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“In Dialogue” is a new feature in Poetry Now presenting 
intimate insights on the craft of poetry from local poets.  
We begin with poets Ann Menebroker and Martha Ann 
Blackman who met to discuss the metamorphosis of 
the poem, the art of collaboration, advice to emerging 
poets, and each poet’s signature poem.
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The departure of Matrix Arts from our shared space at 25th and R 
gives SPC more flexibility to host literary events. That’s the good 
news. Rae Gouirand begins Wednesday night creative nonfiction 
classes October 20th. Valerie Fioravanti continues the successful 
Stories on Stage series. John Allen Cann is hosting a new Tuesday 
night series on American Poets born in the 1940s.  There’s an upcoming AWA 
(Amherst Writers) Workshop that begins on Sunday afternoons in late October. 
Kurt Johnson offers improvisation and acting classes in our space as well. There’s 
a lot going on at SPC besides the Monday night readings. But we need to do 
more; we need to fill our space. We want to support writers and writing; people 
are looking for good programs, whether they are free or available at a reasonable 
cost. SPC also needs to cover its increased costs at this space that we’ve called home 
for over 5 years, so we’re looking for poets, playwrights, teachers, and writers who 
might need space for a series of classes, readings, events, or rehearsals. Please contact 
me at bobstanley@sbcglobal.net if you need more information on any of these fine 
programs or if you have program suggestions.

What else can I do for the Poetry Center, I hear you asking. You can consider advertising 
in Poetry Now — a publication that is increasing distribution with each issue, and is 
really hitting its stride with both content and form — a poem made of poetry, if you 
will.  Contact the editor at PoetryNowEditor@gmail.com for details.  Additionally, 
we are seeking underwriters to assist in the production costs of Tule Review for the 
years ahead.  Other ways to help include becoming a paid member or making a 
donation to SPC.  As Pound said, though perhaps not with fiscal solvency in mind, 
we have one sap and one root – let there be commerce between us. 

I wish to thank Kel Munger, on behalf of SPC and its members, for her generous 
donation of poetry books that will be up and available on the bookshelves by the 
time this issue is out.  

Thanks to all,

Bob
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See the SPC website for more details

POETRY NEWS

DADs DESK 
This Large Print Poetry 
Journal was conceived 
with the idea of pre-
senting poetry of local 
poets in large print for 
vision-challenged read-
ers. It is published in 16-
font, readable Arial Narrow.  It comes into 
circulation locally every three months.  A 
grant from the Sacramento Metropolitan 
Arts Commission pays for the ink.  Poets 
are invited to submit work by the editor, 
Carol Louise Moon. 

Upcoming readings

November 3 

Poetry in the Garden 

with Susan Kelly-Dewitt 

Noon in the UCD Arboretum

November 5  

WORD at the Guild Theater 

6 to 11pm

November 15  

Poetry and Music with 

William Seymour at SPC

December 1 

SPC Annual Benefit at the Millers’

December 13  

John Dorsey at SPC

See the SPC website for more details

Winners of the SPC 

poetry contest.

1st, 2nd, 3rd, and 

honorable mentions:

David Moody, Katie 

Quarles, and Rachel 

Jenkins, Shadi Gex, 

Ellaraine Lockie, 

Ray Handley, Gordon 

Preston, Katie 

Quarles, Carolyn 

Whelan, Kathleen 

McClurg, David 

Moody, Laura Hilton, 

and Allegra Silberstein

n n n

Winner of the SPC 

book contest

Congratulations to 

Melissa Morphew, 

professor of creative 

writing at Sam Hous-

ton State University, 

Huntsville, TX, for 

winning the 2010 SPC 

Manuscript Contest 

for her manusctipt, 

Bluster.

n n n 

Tule Review

Submissions for 

Winter 2011 issue of 

Tule Review close on 

October 30, 2010.  

Please see 

the website, http://

sacramentopoetry-

center.blogspot.com/, 

for details.

SMALL PRESS 
CORNER

Recent Small Press Releases
n  SPC Press released Tule Review this 
summer and hosted a reading and release.

n  Swan Scythe Press released Ce Uno One 
by Francisco Alarcon on August 16, 2010 
and recently hosted an event featuring 
Francisco, Joan Swift, and Burlee Vang.  

n  Six Ft. Swells Press released Savage 
Melodies & Last Call Serenades this summer 
and hosted a July release and reading in 
Grass Valley.

n  Polymer Grove released No Room 
for Buddha by AD Winans.

n  Tiger’s Eye Press released Tiger’s Eye:  
A Journal of Poetry this summer.

n  Poetic Matrix Press released Light in All 
Directions by Brandon Cesmat in September.

Submissions close for The Sacramento Poem December 1, 2010.  
Submit your 5 line sample or question to Tim Kahl,  
tnklbnny@mongryl.com.  

Snail Mail Review is accepting submissions until December 
31, 2010. Query for details at:  snailmailreview@gmail.com.

Gems of Wisdom Poetry Contest.  Guidelines at 
www.agesong.com/gems-of-wisdom.html. 

William Matthews Poetry Prize is accepting submissions 
until January 15, 2011. Query for details at:   
www.ashevillepoetryreview.com.

Love Poem Contest is accepting submissions until December 1, 
2010. Query for details at:  ronnaleon@mac.com.

Poem Homes is accepting submissions. Query for details at:  
ronnaleon@mac.com.

WORKSHOPS

Creative Nonfiction Workshop at SPC, 
Wednesday nights with Rae Gouirand. 
Contact rgouirand@gmail.com for more 
information and to register.

Ellen Bass is hosting Writing for our Lives 
in Big Sur in November.  
Information at www.esalen.org.

Poetry and the Harvest at Cache Creek 
Nature Preserve.  Thursdays, 10/14-11/18, 
10 a.m.-12 p.m.  Free workshop.  Contact 
rgouirand@gmail.com to register.
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Ann Menebroker and Martha Ann Blackman, two 
Sacramento poets, met me on an August evening 
in Jardin de Cafe, otherwise known as The Coffee 
Garden, a Sacramento secret, at half past six to 
discuss the metamorphosis of the poem, the art of 
collaboration, advice to emerging poets, and each 
poet’s signature poem.

We settled in, sharing a table for three, in the 
northeast corner amongst the plethora of potted 
plants, birds of paradise, ferns, and palm trees. A 
wall of ivy separated the sidewalks from the sand, 
and the distant sounds of a waterfall could be 
heard streaming from lions’ mouths. In this garden, 
you step onto the path of imagination, which lends 
itself to poetry. 
Our conversation began with the birth of the poem. 

For Ann, it is everyday life and situations, maybe a line 
from a book, something someone says on television, or 
overheard conversation.  

Martha Ann “writes [the poem] when she finds it, when 
it falls from the sky.”  
Sky, being the operative word, led me to ask their thoughts 
about collaboration, for Watching from the Sky is an 
anthology that Ann and Martha Ann edited and published.

Ann began the dialogue. “When working with another 
poet you already have something decided upon which gets 
you going on the theme. It brings two people into the 
poem. Coming from two different directions you write 
something you would not write yourself.”  

Martha Ann added “that collaboration is stimulating, 
brings out ideas and interests that may not normally 
surface. As a poet, I think of myself as being fairly fluid, yet 
I have constraints within the perimeters of my experience. 
Collaboration opens up those perimeters, gives more 
fullness of perception.” 
I then asked about their collaboration on Watching from the Sky.  

Ann spoke first. “It was a small anthology Martha Ann 
and I edited and published in 1988. It was a dedicated 

procedure. We wanted poems defining peace and 
ecological awareness. There is a strong community of poets 
in Sacramento, so it wasn’t hard to invite some of them to 
contribute. The hardest part was not being able to invite 
as many as we wished. It took a lot of work for the layout, 
printing, and the endless proofreading, but there was a 
balance and peace working with Martha Ann that made it 
a real pleasure. We haven’t discussed any future projects, but 
you can never tell.”   

Martha Ann continued the stream of thought. “It was 
a unique project, very unselfish. It benefited others more 
than ourselves; a project of love that shows one of the many 
avenues poetry can take. It was a special time for Annie 
and me. We wanted to publish and edit a collection that 
would be specifically about caring for the earth and that 
would benefit Barbara Weidner’s Grandmothers for Peace. 
We contacted Sacramento poets and set about choosing 
from the poems submitted. We had a steadfast rule that 
we would only work on the collection when our energy 
felt good and clear. We would meet, pick out poems, and 
banter back and forth about the submissions. When time 
came for production, we poured over the proofs. The 
whole experience still brings warm smiles to both of us. 
Not too long ago, I mentioned I would like to put together 
a manuscript and have Annie edit it. We’ll see if we get it 
together.”  Indeed, I would encourage them to collaborate 
again, a harmony of two voices on the page. 
The synchronicity of poet and poem prompted me to ask 
what advice they would offer to emerging poets.  

Ann said, “Observe. As poet or writer you have to be an 
observer of people, situations, the little things. A movement 
in the corner of your eye could be a free-verse, sonnet, a 
new song. You just have to turn around and look at it. Get 
involved with other poets, workshops, poetry readings. You 
are never going to learn more than hanging around with 
a bunch of poets. Read, but don’t just stick to poetry. Get 
involved in everything because poetry is everything.”   

Martha Ann added, “I would say to write, write, write!!! 
Write about everyday events and things you see all around 
you. Write about things in the news that touch you, like 

Interviewed by Alexandra Thomas

MENEBROKER 
IN
DIALOGUE

WITH
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environmental issues. Write about the way you feel inside. Read lots of poetry 
styles and absorb the feeling of rhythms and the power of words. Attend 
workshops and poetry readings and sign up for open mic to experience 
reading to an audience. Let the words be your guides.”
I asked if Ann and Martha Ann had a signature poem.  

Ann spoke of “Love,” and said that “it is one little poem I have a special 
affection for that is published more than all the others.  The first line is ‘What 
I know about love can fit in a bottlecap.’  It has to remain a bit of a mystery, as 
the response to write it came from a hole-in-the-heart reaction from someone 
I loved. You might say that the poem let me find a level of understanding for 
love, the HUGENESS of it, the allowance of it, the determination of it, and 
how we learn to use even misery to write about joy.”

Martha Ann said that hers is “It Only Took Ten Years,” a poem about the 
closure of Rancho Seco, and she discussed her involvement in the closure.  
“My initial concern about the Rancho Seco nuclear power plant was ignited 
when the partial meltdown at Three Mile Island (TMI) occurred. The local 
newspapers stated that Rancho Seco was a twin to TMI. The hair stood up 
on the back of my neck and, being a very intuitive person, I honored that 
feeling. I first wrote a poem called ‘Radiation,’ which I read at the next 
SMUD board meeting. This poem opened a door to a ten-year adventure, 
which led to my being a primary spokesperson in the grassroots effort to 
successfully shut down Rancho Seco. ‘It Only Took Ten Years’ was a closure 
poem for me and expressed both the magic and toil of the work. It’s really 
a poem about holding onto your highest ideals.”  An echo of Martha Ann’s 
words can be heard within the pages of Watching from the Sky where Ann 
writes, “I say this: one person can perform one act to make life one-time 
better. And by each individual caring, the difference can be positive.”

As the circle of conversation began to unravel, the straight line emerged, 
and our paths diverged. The evening came to a close, the poetry of two voices 
resonated deeply. Ann and Martha Ann were the nightingales in the poem. 
We parted at quarter to eight, and I couldn’t help but think, “there goes 
imagination.  Times two.”

Ann Menebroker’s Poems

Perfection KO’d
the trains go by a block from 
where i live, blowing their horns 
day and night.  i like hearing them. 
putting pennies on the tracks 
and thinking a ruined one is better 
than a perfect round coin, the 
perfect round life in a perfect 
round world where i sometimes 
square off and knock it all flat.

(Sunscreen in the Fog)

 
Too Brave
Roger went to the beach 
and parked his van 
and watched the young people

and wrote poems and letters 
and when he walked to the shore 
his feet got so hot 
he wanted to cry 
but he said he was 
too grown up to show his pain.

(Suttertown News)

Martha Ann Blackman’s Poems

Life

There are a few things
to remember
about life.

One is,
if you water it
it will grow.

In the Quiet Deep-Green of 
the Blue-Grey Clouded Morning

Bird calls, dog barks,
hums of wind and more,
making the chord.
And quiet in the air,
soft cricket sounds,
the Earth sounds below.

The swishing of ocean in the body,
the tone upon time,
the tone of the tone upon time.

This is the dreamtime,
space allowed,
in the present, in the dreamtime.

 

OBSERVE. AS POET OR WRITER 
YOU HAVE TO BE AN OBSERVER OF 
PEOPLE, SITUATIONS, THE LITTLE 
THINGS. 

& BLACKMAN
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POEMS

FIRST 
WEDNESDAYS
POETRY SERIES
Hosted by Bob Stanley
6pm. Central Library, 
828 I Street. Sacramento

presents

SPC

THE 
MILLER 
PARTY
THE ANNUAL BENEFIT
TO HELP SUPPORT SPC
  
Wednesday, December 1st 
6 - 8 p.m.
Mimi and Burnett Miller’s home
1224 40th Street, Sacramento
$30 at the door / 
$20 for members 
or renewing members

FEATURING THE TOP POETS FROM 
THE SPC 2010 POETRY CONTEST

GORDON PRESTON
KATHLEEN MCCLUNG
ALLEGRA SILBERSTEIN
SHADI GEX
ELLARAINE LOCKE

presents

SPC
Terry’s Last Show

The tall man, the big man, the evening’s gentleman.
Tonight’s big daddy is here, and put together just so. 
His hair is precise, almost carved in its precision.
He wears the clothes of a man who, unlike me,
My wife would say, knows how to spend money on clothes.
His cologne is fresh, as in store-bought fresh, 
As in store-bought new scents for fall 2010 fresh.
Loved, admired, anticipated, appreciated;
He’s a magnet, a social hub, a reason to gather.
How can a man so strong be so humble? 
How can a man so smooth be so authentic?
He must confuse people who are comfortable with stereotypes.
Like some of his best lines, and best rhymes, he’s full of surprises.

Never grave, but rather attracting, like gravity.
He’s on to something, for he mixes substance with his suavity.
He himself is an event when getting ready to present his latest creation;
The clever rhymes, the sparkling rhymes, seem to come as if by dictation.
He’s a connoisseur, a poetic entrepreneur,
And one who loves first and last little girl
Whom he protects with a lovable fierceness
(like that big blue monster Sully),
while at the same time trying to advise the rest of us guys
on how to talk to our big girls with artful and successful hyperbole.

There’s only one host who cares the most,
There’s only one man who makes the sacrifice for our artifice,
There’s only one man who has given it up for us,
So at The Show we can give it up for him.
And there’s only one man here who seems to have 
A three-piece jazz funk band playing behind him all the time,
When he’s brushing his teeth,
Or waiting for the bus, or especially ambling down 4th Avenue,
When the rest of us, clearly, need a three-piece jazz funk band
To know that feeling.
He’s got a voice like roses;
He’s our poetic Moses,
And we could not ask for more.
But we do.
Love is waiting, Terry.
We ask for Moore, and Moore, and Moore.
We ask for Terry Moore.

— By Dr. Andy Jones
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POEMS

 
This hotel

This hotel
has no clocks
skeleton key locks
shelves full of angels
bingo chess and scrabble
rooms full of scent
strange strong and overlapping
I leave my door open.

“Room #10” the bartender says
throws a handful of keys
no skeletons
no closets to hang them in
every “bitch” and “goddamn” wafts up from the bar
I head upstairs with them
too much baggage dragging down too narrow halls
hand— painted numbers on the doors
right— hand hallway 1 through 9
11 to 19 on the left.

Too tired for this puzzle
muffled lovemaking
or fishermen’s poker
I wait among the lobby ghosts
one crochets for a son going to war
another survey lumber company accounts
reshapes his fedora and nips off a sliver flask.

A woman with a droopy eye and broken arm
peeks in my open door.
Her good eye lands nervously on me,
writing on this droopy bed
“I banished the air freshener too”
she says with a sagging smile.

This hotel has no TV 
just a throbbing barroom jukebox 
to drown out sobbing and fucking and the ocean 
 
“Wednesday’s worse, and Thursday’s oh so sad” 
“I’ve been waiting so long to be where I’m going”

— By Myles Boisen

Dirty

You gave me everything last week
dirty laundry
undercover assignments
news from home
your damaged heart
dirty looks
chocolate stunts
joy of movement
jagged formations
dirty secrets
tattered maps and keys
all your old hair in empty pockets

I didn’t need it
but that don’t mean
I’m not desperate 
for want of it.

— By Myles Boisen

Est. 1903

Here

Steely blue Pacific Ocean morning 
crumbling roadside inn
songs of seagulls and crows
buckling wallpaper smell and wood smoke
biscuits and gravy, ordered with a lisp.

In the breakfast room
the new waitress is athletic in non— stop motion
her face beautiful and grotesque
a Greek and female Mick Jagger,
unwrinkled.

The cook —  too skinny to be called a chef — 
launches unprovoked into a speed rap
about the 101 hours worked so far this week
and didja see that towering cumulonimbus up north?
sleet, rain, and hail in an hour he says.

And even for February the air is prickly cold
comes right up to meet the skin
everyone on the coast has somewhere to be
sizzling down Hwy. 1 with rocks in their tires.

Everyone has nothing to say
and all the time in the world to say it.
And I am still
as these hideous plastic roses
here.

— By Myles Boisen
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POEMS

Memory

When it rouses, the eyes
seem to see — but a whisper
in the dark speaks —

and something strange,
lifeless comes on the scene,
limply, warped— lipped,

it merely stands there.

— By J.E. Bennett

Now everything that was you
can’t be held.
Is that so different
than now? Now at
least I know
where you are. 
You can’t break
dates, come late.
You can’t come
to me except
here, where I 
can’t let you go

— By Lyn Lifshin

Feeding geese, October,
before mud’s stone,
before milk weed pods
are blown down the
river, air already
cherry smoke scented,
to stand in the wind
of their words like
moving thru the wildest
snowstorm. The 
white opening and
closing, their bodies
and honks, the
turning sky,
night’s scrim

— By Lyn Lifshin
 

A Sanguine’s Letter 
It’s that time of the month. 
  
I crave you; the energy 
that you bring to me. I swallow 
you down like intimate sex 
  
soaking in my blood and making me 
linger for the last drop. Your love 
juice is what keeps me conscious. 
  
I applaud your courage, worship 
your gracious nature and kiss 
the needle mark your body bares. 
  
For you give me life, 
my donor, and I  
only give you food.

— By Mary Beth Asaro

My Rented Room 

equipped for one, split— off 
from the room equipped for two 
where muffled voices, French / English 
invade. The rush of gushing water 
down the drain, then more surprise 
flushing sounds breaks my concentration. 
I see no one, only my reflection 
in the mirrored cube. At night, more 
sounds, high pitched, a female scream or 
cry— 
ecstasy or pain, the same in any language, 
bed slats slapping or a flattened hand on 
flesh—  
grunts and groans like a cheer after a set 
of tennis. Days later, an older couple moves 
in, 
and again sounds, as if someone is putting 
on shoes.

— By Ann Privateer

Bodega Bouquet

At Bodega Dunes
under a fog— bit sky 
feathers found on mustard sand
speak to her,
each one picked up 
for a bouquet of sea gull grays,
scent of sea,
as if to purchase 
a bankable trust
she could take back 
to her splintered home
where exotic vistas and sounds
blend with rivers of sorrow,
and silences brewed 
in a pot of tea
deliver wobbly surrender
to a fresh scene,
a new ardor …
where colors do not match,
laundry isn’t sorted,
envelopes are not opened,
and the sand escapes the
sandbox. 

— By Martha Clark Scala

Funky Sun

funk rocks me
walking the streets with you
after a rainy day

rain pounds the window
then you show up
funky sun comes out

sun goes down
house goes dark
you come to get me
sun rises 

midnight finds me in the dark
watching the street for you
oh there you are 
suddenly the funky sun!

some nights black as sin
I meet you at the corner
sun is shining

— By Patricia Hickerson
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Courtyard 

Step into me.
Plant chamomile between the stones.
Douse my greens with a pale pink watering can.
Gaze through these windows
wonder what flourishes inside.
Imagine dangling from the trellis,
let me tickle you.
Sit in the iron white chair
listen for the ripple of my fountain.

— By Martha Clark Scala

Opening Them

Some of them are so locked— up
it’s like there’s a key— hole, 
a padlock and 
a dead bolt. All I know how to do
is knock.

— By Martha Clark Scala

TANGOMASTER

her patent leather heel spikes his ankle
the portly man in black suit and white shirt
jerks her thru the alley

a silk scarf covers his wattles
aging fat man lithe as a snake
desire still potent

she takes it
she takes it all
the press of his hand on her back 
the turn of his lofty thigh
the grip on her gut

she takes the hard pull 
it rips her apart
brava the torn dress
the mad tongue
the dark heart
pushes her to the stony plaza
to the rise and fall of accordions 
the soaring street singers 
to the circle of gasping onlookers
they cheer her pliant swoon 
dazed eyes    

— By Patricia Hickerson

Falling Impliesan Accident
 
Aluminum gray— sky day 
The wind breathes negative degrees 
Your curls fly and somehow catch the brassy sunlight 
Even through the clouds. 
 
The rawness of your cheeks and hands 
Steals the heat from my chest 
As you press your palm in the groove of my hip 
A softer breeze slides across your neck 
And weaves around my face 
You smell so wonderful to me. 
 
Rain— and— hail windswept day 
The forest green is mixed with white 
And drips with cold that cannot cool me down. 
 
I can see the long lightness of your hair 
And I feel the forest wisdom 
Teach me how to breathe 
An inhalation of lavender warms me more and more 
I love your sweat and raindrop smell. 
 
A full— moonlight balmy night 
There’s a waxy crackle of the leaves 
That surrounds our wooden deck 
The light pressing against your cheek 
Illuminates the newfound wrinkled wisdom there 
 
The eastern black of your hair 
Competes with the darkness of your eyes 
Finally holding mine in innocence 
And I find myself drawn in, again 
As the southern smoky wind 
Reminds me how I love your sage— burn smell. 
 
Now suddenly alone 
And free to fall again 
I’m suspended in a vacuum 
Sniffing desperately to smell my loves. 

— By Carly Anderson
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I Think of Another October in the Desert

A job offer waits on my recording machine,
and I will hear for sure on Monday.
I want that bluest sky punched
bluer by the aggressive yellows
of cottonwoods and aspen,
by the reddest and most variegated
of cliffs all breathing out the breath
of ancient cultures.  Those elders
were so sure of their landscape
they lived in the very cliffs,
cultivated the corn and beans
and chilies that forced 
a dry sky and desert floods 
to yield all the people needed.  
Last autumn, I wove bright days
away at a wooden loom there,
shifted my weight against
its long tethered pedals.

— By Carol Hamilton

The Civil Servant 

The ride from her house 
Over the Tower Bridge 
To the office on 18th and K 
Took 23 minutes 
On most days. 
 
She fed quarters 
Into the ten hour meters 
On eighteenth street 
Walked in the Rose Garden 
Of the Capitol Park on lunch hour 
 
Bought egg salad sandwiches 
On whole wheat bread 
At the sandwich shop 
On eleventh street 
To eat in the park or at her desk. 
 
Wrote Talking Points and reports 
Created memos and letters 
To be signed by others 
Monitored programs 
Up and down the State. 
 
During her tenure with the state 
Old buildings were removed 
And new sky scrapers added 
To the skyline of Sacramento 
Some glowed with blue lights at night. 
 
On the last day of her civil service 
After two decades at the computer 
She drove home over the Tower Bridge 
The lights of the State Christmas Tree 
Receding in the rear view mirror. 
 
— By Sibilia Hershey

Somersaulting Cherries 

Because we were
out of strawberries,
I put bing cherries
into each of our
champagne glasses.
Kit and I watched 
them spin and bob
in the effervescent light.
She said, “Cherries
turning somersaults
and bubbles in the air,”
and we ate them,
sucking their juice
and champagne
from our fingertips

— By Arthur Winfield Knight
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Ewa Chruściel’s hybrid collection, Strata, is the 2009 winner 

of the Emergency Press International Book Contest. Her 

poems and translations may also be found in Boston Review, 

Chicago Review, Lyric, Poetry Wales, American Letters and 

Commentary, and on her website at www.echrusciel.net. 

Strata is a series of textual weavings or lyric prose poems 

which connect and separate like flocks of birds rearranging 

themselves in mesmerizing flows. Their rhythmic fluctuations 

and surprising juxtapositions build into a postmodern story 

about everything—the everything that weaves through 

the life of an educated poet who’s migrated from Poland 

to the U.S. The author helps us locate something greater 

than ourselves by holding onto, at each moment, both the 

particulars of her life and the largeness of the universe. Her 

title Strata signifies loss in Polish and accretion in English, 

thus this experimental work is braided with themes of 

migration, reflections on bilingualism, connection to family 

and place, the search for love and faith, Eastern Block politics, 

intellectual insight, and spiritual revelation. The poems vary in 

terms of coherence, with some being more interdependent 

than others, but throughout the work is rich and vibrant 

with wonder, intelligence, humor, mystery, and a sense of the 

sacred.

Chruściel came to the U.S. with a graduate degree from 

Jagiellonian University, gained a doctorate in English at 

Illinois State University, and is now an assistant professor of 

humanities at Colby-Sawyer College. She has translated Jack 

London, Isaac Bashevis Singer, and Joseph Conrad.  In her 

dissertation work she studied Emily Dickinson and Wallace 

Stevens as examples of early poets whose work contained 

revelation and open-ended lyricism. In a longer version of 

the interview, to be found online, Chruściel summarizes her 

dissertation’s argument that the postmodern movement 

(toward fragmentation and non-referential meaning) should 

reclaim open-ended forms of epiphany. In the following 

excerpt from the e-mail interview, she explains how poetry 

is a tiger, what it means to write in two languages, and why 

poets are like ovenbirds.

L. A. Jones interviews 
Ewa Chruściel

The Energy of  Epiphany
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Jones: Your poetry has a wildness. Often I read work that is 
described as hybrid or as postmodern lyricism, but it is still very 
exclusive work. The poets are not helping the reader find a way 
in. But your poems are so vibrant and expressive that I feel welcomed 
even though I may not always be able to trace a narrative. Who are 
your role models for this mix of open-ended and  closed-ended 
elements in your poems?

Chruściel: Thank you. I think your description above is acute! I 
think Beauty has teeth and it terrifies. Poetry is a tribute to such 
Beauty. That wildness comes from the fact that poems are tigers 
that jump out of us. That wildness is my response to Mystery. 
Poems storm the walls of Mystery, to paraphrase Jorie Graham 
from her essay: “Notes on Silence.” That’s why the syntax twists 
and bends. The urge for meaning coexists dialectically with the 
resistance against completion. Nothing is ever complete in poetry. 
I learned that by reading Graham, Dickinson, Stevens. But really, 
that kind of melding of open and closed comes from the desire that 
poems are not just words, but events and experiences. That poems 
are incarnations of words. I don’t think people should summarize 
or dissect the poems. They should rather experience them.

Jones: What teachers have influenced you the most? What did 
they offer you that made a difference in your writing? 

Chruściel: In Polish, my major influence was Zbigniew Herbert 
and Czesław Miłosz’s poetry. I grew up in the Communist regime 
and these poets showed me that Beauty saves us; that art can be 
redeeming. Czesław Miłosz says: “What is poetry that does not save 
nations?” These writers showed me that poetry is not a playground. 
On the contrary, it has to be like bread for the hungry. I also am 
influenced by the poetics of omission, gaps, silence. The terseness 
of Dickinson, Norwid, Celan. Wallace Stevens was always on my 
pedestal. Also, postmodern poets Lyn Hejinian, Jorie Graham, Cole 

Swensen. Even though all these above poets have such  different 
poetics, their poems are events, enactments of experience and 
not just containers for understood experience. Meaning is always 
dynamic and ongoing for these poets. It expands into new domains, 
as new projective structures arise. Lyn Hejinian’s meaning is fractal-
like--the pattern it creates is new in every moment, and every 
moment is a new and shocking valuation of all we have been, to 
paraphrase Eliot. In Jorie Graham’s poetry, for example, meaning  
creates brackets. Meaning proliferates, yet escapes enclosures. It 
remains ineffable. It is a circumference. To write a good poem, 
Jorie Graham claims, one has to make contact with the subject 
of a poem. If we think we already know what to write, we never 
encounter the subject of a poem that should “write us.” Likewise, 
if we already know what we are reading, we never learn anything 
about literature. Without the sense of surprise, bewilderment and 
discovery there is no literature; there is no learning. The opening up 
of a subject is what Graham calls the “poem’s occasion”--when we 
let ourselves meander and encounter the subject which changes us. 

This has become a revelation and a challenge for me. Letting 
go of the control over the poem. Such writing is an event because 
through language it leads to an encounter with the other/Other, 
which points beyond the limitations of language. Paul Celan 
says, “Poems in this sense too are underway: they are making 
toward something. Toward what? Toward something standing 
open, occupiable, perhaps toward an addressable Thou, toward an 
addressable reality.” Another teacher is Flannery O’Connor, for me, 
a saint of writers. A story is really good, as Flannery O’Connor 
instructs us, when it “hangs on and expands in the mind.” I think 
O’Connor’s words apply as well to poetry. 

Jones: What are some of the differences you notice in how people 
in Poland and the U.S. describe your poetry?

Chruściel: My writing in Polish was always 
epigrammatic and devoid of any decorations. 
I have been called neoclassical or mystical too 
by some. In Lost in Translation, Eva Hoffman 
claims that we can have a new beginning in 
a new language. We can be free of constraints 
and native inhibitions. Perhaps my writing 
in Polish is more constrained. It is a record 
of what I experienced and learned there. 
Writing in English is an experiment and I 
am considered here an experimental poet. 
Perhaps I am more free of fear of making 
errors. My syntax in Polish was chiseled by 
years of Polish classes and exams written in 
Polish. 

Writing in English is the work of 
smuggling metaphors from one language 
into another. It is a work of bilingualism 
and mistranslation. Writing in two languages 

I THINK BEAUTY HAS TEETH AND IT TERRIFIES. 

         homing                         instincts

Ornithologists say white-feathered pigeons are masters of survival
While I was giving a reading in Chicago, Jan 28th at 5 pm, the roof 
of the pigeon exhibit in Chorzów, Poland collapsed under the weight 
of snow.  63 people died. Słowo nie zagruchotało.  To tylko dach 
gruchnął. An iridescent audience on air.  Archangels Barbs Homers 
Frillbacks Laughers Modenas  Nuns Orliks.  Swarming to the last 
of the roof. Dodging what is falling.  Waiting for their owners in dead 
silence. While I invoke syllables, give offerings in Chicago.  How un-
expectedly something will rustle just a morpheme away. Poetry is a maker 
of white and the heaviness of white makes the roofs collapse. Brodawczaki. 
Garłacze. Latawce. Turkoty. Perukarze. Mewki. Pawiki. Błyskotki szafirowe. 
Poezja zawsze siè spóznia jak paryska dziewczyna na obcasach. 
Przylatuje na miejsce tragedii post factum.  Poetry comes late like a Parisian girl 
in high heels at the scene of the tragedy post factum. Poetry, a prayer 
which saves only itself.  Poetry arrives late.  A pigeon that did 
not get back to the Arc but waves its olive branch from afar.  And takes 
off on extended letters.
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creates bewilderment for us and for our readers. It changes us. 
It transports us to new places. This miraculous transport, this 
bilocation, is a theological meaning of translation. In theology 
translation implies the act of miraculous displacement just like 
in Nicolas Poussin’s 1630s painting “The Translation of St Rita 
of Cascia.” St. Rita was miraculously transported into a place 
where she desired to be. Do we acquire the gift of bilocation? 
Why? Why would we be given such a gift? To recognize the 
insufficiency of one language. To express what is ineffable. It 
saves us from idolatry. English is accretion; a construction; a 
palimpsest. Polish poems come at one halt in one vision. English 
is a structure. My childhood was spent in Polish; was English a 
gift of a new childhood in language? 

Jones: What determines whether you write a poem in English 
or your native language? 

Chruściel: Experience determines the choice of the 
language. To change your language you must change your life. 
And yet some images and words have their sole apparitions in 
Polish. English is a transference, a mistranslation, or “transport” 
(Poussin) as I said above. When the airplane crash with the Polish 
president and 94 other officials happened on April 10th this year, 
I could only respond in Polish. But after this initial response, I 
felt nothing written in Polish would suffice, so I wrote a poem 
in English. It gave me some healing and distance. 

To me Polish brings the smell of white-pine trees, bristling 
snow on the Tatra Mountains. It is the language of an oak: harsh, 
robust, sturdy. I hold the touch of this bark until the cortex 
transforms into kora in my native lungs, but also transforming 
into a maiden examining forget-me-nots, a maiden carried into 
an underworld of roots. After all, the abduction is an ancient 
wedding ritual. How did the king of the English woods abduct 
me? To what sounds? 47,000 vowels and consonants stem and 
sprout from the root of one tree. 
How did I re-plant an oak so it 
became an Aspen tree, beech, 
and Mayflowers? Aspen birches, 
like English words, depend on 
a disturbance --mainly fire--for 
regeneration.  Yet they display 
wounds very clearly. Anything 
carved into them heals into black 
scars, recording the event. 

To change your language you 
must change your life. It is in 
English that I encountered my 
first woodcock. Therefore it will 
soar in English.

Jones: What is it with you and ovenbirds? ;-)

Chruściel: The poem is a woodcock, a hoopoe, a hummingbird. It 
crosses the borders; it transgresses. 
It is a drumming of a ruffed grouse. Cupping its wings. Beating 
them in the air
until the logs spark
into lumens
until 
syllabic nests

The poem comes out of bewilderment and also causes it, just 
like the apparition of birds does. It is a sensation of leaving your 
mother’s womb again and confronting wonder. I am referring here 
to Fanny Howe’s essay on “Bewilderment,” in which she defines 
it as a sudden displacement.  As Howe writes, “Bewilderment is 
an enchantment that follows a complete collapse of reference and 
reconcilability.  It cracks open the dialectic and sees myriads all 
at once.” It is resolving the irresolvable.  Howe quotes a Muslim 
prayer: “Lord, increase my bewilderment.” 

Like Fanny Howe “I am a victim of constantly shifting positions, 
with every one of these positions stunned by bewilderment.” Just 
like birds, constantly shifting the position in air, “enjambing” it. I 
am also in love with freedom and birds represent freedom for me. 
I am in love with the human soul and birds have been symbols of 
the soul for centuries in various cultures.

In my free time, I simply like to look at birds. 
Writing, for me, means to be suspended in the air and to be in 

many places at once. Swift birds can almost do this (or trick us 
into thinking they can). Writing is for those who are unable to 
let it go, who nest in two places at once. For those who dwell in 
impossibility. Writing equals bird-watching.

And what about ovenbirds?

POETRY IS A TRIBUTE TO SUCH BEAUTY. 

PA      RA DOS  
They are built like ovenbirds, the poets. Not the larks, nightingales, Tanzanite owls, 
modenas, orliks, but these small migratory birds whose repetitive song consists of: 
a poem a poem a poem. Tough little lives of ovenbirds. Half of all adults die. 
Half of Polish poets die, of self-inflicted exiles, excessive vodka, envy, a tiger 
or heavy labor. Some of them die struck by an orange--an unusual epiphany.  

Ovenbirds die young and lonely. They leave layers of riddles, odes, villanelles 
and a song goes on dismembered. Ovenbirds do not overlap their songs. It is song 
that kills ovenbirds. A tedious poem. Not the trills and jitters. A sexless song--wrenched 
out of want. Necessary birds, ovenbirds clench their wings and ask: Lord-bird “why did 
you make me an ovenbird”? 

Ovenbirds are so modest and small they surrender to their part of the song. They never see 
their work as a whole (not even with a jar of fireflies in their homes). Their voices 
transgress whole forests and take off on extended morphemes. They pause, 
and then sing one after the other again, for up to 40 songs.
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POEMS

Why Coyote Cried on the Ridgetop

All of the river canyon below. Timeless, endless.  
Perfect. White rock under stark, bare moonlight.  
Cold water racing by, like the seasons of this life.  
A moment of perfect stillness. And beauty!  
A lone owl circles in a midnight hunt. Stars  
Like diamonds, like the bright eyes of a child.  
Secrets spilled by the wind. And no one  
To share it with. Alone, so very alone. 

— By James Lee Jobe

What The Salmon Told Me

I hold the river inside me, it sings  
Against cold, white rocks. This river  
Has hands like a beautiful woman.  
How I love the good things of this world!  
Swift, bracing water. A river to sing on  
And on, calling you home through time 
And distance, calling you home  
At the frigid end of it all. Through dreams  
New and old. New moons. Storms and wind.  
And I love the sunlight across the skin  
Of the river! The first light is as soft  
As the whisper of a kiss. Of course  
I swim upstream! I leap over stones  
Of granite, the current in my old face.  
I hold the river inside me, it carries  
My seed all the way back home. 

— By James Lee Jobe

Yuba River, Heavy Rain 

My campsite is on a small bluff with mazanita,  
pine, bush lupine; things you can count on.  
And raccoons! Mountain lions, they say,  
but I never saw one. Rattlesnakes, too.  
Those I’ve seen, but I like them.  
A predator that gives you a warning;  
how polite! The river stretches out east  
and west below me, snow melt  
from higher up in the Sierra  
racing downhill like in a soapbox derby  
from my boyhood back east. Back east?  
I hardly remember it. This river is alive,  
breathing and moving, giving life,  
a mother, an angel really. 
 
In the flatter lands the Yuba marries  
the Feather River, then the Sacramento River,  
giving a drink to the farmlands, the fruit groves  
of the delta, out to San Francisco Bay, out to sea,  
the endless Pacific, a great mother of waters.  
Ocean rains return to the Sierra as snow  
to restart the cycle. Hiding in my tent  
I picture the cycle; life, death, rebirth,  
the river, the sky, the land, the ocean.  
A reincarnation of water to keep us all alive,  
the waterflow as the breath of life. 
 
Lightning strikes give the storm  
a frightening look, a raging sky,  
a screaming wind, churning water.  
I am not afraid; it is September 14th, 2001.  
Three days before I had learned what terror is  
when New York City fell down into the streets,  
attacked from the sky. Watching the storm,  
it is another storm that I fear, one coming at us all  
from far, far away. I walk out of the tent  
and I’m soaked in just seconds,  
glad to let the rain take my tears away.  
The my own water blends with the storm, 
joining with the water of the Yuba, 
the flowing waters of this earth. 
 
My temple throbs. My stomach churns.  
I picture the dead covered with ash, brick,  
and dust. Thousands of them. Corpses  
climbing out of the ruins, walking  
through the storm to the river. To wash.  
To be clean. Baptized for the next life.  
“Storms are just a part of the cycle,”  
I whisper, though no one can hear me.  
“A river never lies.” 

— By James Lee Jobe
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CONTRIBUTORS
CARLY ANDERSON is a recent transplant to 
Santa Cruz, originally from Minneapolis, 
who is currently earning a degree in 
Ecology while secretly pouring everything 
she has into her poetry.

MARY BETH ASARO has been published 
in The Poet’s Haven, Snow Island Review 
and The Furnace Review. She grew up in 
Darlington, SC and graduated from Francis 
Marion University with a Bachelor’s 
Degree in English— Liberal Arts and a 
minor in Creative Writing.

J.E. BENNETT has taught writing and lit-
erature at West Virginia University and 
the University of Delaware and currently 
works as a free— lance writer.  He won 
Descant’s Frank O’Connor Prize for fic-
tion and his chapbook Strange Voices, Other 
Tongues was published in 2004.

MARTHA ANN BLACKMAN has co-edited 
a number of poetry collections, including 
Watching from the Sky.  Her work has 
been published in Rattlesnake Review, 
on Medusa’s Kitchen, and by 24th Street 
Irregular Press, Poems-For-All.  Also, she has 
been involved with “Poets in the Schools” 
through the Sacramento Metropolitan Arts 
Commission. She has performed poetry 
and song in Earth Day and Friends of the 
River events, and has also appeared on 
KVMR Radio (Nevada City), and KVIE-
6 and KXTV-10 (Sacramento).  

MYLES BOISEN is a recording engineer, 
album producer, professional musician, 
teacher, writer and photographer who lives 
in Oakland, CA. Find out more about his 
work at www.MylesBoisen.com

CAROL HAMILTON is a former Oklaho-
ma poet laureate who has won numerous 
awards for children’s novels and poetry. Her 
most recent books are Shots On and Con-
trapuntal from Finishing Line Press. 

SIBILLA HERSHEY was a chemist before 
she became a social worker and poet. 
Her poetry has appeared in Poetry Now, 
Rattlesnake Review, The Yolo Crow, Sacramento 
News and Review and Honoring Motherhood. 
She was born in Riga, Latvia and currently 
lives in Davis and is translating Latvian 
poetry into English. 

PATRICIA HICKERSON, born in New 
York City, was a Warner Bros. dancer and 
Barnard graduate.  She has worked as a 
teacher, copy editor and Penthouse fiction 
writer. Her poems have been published in 
in Passager, Echoes, Choices, Medusa’s Kitchen, 
Rattlesnake Review, WTF, Convergence, Poetry 
Now, and The Yolo Crow.  Her broadside At 
Grail Castle Hotel was published by Rattle-
snake Press.

JAMES LEE JOBE has authored four chapbooks, 
most recently What God Said When She Finally 
Answered Me, from Rattlesnake Press. The 
poems published here come from his recently 
adopted habit of writing a new poem every day, 
no matter what. The better ones are blogged at:  
http://jamesleejobe.wordpress.com/

ARTHUR WINFIELD KNIGHT is the author 
of three collections of poetry and six novels. 
More than 3,000 of his poems, short stories 
and film reviews have been published in 
journals and anthologies.  His latest novel, 
Blue Moon Rising, set in and around Sacra-
mento, was recently published.

LYN LIFSHIN has published over 120 books 
including three books from Black Sparrow.  
Recent books include The Licorice Daugh-
ter, Barbaro: Beyond Brokenness, and Light at 
the End. She has edited four anthologies 
and is the subject of a documentary film, 
Lyn Lifshin: Not Made of Glass.  Her web 
site is www.lynlifshin.com and her most 
recent book Katrina is forthcoming from 
Poetic Matrix Press.

ANN MENEBROKER has been involved 
with the Sacramento Poetry Center since 
its genesis. Her work has been published 
in books, anthologies, and broadsides 
since 1957, most recently in Literature 
and Its Writers, edited by Ann and Samuel 
Charters.  Her works can be found in the 
Sacramento Room, also known as the 
“Jewel in the Crown” of the Sacramento’s 
Central Library.  Her book, Tiny Teeth: 
the Wormwood Review poems (R.L. Crow 
Publications) is available at www.rlcrow.
com.  Her latest work is Sunscreen in the Fog, 
an 11 poem collection (Bottle of Smoke 
Press 2010).

ANN PRIVATEER is a poet, photographer, 
and retired school teacher who grew up in 
Cleveland, Ohio but has lived in northern 
California most of her life.  She writes: “A 
line from one of my first poems, written 
eons ago, reads ‘…and you and I are 
walking in the forest munching a carrot.’ 
The years since twenty— something bring 
back some of that ability to be carefree.”

MARTHA CLARK SCALA’S writing can 
be found in We Need Not Walk Alone, The 
California Therapist, SCV— CAMFT News, 
the forthcoming anthology, Still Heart, and 
at her website, www.mcscala.com.  Martha 
publishes a monthly e-newsletter, Out On 
a Limb, and her poetry has appeared in 
Porter Gulch Review.   

❍  $30  Standard Membership for an individual
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❍  $75  Contributing
❍  $15 Fixed Income Membership for an individual 
❍  $100 Supporting Membership for an individual or members of the same household, 
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THURSDAY
BROWN BAG 
LUNCH SERIES
Hosted by Mary Zeppa 
and Lawrence Dinkins.
Noon. Central Library, 
828 I Street. Sacramento
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I w
ould like to w

elcom
e back 

R
ichard H

ansen, w
ho handles 

the design and production of 
P

oetry N
ow. In his absence, I 

decided to delay production 
of 

the 
Septem

ber /O
ctober 

issue in order to preserve the 
integrity 

of 
the 

design 
he 

has created. Since he joined  
P

oetry N
ow

, he has brought this 
journal to life. 

You’ll notice a few
 changes 

to this issue. I’ve added a new
 

colum
n, “In D

ialogue,” that w
ill run regularly beginning w

ith the Jan/Feb issue. 
In addition to the regular interview

s by D
orine Jennette and Lisa Jones, A

lexandra 
T

hom
as w

ill be conducting conversations w
ith local poets. T

he first appears in 
this issue and is a dual dialogue w

ith A
nn M

enebroker and M
artha A

nn B
lackm

an. 
A

nother new
 feature that w

ill be added in 2011 is chapbook review
s, w

hich w
ill 

focus on products from
 the m

any sm
all and m

icro presses in our area. I w
ill also be  

expanding our book review
s and w

ill post m
ore online. R

eview
 copies  

(perfect bound, chapbook, or other) m
ay be sent to m

e for possible review
.  

B
ook review

s m
ay be em

ailed to m
e for consideration. O

ther new
 features and 

articles w
ill be introduced during the next year.

Poetry N
ow

 w
ill soon be m

ore visible online. It w
ill have its ow

n Facebook 
page. Please search for us at Poetry N

ow
 and consider joining the group. Poetry 

N
ow

 w
ill also soon have its ow

n location on the SPC
 w

ebsite, and w
e w

ill be 
m

oving m
ore content online during the next year, including extended book 

review
s, interview

s, and articles. T
he benefit to this shift is that w

e can expand 
Poetry N

ow. W
e w

ill be publishing som
e articles in their entirety online, and 

others w
ill be a m

ix of print and online. For exam
ple, there m

ight be a longer 
interview

 that is begun in print and continued online. 
I’d like to hear from

 you about these changes and new
 features. I’d also like 

to hear w
hat you enjoy about Poetry N

ow, w
hat you w

ould like to see included, 
and w

hat your feelings are about the shift to an online form
at. Please take a few

 
m

inutes and em
ail m

e at PoetryN
ow

E
ditor@

gm
ail.com

 w
ith your thoughts.

T
hank you,

Trina
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