong ties to, the
then another. As a child, I fell in love with the
counties of Monterey, Santa Cruz, San Benito
and Santa Clara. The MPR is a free publication, characters in the novels of Irving Stone’s THE
supported by donations and the sale of advertis- AGONY AND THE ECSTASY and DEAR THEO
ing space. All staff members donate their time about the lives of Michaelangelo and Van
Gogh. In my youth, I tried to copy the artists
and talents. The 3,000 copies of each issue are
who charmed me most, but these were
distributed free to the public in coffee shops,
stopovers on the path to find my own way. I
colleges, libraries, bookstores, community
centers, and by mail. Please read, enjoy, submit was, at times, sick with measles and chicken
and support our efforts to bring the arts to our pox, just as I was sick with the French impressionists and the Russian avant-garde of
community.
1920-30’s. I still admire the models of Renoir
and the creative road of Malevich as much as I
Yours in poetry,
did when young. The personality of Picasso
Megan Lee
shocks with its scale. Dali - a unique volume
among the collection of volumes of my
Our sincere apologies to:
favorite artists, op-art with Andy Worhol as a
Patricia Wellingham-Jones for misspelling her name leader, Russian socialist art – all of it beautiful
on page 9 of Vol. 2 No. 1.
and worth attention. It is necessary to find,
To read more of Patricia's poetry, visit her website
examine and separate your unique voice from
among those beautiful, strong voices, and that
at: http://www.wellinghamjones.com
is exactly what I am busy doing.
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Elena in Volgograd, Russia. Photo: Viktor Nazarov
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Steinbeck’s ghost among the harvest gypsies in the fields, pen in one hand,
pail in the other, working towards some end.
As sure as low clouds cool the day down, the bodies turn toward evening,
lay down the ache of the field in the stretch of legs, slope of shoulders,
move toward dreams of the unburned, pain-free, unafraid, unspent paper
in the pocket for some half-hold on a home on the road,
birds skittering tree branches at sunset, pecking at the unpicked.

Andrena Zawinski
ANDRENA ZAWINSKI’S poetry has appeared widely online and in print. She
hails from Pittsburgh, PA, but has made Oakland, CA her home for over
six years. Her full collection, TRAVELING IN REFLECTED LIGHT, won the
Kenneth Patchen award from Pig Iron Press. Zawinski is a teacher of
writing and the Features Editor of poetrymagazine.com.

AT THE OBON
thinking of you, mother.

I saw you at the Obon Festival Bazarre in Japantown
in Monterey where you have never been, saw you
in the eyes and on the smiles of women there
wearing the bleached moonface you wore near the end
in an emergency room from overmedication. Someplace else,
in Osaka maybe, we could have dispatched you
with the old ways to the heavens on chants of Buddhist monks,
or cremated you in Tokyo where we could later retrieve
the sand and shelly fragments you from a conveyer belt
with a bar code and credit card. Some other time,
far into the future, keep you in a display of dry ice,
or dancing on laser beams for holographic reproduction.
Here women made up like geishas dance the Bon Odori,
circle drums, their wraiths from candles and lanterns aglow,
and with your face in my eyes, I pray with them
that we might really flee this path of hungry ghosts
they ward off, and suffer no more.

THE PICKERS
“Stronger and stronger, the sunlight blues
The afternoon to its objects…”
From Against the American Grain, Charles Wright
The pickers, backbent and dozens abreast, rise before the sun
past the blonde grasses, behind the concertina wire
running between Soledad and Salinas, move in squats,
toss artichokes from sun-pocked fields into pickup cabs,
calloused fingers pricked by the thorny thistles.
They pour seeds into rivulets of dry earth
that will burst into lettuce, chard, the great bouquets
of broccoli and cabbage along El Camino Real’s humpback hills
where foremen watch, arms folded across their dusty boredom
and the long light of days stretching inside another summer.
Bodies at work, long after limbs tire, long after chests heave
beneath bird-bone heads and abalone shells, or scapulars dangling
from red strings, or even chains of gold glinting off the sun,
faces muffled in scarves and hoods, sweat scenting the air,
backbent and dozens abreast, birthing a history of earth.
And so they move, the pickers, silhouetted against the horizon,
westerly winds crossing groves and vineyards farther north,
farther south, and so they move, follow the crops, follow the seasons,
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Andrew Kumasaka
ANDREW KUMASAKA is a psychiatrist practicing in Santa Cruz. His poems
have appeared in the Northwest Nikkei and the Porter Gulch Review. He has
read his work on SKCO and CRUZ. In the field of cross-cultural psychotherapy, he has contributed a chapter to Flowing Bridges, Quiet Waters; State
University of New York Press.

TIDE AND MOON
How do timetables work
How do tide and moon connect
The tide crawls up the strand creeps up sideways like a crab
a hermit crab looking for a vacant shell while the moon pulls
from the far side of the earth
Here rests the periwinkle the basket whelk
and there the moonsnail
From a distance it shines on a darkened beach
White lime concretions glisten adorn the crater
of its ruffled door
If the moonsnail shell lies empty
making room enough the hermit crab
will enter settling into the deepening spiral
that draws and catches within
Together they begin to travel
The shell is mobile now
the crab is safe
But as the tide starts turning the moon encircling
the time arrives when the two no longer fit
The coil of the crab strains at containment
A swell of segments breaks against walls
Force meets with unyielding resistance
A painful friction erodes the core
Then who leaves whom in this struggle of closeness
Who crawls away in the middle of the night
Who falls away to settle into the sand
The open shell of the moonsnail waiting to hold another
reflects the only light on the endless shore
The hermit crab skirting the edge of the water
searches for another home
searches forever
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David Swanger
DAVID SWANGER, Santa Cruz’s poet and professor emeritus at the University of California-Santa Cruz was selected by
Colleen J. McElroy to win the John Ciardi Award for his book of poetry, WAYNE'S COLLEGE OF BEAUTY: NEW AND
SELECTED POEMS. BkMk Press was founded in 1971; the press established the John Ciardi Prize for Poetry in 1998. The
press publishes fine literature by contemporary authors.
"Wayne's College of Beauty" and "Death School" ﬁrst appeared in Poetry Northwest. "Sloth" ﬁrst appeared in The Georgia Review. All
three poems were also published in the book, THIS WAKING UNAFRAID, and in the chapbook, STYLE.
Photo: Mark Gottlieb

WAYNE’S COLLEGE
OF BEAUTY

WAYNE’S COLLEGE OF BEAUTY
Revisited: Santa Cruz Poet
Wins John Ciardi Poetry Award

I know what wages beauty gives
--Yeats
We have dropped out of the other schools
to enroll here where no one fails; everything
is fixed, fluffed, teased into its temporary best
at cut-rate prices because we are all novices
in the art of making beauty, learning that beauty
is not so hard. Beauty is not so hard we learn,

Maggie Paul: How did you learn that your book was chosen for the John Ciardi Award?

because it is not chemicals or varieties of fashion.
Our scissors and combs, our libraries of lotions,
our bright mirrors assure the timorous or imperious
elderly they have come at last to the right place.
Wayne's is not the Heartbreak Hotel, and when they
leave beautiful, it is because they are briefly unlonely.

The timing of the publication of David Swanger’s new book, WAYNE’S COLLEGE OF BEAUTY,
may be perfect, after all. News of the John Ciardi Award for Poety came on the heels of his
retirement from teaching education and creative writing at UCSC, a position he had held since
1971. “It was a great intersection of retirement and heading into a new phase of life devoted
exclusively to poetry,” he says with a smile.

We have said, "How are you?", "How would you
like your hair?", and we have touched them not cruelly,
and with more than our hands. When it is over
we swivel their chairs so they can see themselves
carefully from several angles while we hover silent
just above their doubts, a calculation that provides
two faces in the mirror, ours smiling at both of us.

“In 1995 I became a literary orphan when the University of Missouri Press dropped poetry
from its list,” David Swanger explains. The author of six books and two chapbooks, David’s
next manuscript was slated to be published by the University of Missouri, but at this point he
was left without a publisher. So he began to enter his manuscript, WAYNE’S COLLEGE OF BEAUTY:
NEW AND SELECTED POEMS into contests.

David has been working with a writing group now for many years. Although they initially
cautioned him against the title Wayne’s College of Beauty, he credits his writing group with
advising him on the book’s organization. “They all agreed that the strongest part of the book
was the section on family, which became the book’s opening section.”
MP: How do you handle the writer’s dilemma of publishing such personal material?
“Some of the poems are highly personal, particularly in the section entitled Fathers and
Mothers/Husbands and Wives. My family never has responded well to the poems in which,
despite my efforts to fictionalize, they recognize themselves. One of the challenges will be to
introduce the poems to them in a way that they will view poems as necessary, and as a tribute,
rather than an exposé or a criticism of some kind.”

DEATH SCHOOL

MP: How do you view the responsibility of the poet to address urgent political issues?

Everybody graduates. We become
darkness, we are diplomas unfurled
in a language older than Latin, we
march down the aisle of kerchiefs;
we leave footprints that fill with water.

“Writing about the impact of such tragic events as 9/11 and the Iraq War presents its own set
of problems for the poet. What do you do after that?” I often think of Denise Levertov’s, “The
Poet in the World,” in which she asserts that citizenship entails certain responsibilities, one of
which is to honor our connection with others. In the Water/War section of the book, Swanger
approaches such subjects in “Oh Dear Ones,” “The Coming War,” and “State of the Union.”

We are about to begin our life’s work.
Congratulations! We will sow handfuls
of names; we will make the snow human;
we will fool around with night, and
cause stars to disappear, to shine, to fall.

Swanger defines himself as a secular Jew, which allows him to write from a cultural Jewish
identity and yet incorporate icons from various religions into his work. He recalled visiting a
Jewish cemetery in Prague, where Hitler left the synagogue and cemetery intact as some form
of a museum. Two poems in his new book were inspired by this visit. One is a shaped poem
entitled “Jews, Those,” which appears on the page in eerie rows like the rows of graves in a
cemetery. In “Languages I Don’t Speak,” the effect of the cemetery on the narrator is explicit,
and unforgettable:

SLOTH
I am the microphone after the sweat,
I am the stain of power misspent,
the silent coves where promises thicken
to sludge; I am inexorable torpor,
the spirit overwhelmed and shrunk.
Imagine the most complex problem
of all, let's say a rain forest, or food,
or the true believers of a bad book.
Here are the answers: drive anywhere and feel free; eat ice, what's
frozen can't hurt you; go to school.
I could say more, but I don't want to.
I am the prophet of less: a single feather
bespeaks the bird and a sigh suffices
for love. It's come to this: believe me,
you don't have to run to find cover.

I tried, and found
the gravestones of the Jewish cemetery in Prague where
the dead are layered twelve deep. So much of me there, I
wish I were there, wholly unheroic, listing toward another
stone…
MP: Which poets are among your favorites?
“I’m kind of an omnivore when it comes to poetry. Some poets inspire me, for example John
Berryman, especially his ‘Sonnets.’ Emily Dickinson is unquestionably among my favorites.
And Adrienne Rich,” he adds, “who succeeds in creating works of art out of the political. We’re
lucky [in Santa Cruz] to live amid such a rich population of poets,” he concludes.
In his acknowledgements to WAYNE’S COLLEGE OF BEAUTY: NEW AND SELECTED POEMS, David
Swanger thanks his long-standing writers group for offering “smart suggestions on how to
make a poem better.” To his, and every reader’s delight, David Swanger is a literary orphan no
more. And WAYNE’S COLLEGE OF BEAUTY, now called the SHORELINE SCHOOL OF COSMETOLOGY,
is forever memorialized.
MAGGIE PAUL earned her M.A. in English Literature from Tufts University, and M.F.A. in Poetry from Vermont
College. Maggie writes poetry, personal essays, reviews, and interviews. She is a founding member of Poetry Santa
Cruz. Her chapbook, STONES FROM THE BASKETS OF OTHERS, was published by Black Dirt Press in 2002.
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[This interview was ﬁrst published in The Sentinal, September 2005.]
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Neal Whitman

Eleanor Van Houten

NEAL WHITMAN, a retired professor, teaches
physicians to use the arts to supplement their
understanding of medicine. Neal is a Tor
House volunteer docent and life member of
the Robinson Jeffers Tor House Foundation.

ELEANOR VAN HOUTEN lives a block from the
ocean in La Selva Beach, which is the
inspiration for many of her poems. She has
been published in a poetry anthology and in
the Porter Gulch Review.

AWARE

EBB TIDE

On Monterey Bay in California,
when the wave breaks
and the wind cuts
across the crest,
water droplets rise
to form a natural prism.
The morning sun exhales
rainbowed breath.

Something about the moon's pull
or the tilting of earth on its axis
in late November brings low tides
and gloomy, gray skies.
I walk out to a rock usually
submerged in green water.
The ocean floor bubbles a little,
hisses through wet sand.

Across the Pacific in Japan,
mono no a-wa-re
means to fathom impermanent beauty.
Here, as there, sea breath ascends–
light and graceful in movement–
aerial play to start the day.
Its spectral magic disappears
before the next wave arrives.

On the rock an octopus
reaches out pale, delicate arms
tentatively exploring this unknown
territory. He is no larger than my
outstretched hand. I place him,
soft and boneless, on my palm
bring him close to my face in greeting.

NUIT BLANCHE:
WHITE NIGHT

The octopus squirts his sac of ink
makes a dark puddle which slides
over my wrist, seeps down my arm.
There is no protective cloud,
no escape and he sinks his small,
sharp beak into my flesh,
draws a red pearl of blood.

Nuit blanche
oysters at the bar
absinthe on ice
Dusk to Dawn
bistro and disco
banco and dice
Café noir
Chartreuse and cognac
I paid the price.

Carrying him seaward from the rock
I lower my hand into his watery home.
He slips through opened fingers,
gathers his tentacles together
shoots away into the depths.
I rinse ink from my arm,
inspect the fresh stigmata
in the center of my palm,
feel anointed.

Shauna Gunderson
SHAUNA GUNDERSON is a writer and videographer who lives in Santa Cruz and spends as
much time as possible in Bolivia.

THE VIDEOGRAPHER
UNPACKS
this is the road we took when you said my people,
mi pueblo
this dirt road alongside a deforested amazon, now
covered in transgenico soy
to your community your choza
everyone on the truck
companero
the sun flattens and irons us
gracias for your straw hat
everyone greets Don Cortez!
In the morning you read a day old paper aloud
an indigenous group marching demanding right to
land
mas alianzas!
You pursue this at the afternoon community
meeting
your shouting
subtitles this dream under the mosquito net
take me into your country take me
nothing left out
huts braced against the government
the heat
now the videographer unpacks the camera and
case
camera sees the cooking hut,
the open trench next to the road
the cans of charcoal smoking driving away
mosquitos
children don't run alongside dogs don't run here
when you reached over in the hut
all the right wrong objective unbiased balanced
out of focus

TRANSGENICO LOVE
STORY
campesino meets white woman
shows white woman la selva la gente
Days she films for la cena
under Jooana
(they mangle her name, giving her a new identidad.)
la choza is the casting couch now
Is she with el gobierno, the military? they whisper
everyone is sospecho
is she too good (or mala) to be trusted?
un dirigente & woman rendevous
in the city it is rape in the shabby alojamiento
but aqui in the jungle
next to the pornographically stripped and now
submissive mighty Amazona
it is positivamente a turn on
he owns her now
Are they going to try something?
no rescue here
go ahead, look down road

www.montereypoetryreview.org

Monterey Poetry Review

| Vol. 2 No. 2 | Summer 2006 | 5

George Lober
GEORGE LOBER is a former winner of both the Spectrum Prize for Poetry the national Ruth Cable
Memorial Prize for Poetry. His poems have appeared in Spectrum; Sage; The MPC Journal; Eclectic
Literary Forum; Quarry West; Homestead Review; The Central California Poetry Journal; The Anthology of
Monterey Bay Poets, 2004; MiPoesias; Lily, and caesura. His first book of poems, SHIFT OF LIGHT, was
published by Hummingbird Press in 2002. He currently lives in Carmel, California.
“I think my inspiration and motivation for writing are both changing. Now, I’m much more drawn to writing
about the juxtaposition of our lives and the natural world, and the nuances of not just how we react to nature, but
also how we react to each other in a social context–literally, what’s been lost, what’s fading from us, what’s comically
curious about how we relate to each other, and what’s the price we’re paying for the way we’re living today? And at
my age, the motivation is really in just being read and being able to effectively communicate with a reader.”
Photo: Tey Roberts

“This Moment Is Poetry”—George Lober’s SHIFT OF LIGHT,
Hummingbird Press: a review by Elliot Ruchowitz-Roberts
“Definition,” the opening poem in SHIFT
LIGHT, explains “why [a particular] moment,”
“why this moment is poetry.” As one reads
through this first collection of poems by George
Lober, as one rises and falls with the rhythms of
the poetry, the “why” disappears, and one is left
with just “this moment of poetry.” Whether the
exquisitely lyrical love poem “Space,” winner of
the Ruth Cable Memorial Prize for Poetry, or the
vision of “a less lush time” in the poem
“Drought”; whether the eerily angry and vindictive “For the Liar Who broke My Daughter’s
Heart,” or the tenderly loving and forgiving
“Hand for My Father,” Lober creates a transforming moment.
[...]
Perhaps the most defining feature of
Lober’s poetry is his keen sense of audience:
almost all of the poems are written to someone,
whether it be the general reader, as in “Tor
Headland,” May you, in the gray course / of a
rain-swept day, / find yourself at a moment / in
the late light of afternoon / on this headland…,
or the undefined Caroline in “Something for
Caroline.”
OF

For two years I have wanted to say something
to you beyond sorrow or solace, or even sound,
something that would say how I have watched
you lean on your cane into the wind….,

or his step-daughter, “Jessica,” …unfortunately,
for both of us, / the step-dad manual passed
down // secretly through generations of pirates
/ and princes alike, has only two pages: // the
first simply says Don’t! / The second is blank. //
It’s the space between the two / I need your help
in learning to read…, or any number of others:
the wife who is carrying his first-born; lost
lovers; the woman who he hopes will be his
“Counter-Charm” to jinxed love; his son, to
whom he offers advice; his daughter, to whom
he apologizes “before everyone present:” …this
is the apology / before everyone present for not
being // the father you then deserved, and for
not now / deserving the honor such a daughter
brings. (“Apology to My Daughter”)
Even when the poem is not specifically
directed to the reader or listener, Lober manages
to make us feel as though he is talking to us.
“This is my father,” he tells us, as though we
were standing side-by-side looking at “this small,
flannel, slippered shadow / of a man.” (“Hand
for My Father”) Even in the poem written
specifically “For the Liar Who Broke My
Daughter’s Heart,” where the “we” refers to the
speaker and the liar, I found myself included in
that “we,” not as observer, not as speaker or liar,
but as both.
“May we meet,” the poem begins, “one
night in Fresno / at a party of a friend who does
not know.” Something about that second line,

about the image of “a friend who does not know,”
goes directly to the place within me, and perhaps in
all of us, where we both fear we have done some
wrong for which we shall be held accountable, and
we dream we may exact vengeance on those who
have harmed us. So, when the speaker grips the palm
of the liar, “squeezing it until the first bone breaks,”
holding on “until every / small bone snaps like
kindling,” “until your knuckles grind / in my palm
like soft stones,” I identify with both men.
The wonder of SHIFT OF LIGHT, then, is
this–whether addressed to the poet, himself, or
specifically to another, the poems reach out, put
their arms around our shoulders, and press us close,
each poem transforming experience, the way a
sunrise can transform the Ha’upu range above
Kalipaki Bay, where we stand with the poet:
witness[to] the way old ridges pulled // from the
unseen are made young again / by a simple shift of
light. (“Meteor Shower,” Kalipaki Bay)
“Now that I am fifty,” the poet says in
“Ponce de Leon,” “I look at you differently.” He is:
both afraid of the jungle / and certain as Ponce de
Leon // that my last and only hope / of remaining
young // is to discover you / again and again and
again.
The poems in SHIFT OF LIGHT lead us to
lovely discoveries again and again and again.
[This book review ﬁrst appeared in caesura fall/winter 2002]

TRAILHEAD
Dawn
at six thousand feet,
the pine trees stand rigid,
apart
in their stern green brooding
like forest gothic.
The gelid air whirs, caws
out over the canyon,
and I sit
perched on a granite rock,
thawing my toes,
down parka to the wind,
watch the gray forest slowly melt,
the sky turn austere blue,
realizing
it will be some time yet
before I unlove you.
[Published in SHIFT OF LIGHT]
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SONG FOR THE
ORAL HYGIENIST’S
PATIENT
Let’s face it,
you want the hour to mean something more,
something beyond that sense
of the confessional which, coincidentally,
you also visit three times a year,
beyond a mere occasion where sins
are privately revealed,
where guilt and penance are administered
by a kind voice and absolving hand.

EINSTEIN’S BRAIN
I think of it traveling for years
in the trunk of Harvey’s car,

A summer afternoon
in your father’s America,

each half, or what remained of it,
bobbing in its own mason jar,
sloshing down the darkness

a moment you may, or may not, even remember,
when before the trucks arrive,
a man as gray and worn as his clothes

of Interstate 70
at less than light speed,
only to end up floating like nebulae
inside a cardboard box
labeled Costa Cider,
as the street sounds of Wichita
fell through an open window,

You want it to be a celebration of food and flavors,
an occasion where the receptionist,
and slivers of summer light,
with a tinge of garlic on her breath,
smiles and asks if you’ve tried the new lobster bisque leaking between the crossed top flaps,
revealed a few flecks of dust
at the bistro ‘round the corner,
where the hygienist, peering under your tongue,
tells you the apricot brulée
at Chez Chaisson is to die for,
and the dentist, popping in for a quick check,
thanks you for your beef bourguignon recipe
and reminds you on your way out
to enjoy a complimentary glass
of chardonnay.
You want a moment beyond the scraping
and the parade of “yes/no” questions,
the application of minty polish,
and the finale of an appointment card
and free toothbrush,
where there is, just maybe,
the gift of a moist brownie or a chocolate heart,
a quick espresso,
and the reminder not merely to floss,
but that life is short,
eat well and enjoy yourself
until we meet again.

SOME MORNINGS
IN JULY

entering that forgotten darkness
like stars arriving at last

and then an impression that other man,
your grandfather or uncle,
laying the clipboard down
and taking the stranger back to a kitchenette,
where over a cup of instant Folgers
and word the stranger’s town

WHAT HAS BEEN
LOST

then the offer of a smoke,
four bits or a buck slipped into the stranger’s hand,
and an escort back to the front door,

What has been lost is simply
the round warmth of a September evening
when the driveway chatter
of four men beside an open hood and idling
engine
blended with the banter of baseball on the radio,
and the spice of a neighbor’s after-shave
mixed with the bitterness of engine grease and
coffee,
when your father, fluttering the air intake
of a carburetor with his hand, winked at you
behind a wide steering wheel
while your uncle’s laughter carried in the twilight,
and the assurance still lingered
that whatever man and machine had made,
men working together, given time, could fix.

the sky flattens to a washed gray
that will not change until
late afternoon,

PHOENIX

fog feathers the pines across the ravine,
while cypresses drip
on the bedroom roof,

On the first morning after
the last child leaves the nest,
and you descend the stairs,
naked as a lark,

and at six the alarm announces
seventeen Iraqis and six Americans
died last night
in separate attacks across Baghdad;

wild with more ways than song,
determined to send by your breasts
the emptiness from each room
and burn with rhythms

yesterday the numbers were
nine and three,
the day before, twelve and two.

muted at this age far too long,
may I be man enough
in the kitchen not to run,

On those mornings at fifty degrees,
we rise and make the bed together
without speaking;

to recognize, pouring your coffee,
the source of that flame
surging from your eyes,
your awakened skin—
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and asking the man on the other side,
please, for a cup of coffee;

is still a hundred miles way,
both men agree times are harder
than either can remember;

[Originally Published in MiPoesias]

I go downstairs to get your coffee,
understanding why you
prefer it black.

walks up the tracks and enters
a warehouse on the southeast side,
removing his hat at the reception window

to pay their fiery final
respects.

Some mornings in July
come hard to this hill:

you turn towards the shower,
shivering on your toes;

IN YOUR FATHER’S
AMERICA

to speak only your name
(while setting down the cup),
and by opening my arms
let the burning begin.
[Originally Published in Lily]

each man calling the other sir,
each bidding a good afternoon,
and parting somehow richer for the exchange.

TOR HEADLAND
May you, in the gray course
of a rain-swept day,
find yourself at a moment
in the late light of afternoon
on this headland after the rain
has stopped and the clouds have settled
like cotton over the forested rim of this bay,
when the ocean, stretching flat
into the horizon, catches the last light
like silver and holds it with the wrinkle
of each small wave,
and may you then,
standing beneath the stone wall
of a stone house come to the calm realization
why any man even on a dark day
would prefer to wrap the sky of this peninsula
around him and lull within the sweet scent
of eucalyptus, the fragility of mock heather,
noting the wave's hushed song, the resistance
of rocks, and the rush of a hawk's soul
passing on the wind's wet wing.
[Published in SHIFT OF LIGHT]
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Gianni Martin
CHAPLAIN (MAJOR) GIANNI MARTIN, United
States Army, recently returned from a one-year
tour in Iraq. He is currently stationed at the
Defense Language Institute, Presidio of
Monterey. Through both his poetry and prose
he attempts to communicate both the sacred
and profane aspects of his profession and his
community. His work has appeared in the Army
Times, the Sewanee Review, and La Prensa
(Panama). This piece does not represent the
views, policies or opinions of the U.S. Army or
the Department of Defense.

DEUS AD BELLUM
RAP
O soldier boy, brave volunteer,
explain this sudden stench of fear.
You just signed up for college money?
-And you come to me? It’s pretty funny
how the boys who act on a drunken dare
become men who come to me for prayer.
But God sent his son downrange, too,
to set things straight for me and you.
P.O.W.s kept in cages, Amazing Grace
and the Rock of Ages,
bombs and psalms,
and ammunition
can be for you acts of contrition.
“Jesus died to set us free,”
proclaims that double amputee
to a Fedayeen who looks like Christ,
with a shaggy beard and a head of lice.
Give ‘em a “high ‘n tight” and see
if he’d like to try an M.R.E.
Collateral damage and friendly fire,
the organ music, the gospel choir,
the muezzin’s cry, the temple bell,
the rosaries, the threats of hell;

confessions made on the beach at night,
a test of nerves in a firefight:
M.I.A.? K.I.A.?
-the lambs of God got in the way.
Alleluia,
coming to ya’,
creation, salvation and detonation,
venial, mortal and nuclear sins:
a hand grenade toss without the pins.
What, me attack? You smoking crack?
- your recruiter wants his money back.
For paratroopers in mid-air
a bullet flies as fast as prayer.
Fixed bayonets
are sermonettes
and the Just War Theory
to the combat weary
makes less sense than morphine drips
or the epiphany of ammo clips.
Hold the line at any cost,
we still could lose at Pentecost!
The chaplain says keep two things clean:
your conscience and your M-16.
Cavalry, artillery and infantry:
the Doctrine of the Trinity!
One more chorus,
if you’re for us…
Let rock the fifty caliber gunssing the ballad of the poor men’s sons!

The sins confessed in a leaky tent
flow from a leaky conscience during Lent,
and absolutions, like tourniquets
can’t promise they’ll be no regrets.
As the plasma drips like water and wine
for the kid who played with a Claymore mine,
we unzip ten more body bags
jingling-jangling I.D. tags,
sniffing for the poison gas
while celebrating Sunday Mass,
while overheating, stalled humvees,
resent one hundred ten degrees.
Run through the rubble, on the double!
The mortar’s thud, the phosphorus flares,
the trembling hands, come with far-off stares.
Allah, Shiva, Buddha, Christ,
sing hosanna in the highest.
Mohammed, David, Jeremiah,
bought themselves pie in the sky-a?
Noah survived some mighty floodsbut now you know the rain of scuds.
Don’t know if God is here in church
or sitting up in heaven’s perch?
Sundays I think he sleeps in late
or might stay home and meditate,
because the chaplain is such a bore
at times he might slip out the door.
God doesn’t come to church much more
but, son, I’m sure, he goes to war.

Donating to the

monterey poetry review

a registered CA non-profit organization

We gratefully acknowledge
donations to cover
printing and distribution costs.

Kate Spencer
KATE SPENCER is the 2004-2006 Whitney
Latham-Lechich Pacific Grove Poet-inResidence and leads a free poetry workshop
on Thursdays. Originally from the East
Coast, she is a naturalist, artist, and bicyclist.

GOD KEEPS TALKING

Tne MPR is a free publication. All staff
members donate their time and talents.
Checks can be made payable to
Monterey Poetry Review and mailed
to M. Lee, Editor, P.O. Box 5885,
Monterey, CA 93944

Thank You!

God keeps talking to me
and I keep trying not to hear.
“I’m not listening,
I can’t hear you,
LaLaLaLaLaLaLaLaLa”
like a kid who doesn¹t want to be corrected.
I¹m supposed to bear witness.
I thought it was just for
salamanders being run over by bulldozers
and whales hit by ships.
Now it’s all this. War.
Bombs, torture, poor kids sent back
again and again to fight.
It would be easier to hide
if I didn¹t know you
with stripes on your sleeve.
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Brendan Epps

C~7

BRENDAN EPPS is a poet, writer, reader, and lover of the written
word. He is currently a Naval Postgraduate School MBA student.
His chapbook, COMING BACK, graced Colorado Springs and
Denver in 2001.

C~7, a popular spoken word artist has performed for four years at open
mics accross the country. Check out more of his poems, his CD and
current activities at www.cdbaby.com/cd/chamber7.

RUSH HOUR

MY PECULIAR PROPOSITION

Racing!
Speeding!
In a mad dash to nowhere fast.
I’ve got my turn signal on
And I’m giving the car some gas,
but I can’t seem to get in the left lane to pass my past
Until I can forgive me,
I’ll forever have road rage against myself
I’m tailgating I
and staying on me’s behind behind something petty
Afraid to make decisions for myself

Hello. How are you doing? You haven’t heard from me in a few days, ‘cause I’ve
been pondering a question that I now feel confident enough to raise.
Even though you don’t know me very well I find you very interesting.
So I hope you won’t mind the plan that I’m suggesting.
How would you like to have a bite of lunch with me?
Nothing too formal. You set the time. Whenever you’re free.
I must apologize for being so forward. I’d just like to spend a while
Just talking, laughing and being overjoyed by your smile.

“Take this right…?
…slow down for the light…?”

Please don’t consider this a pass at you. I only wish to make your acquaintance.
If my intentions were selfish, then you would only be reading a list of frivolous
statements.

Because I’m worrying about what the rest of traffic will think.

Just a moment of your time is all that I ask.
You appear to be the reluctant type so I’ll understand if you pass.

And there I sit…
…and sit….
…and sit…
…and wait
for something fantastic to happen in rush hour traffic
instead of making it happen.
Concerned about the standstill
and about the demands of my own and the drivers around me
that go unfulfilled.
In that bumper-to-bumper traffic I call life.

If your husband or boyfriend would not approve,
Please disregard this proposal. Accept a second apology for my being rude.

I kept switching lanes to get in the fast one,
but for some reason I always seemed to be the last one to get
into the lane while it was
moving.
I don’t know how many more Office Space allusions I can take,
So again I wait…
And wait…
And…wait!
There’s an exit coming up.
I’m not sure where it’ll lead, but that street looks familiar:
Hope
Promise
Adventure
Risk
Taking that chance with the off-ramp to change.

Lori Howell, Author

I didn’t know but I should have asked. I don’t mean to waste your time.
Nonetheless, I hope you have a blessed day after reading this rhyme.
This is a friendly gesture so whether its YES or even if you don’t wish to join me
at all.
Whatever your answer may be I would like you to give me a call.
[First published in W.E.T. WORDS, EMOTIONS, TRUTH, Magenta Press 2005.]

Help us get into the
Guinness Book of World Records!
The Steinbeck Chair Project is collecting 10,000
poems from Monterey County and beyond.
For more information, or to submit a poem visit
www.10000poems.com or call (831) 775-4724.

P.O. Box 2434
Carmel, CA 93921
631-624-5674
writer@montereybay.com
author of children’s books,
inspirational poetry, and
a murder-mystery novel
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THAT JUDGE IN ME
I want to send him to the south of France
to lie under wild-limbed oaks,
eat baguettes and brie,
drink the wines of Languedoc
till he forgets all protocol,
till judgment, heavy as a courthouse,
crumbles into rubble

Patricia Zylius
PATRICIA ZYLIUS came to Santa Cruz in
1965 to attend UCSC the year it
opened, and has lived here ever since
in the same house where she raised
two sons. She makes a living as a
copyeditor. This is, in fact, an incurable syndrome. She edits, or would like
to edit, everything from typos in
restaurant menus to apostrophes in the
name signs on people’s houses. She
gardens, practices tai chi, walks, and
listens to music mostly written before
1750 and to jazz

DEAD END
The day I visit my father,
he’s in dark blue sweats.
Shrunk by high-heat dryings
in the rest home laundry
his pantlegs end four inches
above his ankles. Pale nonskid
socks cover the swollen feet
on the wheelchair footrests.
He scans the corners of the room,
stutters — Listen … you gotta …
I … help me out of here! —
the remnants of his imperiousness
twitching around his mouth.
He pounds the chair arm with a feeble
fist, shouts Now!
with all the loudness
he can gather.
Suddenly, I’m a bristling
fifty-year-old adolescent.
I want to snarl
fat chance, you bastard.
But I force myself
to take his shaky hand,
look into eyes
that overflow
with confusion.
The weakened storm
of his anger spills pain
that collects in my own tightening
chest. Then I wheel him
out to a tiny courtyard
where sun angles
down to a wooden bench
and fuchsias bloom among dark
sword ferns.
Isn’t it lovely here? I ask.
The question rolls quietly
across the cement and disappears
under the leaves.

or maybe he should go to Tahiti
where lithe youths clothed in nothing
but hibiscus blossoms
laugh and lift off his ponderous black robes,
strip him of every should and must
and spread him out in the shade
where raucous parrots drive deliberation
from his dry brain.
His proclamations have become a joke,
rickety towers of tinker toys, sticks and knobs,
all ridiculous angles and wobbly polyhedrons
—
how could I have been so afraid?

ON THE
ANNIVERSARY
OF HIS DEATH
When my father called me by my middle name
I knew I was safe.
He’d put on a record of E. Power Biggs
playing some huge cathedral organ
and we’d turn the Bach fugue up
loud enough to pound us breathless.
Or we’d concoct an artful paragraph about
Pygmalion —
I’d lean toward him, unafraid,
our two blond heads almost
touching over the pages spread out
on the yellow formica tabletop.
Some trouble churned at his core,
a sulfuric rage that hissed and spat
through cracks in his rigid surface
and tied hot knots in all my muscles.
I never knew when a scalding Patricia! would
erupt
from the fissure of his mouth.
But now and then this softer Annie
brushed the air like a gentle
flutter of wings.
I wish I could believe in heaven.
I’d hope to meet him there
where anything he called me
would pour like a honeyed lyric.
All day I try the name on,
chant it like a prayer — Annie Annie —
and though I listen for his dead voice,
no ghost emerges to sing me full. I’m hollow
as an abandoned church,
the only one to say my orphaned name,
the only one to hear.

INDEPENDENT CONSULTANT

Belen Arellano
408.842.2974 ( | 408.710.0508 »
belen.arellano@gmail.com ö
http://www.arbonne.com
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ANGEL LOOK has lived in Monterey for 20 years, where
her poems have been published in newspapers and
anthologies. She participates in local readings and hosts
the National Writers Union monthly poetry events in
Carmel. Angel works as a labor and delivery nurse and is a
mother of two young adults. She has a continuing
fascination with the dream world and with painting.

HOMEMADE
BLACK HOLES

The helium of relief
will fill the vacancy he leaves.
Inflated, I’ll rise like a balloon.

Pure Swiss Skin Care MADE IN USA

Angel Look

Yes, even you can make black holes at home. You can
create your own gravitational Hoover. I’ve seen it, well, felt
it. Even my own elderly mother can do it, create a sucking
black hole that pulls into it every bit of energy that comes
near, like a dying star she is, and her gravity does not
shrink even though she does. Just get near the edge of it,
and you’ll start to notice something’s not quite right, you
feel just a little off balance, a little vertigo, something that’s
hard to pin down, but then, when you get too close, your
feet get pulled out from under you and you have to grab
for something, any solid thing, to keep upright, but the
more you try to pull away – well see, now you are just
generating more energy which amps up the magnetic pull
and pretty soon you are over the edge and hanging on for
dear life, trying to figure out how to resist without resisting, how to pull yourself out of this dark force without
force, without creating a joule of energy, and though it
seems impossible, it can be done, and you start to inch
yourself back up, slowly, like a meditation, like a Tai Chi
movement, a movement so present it exists outside space
and time, and in this state, you slip carefully, back over the
edge, back on your feet, slowly move out of range.

DARK CHOCOLATE
I love the hearts of broken men
bittersweet and
dark
like chocolate with very little sugar
dense
with something sharp
like red pepper
just beneath
the surface of taste
something
burns at the bottom
of their hearts
hidden secrets
pockets of sadness
long held
they are so helpless these men
who could climb mountains
but feelings
they have no power over
blind
they depend on women for sight
I eat their sorrow
consume rich melancholy
turn it to tears
something they can see
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Kathryn Petrucelli
KATHRYN PETRUCELLI holds an MA in TESOL, has taught ESL and writing
from secondary to college levels, and conducted creative writing workshops
with California Poets in the Schools. Kathryn co-founded and hosted the
Rubber Chicken Poetry Slam in Monterey, and her interviews and commentary
have aired on KUSP radio (88.9 FM Santa Cruz). She hopes to move some of
the verbs in this paragraph to the present tense once she surfaces for breath
from new motherhood. Her work has appeared in Anthology of Monterey Bay
Poets, the Throwback, literarymama.com, and the Homestead Review.

Illia
Thompson
ILLIA THOMPSON is a graduate of Antioch
College and a longtime resident of Carmel
Valley. She teaches memoirs writing classes
with MPC's Older Adult Program and
conducts journaling workshops. Her
published books are MOMENTS, GRACIOUS
SEASONS, and HEARTFRAMES.

THROUGH THIS

Love me through this.
Help me into my ill-fitting skins –
adulthood, motherhood.
If you have to labor 12 hours, 36 hours, forever,
love me.
As my belly rounds and juts, love me for it.
I sort friends like Monday morning laundry,
Hold in your hand my swollen fingers,
place comfortable ones in the bottom of the basket, pretend they are not fat as root vegetables.
protection before putting them within easy reach
Kiss my forehead once, again, again.
on the shelves of my heart.
Love me through this
when I snatch my arm from your touch
Other friendships, a bit tattered,
when I stomp my feet
I set in a pile to be mended,
like a child, bury my face
to view in clearer light of noon
in my hands like a widow.
when neatly stitched seams may well fix the rift.
When the third jar this week
slips and shatters on the kitchen floor,
And there are those friends whose images lose color while you’re wringing out the mop, love me.
whose presences seem temporarily pale.
Without starch, they wilt into a convenient closet
left unattended, not ready to be dismissed.

FRIENDSHIP

Ahead, I sense friends in waiting
made of natural fibers, sturdy linens, sleek silks
and hand-crafted cotton crazy quilts
ready to warm as evening chill arrives.
Photo: Patrick Baker

Joan Rose
JOAN ROSE is a writer, poet, and intuitive
creativity coach. Her first poetry book, CATCHING YOU, CATCHING ME, CATCHING FIRE, was
released in spring 2006. Author of two other
books, Joan is often heard on the Monterey
radio program, "In the Company of Angels."
Web site: writestarpublishing.com.

STOLEN MONDAY
MORNING
Claiming ourselves
between the cracks of time
in the moist early light of day,
we drive up the coast.
Yellow mustard seed and
new spring grasses blowing,
your hands restless as windy flames.
We find a deserted, untamed beach,
a mile or so outside of Davenport,
high waters and pelicans
do not mind our intrusion.
We lay on soft blankets,
listening to the beating surf.
Your hands and mouth
relentless like the waves,
I move to the insistent pulse.
Later we ate broccoli,
carrots and zucchini,
drank sparkling water, and
still hungry for each other,
shared strawberries and
dark chocolate for dessert.

www.montereypoetryreview.org

Love me like it’s just the two of us,
like the answers will be revealed,
oracle tea cups spelling out messages in soggy
leaves.
Love me, bent on escape, running
to the garden, beating at the dirt.
Block the emergency exits and love me.
Love me like we planned this,
carefully, making dignified strokes of the pen.
Love me as if the burden sits on your chest
like a breeze, mixing with your breath,
momentarily raising a few strands of hair.
Press your optimism to me like a blanket.
Whisper to me like I’m a one-night stand,
a dying soldier, cut out lies for me
that hang around the doorframe,
fragile paper dolls. Grab me
by the shoulders and look at me,
as if you understand.
[First published in literarymama.com]

Ellen Hart

Laura Bayless

LAURA BAYLESS has read for six Women's Voices
poetry readings at the Carl Cherry Center for the
Arts, Women and Food art and poetry events, and
was one of the artists showcased at Poets &
Artists: Words & Colors at the Pacific Grove Art
Center. She is the author of two collections of
poetry, THE EDGE OF THE NEST and WHITE
STREAMS AND TOUCHSTONES, and is working on a
new collection, PERSISTENT DREAMS. Her poems
have appeared in many local and national publications and anthologies, including Dancing on the
Brink of the World, and Selected Poems of Point Lobos.

I HAVEN’T FOUND
YOU YET

I want to carry you and for you to carry me,
the way voices are said to carry over water.
– Billy Collins

I want to cherish you without effort,
without the notion of burdens,
lightly, inherently.
I am weary of the idea of love as work,
as task and diligence.
I want to slip into your thoughts
as easily as air flows
between the branches of the willows,
stirring whispers from leaves,

ELLEN HART, a lifelong lover of language,
pursued a teaching career for 25 years in language
arts, taught a journaling workshop through
Dominican Hospital’s Outreach Program, and
directed local teen theater. Her second chapbook,
BEYOND THE FOG, was published recently. Other
work has appeared in Porter Gulch Review, Anthology of Monterey Bay Poets, Tree Magic, and she has
been a featured reader for Poet Speak and
Independent Voices.

PERSIMMONS AND
CHOCOLATE
Rustling through the cupboard
on this sleepy fall morning, I find it bare.
A frost on the pumpkin day, too cold
to venture out for breakfast.
I uncover a tin-foiled slab of
dark chocolate in the freezer
then notice the bright orange
persimmons on the table.
I think of them as decorative like
gourds or else, a baking project, time
consuming, with an unknown result.
I slice one open, anyway.

and you swim into my mind
like a fish skims the river’s surface
in search of entomological delicacies.

I arrange the slices on a mint green
porcelain saucer with pieces of chocolate
pour a steaming mug of jasmine tea
admire the still life I created.

I want to hear the patois of lovers
escaping from your lips without premeditation
and my tongue answering,
abandoning all acquired suspicious memory.

I am overcome with appreciation
for the life I am living
full of sweet surprise like the fruit
complex and rich like the chocolate.

Let us come from our separate lives permeable,
honeycombed with receptive thresholds,
letting the language in ourselves be attentive
and near enough to be heard,
as if everything could again be salvaged.

The tea slips over my tongue
warms me through and through
melding the flavors with a promise
to remember this.
[First published in BEYOND THE FOG]
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“Enrolled?”

Robert Sward

“In the Illinois College of Podiatry.”

ROBERT SWARD, a U.S. Navy
veteran, served in the combat
zone during the Korean War.
Winner of a Guggenheim
Fellowship, Canada Council, Villa
Montalvo and other awards,
Sward has taught at Cornell
University, the Iowa Writers
Workshop and UC Santa Cruz.
His 25 books include FOUR
INCARNATIONS, NEW & SELECTED
POEMS (Coffee House Press) and
COLLECTED POEMS, 1957-2004
(Black Moss Press). His latest
book, GOD IS IN THE CRACKS, A
NARRATIVE IN VOICES (Black
Moss Press), will be available in
September 2006.

“Dad, I have a job. I teach.”
“Ha! Well, I’m a man of the lower extremities.”
“Dad, I’m forty-three.”
“So what? I’m eighty. I knew you
before you began wearing shoes.
Too good for feet?” he asks.
“I. Me. Mind:
That’s all I get from your poetry.
Your words lack feet. Forget the mind.
Mind is all over the place. There’s no support.
You want me to be proud of you? Be a foot man.
Here, son,” he says, handing me back my shoes,
“try walking in these.
Arch supports. Now there’s a subject.
Some day you’ll write about arch supports.”
[First read on radio by Garrison Keillor in “The Writer’s
Almanac”]

Laura Ann Brooks
LAURA ANN BROOKS writes book reviews for the San
Francisco Chronicle. Her articles and reviews have also
appeared in The Salinas Californian and in the
magazines, Bust and Atomic.

ON THE OCCASION OF
THE OPENING OF A BRIDGE
My mother's house is over there
Across your white spine
How lithe your spanning bodice
a corset of white wires on periwinkle blue silk
almost hanging on the laundry line
One amidst many in this city of bridges
One amidst others: green firewood and their yellow relatives
rusting in tranquility over the wakes of the three rivers
Two rivers that meet and form one
and One river that flows on
with their heads in the country and their tails in the metropolis
These bridges live Where the great crags of buildings rip the sky dome
Where golden domed arenas and opera houses
pile up in pillared fashion - their windows many-beveled and many-eyed
While courses of subway cars ride inside your belly
following multicolored lines to stops like Palm junction
and jacketed travelers walk your shoulders in work flannel
to the steel mills and the coal mines
The river courses jade today
My mother sits in Polish Hill
I stand by the cloud factory in Schenley Park
I haven't seen her in a long time.
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“Just a tiny crack separates this world
from the next, and you step over it
every day,
God is in the cracks.”
Foot propped up, nurse hovering, phone ringing.
“Relax and breathe from your heels.
Now, that’s breathing.
So, tell me, have you enrolled yet?”
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GOD IS IN THE CRACKS

ò Santa Cruz Public Library ò
ò Saturday July 29th ò
ò 1-5 pm ò

Ric Masten
Ask RIC MASTEN what he would
like you say by way of introduction, and he will answer:
“Tell’m that I am like the taste
of cilantro, I can’t be put into
words.” Poet, Troubador,
Uniterian/Universalist minister,
Songwriter, Philosopher, and
one who radically and rationally
redefines human experience in
contemporary terms, author of eighteen books, and a
friend and ally in the struggle for wholeness in life and
living -- that’s Ric Masten.

THIS I WOULD SAY
TO GRADUATES
Written for and delivered at the Eighth Annual Celebration of
Community on April 27, 2005 when Ric Masten was honored by
being named “Distinguished Fellow in the Arts” by California State
University, Monterey Bay

imagine a high school
all school required assembly…
students being herded in a cell block at a time
unruly — looking for reasons to riot
the Principal standing on the apron of the stage
glaring the restless mob into an unstable quiet
now imagine a poet being introduced to this.
I learned early on
not to begin my remarks by going for laughs
encouraging some young clown out there in the dark
to bark Ha! Ha! Ha! -- no, I just tell them the truth
that I have "terminal" cancer…
that for eleven years my son was a crack addict
that for me poetry is trying to put a line of language
around the pain and puzzlement –
corralling them
to better comprehend that which is troubling me
I don't write about things I understand
I write to better understand about things
then, and this is most important I tell the students
that rather than be stuck with me, a poet
for the next fifty minutes... “Go in your mind
to that activity and that place
where you would rather be.”
after a pause I say, "Now ask yourself
if you could make a living doing that --- there?"
a ripple of laughter to which I respond
"Well I suppose you could earn wages
as a test dummy in a mattress factory
or clean the windows of the Playboy Mansion,
but seriously
if the answer is ‘no’ then you are doomed
to spend the rest of your life as alienated labor”
“what would you say the odds are
against a person making a good living
by composing and performing poetry in America?
a billion to one I bet — and yet you can’t
regard me as an impossibility
a flower from a nonexistent plant
I would wish that every graduate would leave
the ivied halls of academia
with their dream intact
convinced that anything is possible
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