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Laurence Donovan

POEM ON AN EMPTY PAGE

1

f see as if on a screen
or jn sorne r:ntouched space
a coiled shape of things

perhaps on a page, perhaps floating in itself
a veined jr:ng1e of leaves and colors
irrvoluted like a shel1

it is round, it is coiled, it is architectured
it is not said yet

it is like a city in an Escher sky
its spires pointlng all over frorn inward
celestial sea urchin

detached in itself with hidden roads

up close it is a frozen explosion
of leaves no^r and flcnuers
a cupped rrumgrove thicket

a be11 in the wind

a cry of invisible birds
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L,aurence Donovan

before it is said
no wind can bend it
nor colors blur down with

it lies along the edge of
like a promise of foliage

ral-n

sight

it will be the gathering of a perfect thing

it is already gathered
webbed round within
and round again
within

dreamed shape

rondure

3

is it poinciana burst into flower
and long looping mangrove roots
wheeling in water is it
the sea perhaps
beaded in words
and droplets of tide

and the burnt sky with herons

the

the
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Laurence Donovan

flashing down in the margins or
the forest of fire
winding palms in its tendrils

the curved fans of palmetto

is it thronging of oaks
beyond the green vestibule

4

that shape of things
is gone from the eye
spiraling inward

the forest and sea never there dissolve

like a she11
drawn in diminishing circles
arourd its pirk whorl

fading pirk
pirking to vilrite
dwindling into

a pale rose unseen

sirking into
the ghost
at its

center
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Laurence Donovan

B]RDMAN

Jhrough the windovr, a scene of suburban blight--
Ovqrglovm lawn, r.rnused hose, rusted fence, "
And the skeleton of a backyard umbre11a,
fts canvas shredded by the sun and rain--vies with,

F ry-inside wa11, Baskin's black birdman,
Bent down and flapping, a feather-armed vampire
Fhrnched to a landing, or trying to rise.
So life and art darkly nudge one another.

lqly wee_ds twine on the crumbling lirks
Of the skewed fence, as the sky 6urns down
0n umbrella bones, and the hose, twisted serpentlike,
IrTith venomous nozzle, appears as impotent as

The birdman's tool strangely shaped like a carrot.
An indifferent steward of his nairow donrain,
flf ryighbor_, who recently passed away,
Lt/ou1d seed his garden with beer cans and bottles

And keep his hose coiled, and sit out weekends
Undel stripped ribs and rags that provided no shade
For his private sorrows. He rvas not an easy man
To get to know, but once, I recal1,

Ore a rare, pointless visit, he'd stared
4! *y strange print ivith disbelieving eyes,
Clearly wondering why I'd rvant anything as awful
As that on my wa11, and I couldn't find,

In those spllse lines thinly webbing the paper,
In the scribbled torso with its absurd peni;
Suspended in blankness from spindly wings,
Any c1ear, sensible answer to give him.-
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D-rane l.ocke

A gloved hand shook the ice gl.azed jug,
but the wine was frozen.
lnside the glass no movernent.
H9 threw the jug against a fence post
that leaned, half snow covered.
The glass split in ha1f,
fe11 off ljke an unzipped dress,
and glowed like a saint,
started to melt.
Its redness mingled with the redness
of men's and hoises' blood.
One stream trickled over the foottracks of boots
trickled into a dead soldier's open nouth.

WINE

A ROAD NEAR MONTALC]NO

guiding the pigs to their hone.
The fingertips of the road touched our

The road of sand reaches out for us,
the road darkened by the thick foliage of ancient trees,
the road misty frcm the rrfrrite dust
stirred up by tlee hooves of a herd of pigs,
the road with the barefooted, black hairea girl

faces.
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W. S. Allen

Like a COUGAR frorn behfud

potted ferns I
watched the yotng girl
catch up the front of her
swimsuit on

emerging frorn the
water. This was my

privilege.
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Shelby Stephenson

A ROSE AND A BABY RUTH

for Stephen E. Smith

It takes so long to sit in the balcony and wai-t for sweet
love to hold the sweat, vahile the chocolate in your pocket
nrelts to mounds everyrdrere and you wish your pain would just

get up and walk out the door so you could enjoy "Rebel
Causer" but it's no use--1ust sings in your blood nrore
preacher's plea out to save yore pore soul--and if you

Without a
than any
could

kindly cuL off your leg for thirty minutes or pick up the front
end of a tractor the clothes would be themselves as they
were 1l the beginning, before shade, springrnrater, reruns.

Albatros s10
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Daniel Comiskey

A CANDLE FOR MAR]A

In you f have ended my search
for what has gone mute and naneless,
in you who are sti11
with the stillness of lanterns.
I have descended to mark
a buried phosphorescence, decay of stars,
light in the poro{s bone,
as when a candle's eye is ho11ow
to create a home for your injury.
Yet, what remains escapes my divining,
a hidden cloud to embrace
no voice or appellation within you,
for wLrat is earthen and fu11 of sadness,
the slender lightning of your movernents,
is erased, leaving no fear of anonymity.
In you there is a menxrry of light
that hangs from the skeleton
of its image, luminous husk of absence,
the afterimage frozen in its socket,
only as a rajnbow which withdraws
into the silence of an oyster she11,
only as an jlsecure man
who would becorne a candle for you.
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Daniel Comiskey

APOLOGY TO THE SANDSPUR

Beneath what the sun
was planning for day,
I told her:

!'or leaving you
widow of the dry sunmer
grass,
I am sorry.

(They say that
like a shoreline you
dressed yourself in sand. )

As a boy,
from a model
I assembled you
and I would be your husband.

For not loving
the orbit of ycur paper
wor1d,
I am sorry.

(They te11 nre

that you live stil1
in the south among beeLles.)

How strange to see you
there,
green and delicate
like the vegetable kingdcm!

L2 Albatros s



Ma Anand Arupa

TO ALL THAT IS

i tremble with miracles--
the Earth pushing upward,
the universe pulsing arotrnd me.
f am too sma11 for such wonders,
i_ want only to know the flowers i planted,
the shapes and sounds of the house,
not the vibration of stars that exploded
a hundred ages ago,
not the mind of the sun"
My brain is jnvaded by guns,
my heart contracts to the size
of a bird by the side of the road.
I know i will die unless i can hide
under a tent created by mild.
\n/hy have you opened me so r^riCe?

Qoes my body dral,u strength
from the trees and the skv?
Are my physical limits another illusion?
In/lry make me so small- and then draw out of me
threads to the distant reaches of
A11 That Is?
Pregnant with reality,
my mind collapses to gibberish,
my legs can't hold the weight of galaxies.
Please see that I'm frightdned.
My womb is huge.
i struggle to tie my shoes.
No matter how rnan1, sta,rs you plant in my stonach,i tmst you because
what else can i do,
nndly in love with you,
who are so vast and beautiful.

13 Albatros s
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Viktoras Bobelis

STURDY SAETA

let the door

open

wind

will sing a mass

and fine white sand

dance

on

the brawn

of an orange sky

brow fi11ed
by one star
above

a 1lmpid

ragged

negro cypress

elbow

safe

in spanish moss

sway lace

the sensate fractal
of

my

banyon song
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Bobelis

TRANSCENSION

sonata nrusic

IiPVES

sunflower rough ocean

waves like knees

shoulder sweet open

silent wor.rnds

torso urged

out the gulf
off an arm white shoreline

Lifted on pale long
currents where white bellies

porpoise slick 1itt1e scars
slide on

the bird throat blue
Lide

there to receive
forearms of rain

left to a flesh myth

to walk

a htmid

beach
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_-_ - Vit<toras gobelis

F]RST DAY OF SPRING

a shadow

feeds on earth
a cardinal
washes

his dusted back

CTOWS

speak overhead

the sky rioves

toward

and must cast
us up and back

as dusL

to beccme stones

and trees
a per:rrrment heart
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Ricardo Pau-L1osa

TREES AND TRANSFORMAT]ONS

Green is the stn-lctL1re
that in the brain of clouds
unfurls its branches.
In clusters the avocados grorv
sti11 after Lhe jay's spring
and its buoyant 6cho
of leaf and twig are hushed
by Lhe breeze,
another page in the syntax of sunmer.
Is not a season a language
overgrown with unthought
propulsions?

The tree greens, flowers, and fruits--
a lesson too perfect to risk losingjrl the vortex of origins,
although it is creation itself
that this rote harmony proclaims.
Walk beneath its nrottled shadow
and thirk the tree holds you
like a wordless menorial of flesh
in the easy heat of backyards.

The wind jolts an avocado to the ground,
a bomb that thurnps on the unhurt grass
its mime of the o1d shatterings.
Tf laid on its side like the horizon
of a bleached granmar,
the trajectory of the falling fruit
would have at one end Galileo
and at the other Dresden.
This frrrit could be a heart,
if hearts were green.

L7 Albatros s



Ricardo Pau-Llosa

CONSTRICTOR

Silk folds lost
in leaf redundancy
flovr in jeweled
provinces
to a knot, release
to another branch,
and await their becoming,
like a mind with one thought.
The thought comes
with the prel, to kil1
consumes
this green latitude,
ttrming coils
into a fist within
which the prey is buried
and, crushed, will rise
into the mouth.
The lump in the body
is s1ow1y reduced
to htrnger.
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Asher Torren

GEESE

Fling your chest out
and stmt.
Break away frcrn dry twigs
and matted straw.
l.eave the earth, your
bottorn-shaped cradle, and
fly around and arotmd
to the road of inrnense,
parting, tine-scented air
for the silent dusk splashdown.

L9 Albatros s



Jo Ann l-ordahl

PUERTO MADRYN AND LA BALLENA FRANCA

I thought last
facing the bay,
of the whales in

night in my hotel bed
raining outside, wind,
this gu1f, mating.

I imagined the dignity
of them in the water.
1 remembered the man at

and ponderousness

Conrodoro

Airport, foggy and co1d,
telling in a Spanish voice
of how the whales join

be1ly to be11y,
and ro11,
over and over,

first one breathilg,
then the other.
Rolling and breathing and mating.

20 Albatros s



Jo Artr l,ordahl

Conscious and unconscious at once.
I longed to ask how long the joy
but of course 1 could not.

How chooses a lvhale a mate?
Ambergris in the rar',?
Or for an especially fine fin?

Or horv high the blowhole spray
these water manmals fling?
Is it patterns of barnacles,

mcrustations random on live bodies
created by a larger God than ours?
Outside, I feel the whales this night

large shapes gliding: breathing and mating.
f send my mind to the whales.
Live, I tel1 them. Live so
we'11 know how sma11 we are.
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R. T. Smith

HARE

First off, you know the ski11s
of the rabbit and his limitations,
the way he sleeps but moments
crouched in wind-knotted weeds
and leaves his form to mark a safe
p1ace, how he blends with autumn
to elude the fox's lean jaws,
even to decipher sweet derv,
even to discern the fire etched
against evening. His rvhisper and
quick scamper if startled, his zig-
zag path and nocturnal nibblfog,
even if rue anerone is the only
loca1 blossorn. Listen, you have
seen him freeze in the fo11y
of his instjnct rvithin your easy
reach, have caught his glance
and )/earned to touch his nervous
bright ears, his fur, in spite
of fevers he is said to carry,
in spite of your o1d fears. You
know his secrets. He is your kinjn bramble, mcss nestle, sand.
Like you, anlwhere he rests beccrnes
his form, and he will return,
himself sourceless, wi1d, so often
lost to fang or sickle and reborn.
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V,li11iam Mi11er

THE F]RE EATER

He exchanges words
for these: the visible flame
and scarred n-routh.
A lifetime's pairful silence.
l^lhen he lies dovrn to sleeP
the house sti11 stands.
No wife constured,
no child misnanred.
\rlhen he wakes
the street is blameless.
A11 stones forgiven.
And Lhe crowd pays
again and again
to see the r:nsPeakable.
A nian a1one. His tongue of light.

a/,
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William Mi11er

FAITH IN DELTA

Any of these could be
a second flood,
though the natives never believed
in a forgetful C,od.
They pray for fire
and sorL the clouds for sun,
a light to these marshy fields.
They speak the lang:age of drought:
heat, caution, dust.
And beU'',een rairts
the earr-h does dry;
trees bri-t:le as kindling
fuel the raiih of a few.
Never f,..e -r'rcuses

but orre a;.cne
cro+ds :he high ground:
a house cf stlcks
rvarned bv iis'-arce,
the odd, b1-i-ltc:.ng day.
[^]hat staiCs for an altar
is a life beyond the highway's edge.
l{c sor:nd h:l :ne land
trrrnirtg slcq;iv on even brown.
The eye i\-ai --s
vririle tne 'lancl delivers the eye
frcm tLn-u-rCer, the terflpting storm.
And fajnt rays fa11
through c*ltstretched filgers
like sparks of hrrning heaven.

25



Eileen Eliot

GHOST FLOWERS

near mt. vesuvius worknen excavating an ancient seawall
uncover skeletons trapped 2000 years under ash;
teeth still clenched 

"tk-r11t sn',ooth as a baby's knee

the mathematics of bone:
how the slope of your cheek
angle of wrist and elbow as
shirt open at the neck
the last fraction of flesh

you hide your son's bones in baby- fat won't touch
the soft irtr"" on his head where- bones grow toward each other
like o1d hands

skeleton of a Yotrng woman

find fetal bones broken eggshells
out one by one
older wonran gold jasper rings on her fingers

in the shape of snakes

on your birthday you stand by the bathroon mirror
tracilg the lines of.Your face
vou haie your nxctherts bones you say
the sockets of your eyes deep like hers
the sanre high fbrehead jaws that clench

ilside the
scientists
they take
nearby an
bracelets

sharpens,
you lean on the table

a snn11 wind ruffling the water

in your sleeP

26



Eileen Eliot

the skeletons rvere preserved by waLer
filtered through volcanic ash
now vulnerable exposed to air they're dipped in plastic
arranged on locked glass shelves

your daughter asks if the chicken leg she's eating
is the same as her ovrrr
you change the subject quickly she drops the nreat
on her plate but you save the wishbone
hane it where the sun cones in
lat6r you'll pu11 it with her
holding low on the bone so she'11 wirr

bones wait under your skin
shift slightly toward the sun
the krobbed ends of your wrists ghost flowers
pushing through soil skin giving its
slow consent.

Albatros s27



Eileen Eliot

CHANGES

life has thinned
of one room: the
brovming plants,
r.rnraveling what

to this one corner
scratchy brown sofa

indian wa11 hanging of geese
looks 1itrte the sun.

outside the window, a jungle
of succulents climb the screen;
their serrated arms find the hole
you never repaired.

1 am ready to believe anythixg
that crawls along mY skin;
ltm through r,'rith words, sounds
that rattle on your liPs at the end.
(when I start over my skin will be good
as paper, I'11 tap oi:t your absence in braille)

son'etine after dark 1 weigh my losses:
the job, three cats in a Year, You,
obseised with how light f've become.

by n-rorning, the sounds of cars
starting in a row of driveways, animals
wanting to be fed, the edge of a succulent
knifinE my cheek, a new language for grief'
(you would saY loss is an i11usion,
that there are onlY changes)

a poem can be the absence of strn
jn-an overcast skY, the thln glow
where it alnrost breaks through.
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Edward Lyons

THE LORDS OF NATURE

1

Speedway, downcounty past Honeyvellr enters curbstone
Straits ; in thermonuclear

Target zone, ten thousand engines juggle
For posilion. Mind-scrambling snro[.e blues-eharger' s

Cockpit. The city

Glides by on 34th Street's barks. ElecLric guitars'
Air raid in incense hushes

Traffic, tnnnpets at stopliglrts seen through haze.
Playing nntador, Jesse weaves through traffic

Past C,enTel office,

At tollgate throws coins, accelerates on Skyway Bridge.
Nerves panic; hands concentrate

Ore- r"treel through hornets' blaze of oncoming
Terror. His eyes jerk back irr time from tanker

Passing Egmont Key,

But on the main span a millisecond's error
Doons wrench and buckle of stee1,

Sparkshower over shipping channel, scream
0f infant, bloodsoaked safety glass scattered on

Concrete, md seagulls.

Albatros s29



Edward Lyons

I1

The searchboats, out a week since Jesse sailed
Clear of the iron rai1, the song sti11 playing
In his head, and died before he ever
Hit the outflowing tide, sti11 have found
No salt corpse. The usual activists,
Suspecting liquor, console the families of
The victims, call for tougher 1aws, while his
Flesh floats on in the bel1y of shark and tarpon.
Beyond Blackthorn Reef, his bones crLrmble
Beneath their new coral plating. Certain friends
0f his miss him, yet salute his daring
At Blue Sirk the night he plunged from the high
Platfonn nailed to a tree, through a nushroom
Hallucination into the black bottomless spring,
And with what wisecracks he braved the patrolmen's
Harassments, and to rvirat high score he manoeuvred
The blips and lights of the Phoenix, and the thri11
That sped him over the Skyr,vay, md his last
Perception: a tunble of sungold thunderheads, sunblindness,
And the rise of the sequined water that will break, enfold him.

Now the molecule of his ncments flies on the wings
Of the evening gu11s. It will never compound
With construction jobs or bussing tables,
The midnight screams of babies or rental leases.
Wrat for his friends is passing into memory
For him is locked in eternal Now.
His girlfriend walks numbly, except for the hour
0r-r the beach betv/een sunset and night
Wren she can at least cry, and where she swears
She has twice nret him walking and touched his face.

Albatros s30
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Sunrise pilkens angled surf, longshore
Currents shifting riversand into beaches.
Sink the pier's pilings deep against
The winter fullmoon that drags the surnrer
Sandbars out. The tide undermines the larnar's
Sod; in the momings of the last quarter's ebb,
Build sea'.va11s to hold them in.
Sandbag jetties to keep the serrated beach
The nerv moon aii,.-a1,s srr'irls away. Dredge
Away the shoals thaL choke the channel. Noon
Hears the incessant n,otor throb the standard
Navigation depth. Spring tide sprays
Against the rockpile the highrise rests upon.
High up, the aircraft beacon blinks
Its first redness in the dusl<. Tropical storms
In autunn and cold fronts agitate the waters
fnto waves that s1ap, break the ever crumbling
Concrete into the black gulf by night.
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1V

fnasteepledtractorshedononeofthehighways
il;i"g;Iti ti-t"-"ity't ouLskirts' -the crowd sang

n-r"-"tia" irnrolling bn the overhead screen:

iir" ir;;;; *rq ++: gq has lhrqwn rEe- lbq ++
Thevshouteoano_Eey_p?ayeE-tononothjrrgness'
N""'..rrf figf-,i"irg=troioe 

-ot 
qVrnpolism' lut

Ct'trirt Cruclfied. They raised therr arms

W-;il io cat"tt the descending dove'

tt-rit-"f-ti*ute dissolves all dilenmas 
'

;;;; zuiit and grief for the sudden violent
ilr.tl"it ri ,o"r8 provide the healthy liver
Th;; G. and Mrs.'Callorvay's baby needed'

i"i"i, tf't" miracle rvould b'e granted' for
G"a-a'oes not desire that his chrldren
il;"l;-;"iier death and pain' The minister
Sweated ir-, pray"r, cried'in a sea of salvation'
il."rii"a-or'"ult't drif ted in the white glaye

That the .ar"r.,gJn*t"-io,r"a that could forbear through

Tiie-nee,lles, nlusea, and discolored skin'
S"i"iy the operation nmst turn out well'
For rhe carro,oall-i;r;-;h"ii-"t,iia who nmstn't die

VJithout knowing Hjm to whose arms he'11 f1y'
e.rJ lli"foy v1ous6 had cone to r^rish him well '
Thr.o f,opLd sorneday to visit-Disney hlorld'
a 

"'.f 
f.iiion wi11" be taken for the time

At Ronald l'tcuonafa-House and the work missed'

v"tl-itlu aove tttat dissolves fear and 19g19'

a;;;t ii;pu-or rH't'roqgiv-ans- Dav and football sames'

;;"i;"i[[inan =s riTtea Ihe -tractorshed'
Ail-;i;g;a trt" horse and rider into the sea'
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V

The gree: --:r1 ::r :he screen at A11 children's straightens
Anc ::= :=,_copter bears

.i= :-:-ry corpse across the bay. Hands make
T:e :::-: _ncisions, ski11fu11y rLmove

Tle :.,et brown g1and, 1ay

It with :"::r :=-:s in icechest rushed to learjet
"'=' -=:..t.^;''=::"f;5#?: shriek across a rhousand
N1:--es' "' ...].ii::':.::i.f'"oo"r rarmac

An exper: ::= :--. ;i,.,erted the babyts bloodThrc*:: _*r.-: =d pumps and extised
lL= _a__=_ :rgan. Now tense eyes monitor

The :'*::::=: _.€:.:s and display terminals
--__. :::i-rgh exhausting

Hours, the *=;-__=s:-;:cis and.glands are found, rejoined.
Othe:: ::=.,: -.--:: r.-ila'l silne

nx-.-i = ..;--.il'ir-,r"3t 
"rd rhis side of

Death's i:,::'-:r:ri through shatteied-;;;; and crises
S. -t.^.. nrrrl-^ ;" ShUt.

11JJ Albatro s s
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PROGRESS AT BUILDING SITE
WITH ( FE\,JER) PIGEONS

Visitors, a lost last rennant,
to the pilgrlm shrine
of scnnething neither we

nor they know what
to make of,
they hang in, homing'-.
above the Pit a swiveling
derrick gangles out of--
at its foot, far dornm,

a ye11ow scutterer
of an earth nover

engaged in trading _ -
wiLh-a red, caterPillar-
oedestaled steam shovel
ht street 1evel,
crawfuls (gouged, 

.

precariousl sel f -undemining)
of the very PreciPice
it's perched on--such
large gobblings
and regurgitations
miming a
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by ncxo obliterated
mff.pry of being fed,
eons ago, atop
scne window ledge,
the ghostly lost
escarFrent of an
extinguished other country. See
how the winged vagrants
sti1l hover, haunting
the laddered cage's -
gusty interstices

like the question no one
poses, as to vrLlat wetre,
any of us, doing
here: vilrat is this
elbowed, r:nsheltering,
obtrusively
concatenated fiefdom
we poor, cliff-dwe1ling
pseudo-pioneers
have sonehow
bh:ndered into?
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Charlotte Wrieht

WlLDERNESS LOST

There is no shelter.
There are no caves.
You may not hide.

An ancient rup pollts
to one faded sDot:
ttYou Are Here.tt

Startled, you recogaLze
your oldest home,

The map is right.

You are here, and safe.
Nothing will touch you again.

You are horne.
You may now huddle
against the earth's burnt cheek
and weep.
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William Stafford

This tidepool day you inhabit contains rnore than
you need. It stirs now and then to bring
faint news of o1d storms deeper than th6 earth.
Frorn caves around you feelers and claws wave
their greeting, then s1ow1y withdraw

and wait for tomorrow.

Sunlight is alive when it swims down where you are,
and you stand sti11, alert to take in the sim.
You become a stoner-then the ghost of a stone,
then_th9 gone water's brilliait nemory

of where a stone was.

I,{aking the lay expand in your heart and return,
you play a limited part in whatever life is,
practicing for that greaL gift when enlighterment
ccmes, that long instant when the tide

finally ca11s your name.

WAIT]NG BY THE SEA

37 Albatros s
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A ConversaLion with Hans Juergensen

Hans Juergensen was born in Gemany and fled to the United
States in 1934. After graduating from Upsala College rn L942,
he joined the U.S. Army and saw action in Africa, Sicily, and
Ita1y. He rvas severely wounded at Anzio. In 1951 he received
his Ph.D. from the Johns Hopkins University. Since 1961, he
has been teaching humanities, creative writing, and German at
the University of South Florida. The author of fifteen
books of poetry, Juergensen has had poems appear in over 200
magazines, nationally as well as internationally. For a number
of years he has been formally invited by the Sr^redish Academy to
nominate candidates for the Nobel Prtze in Li-terature. He is
presently the editor of Gryphon.

You have been publishing poetrv for alnrost thirty vears.no_r{.
How have vou found vour concerns changing over this period?

N4y concerns have been of a number of types. I change approach
a gxeaL deal depending on mood, inspiration, experiences. For
example, I Co write about nature, philosophy, art and artlsts,
Lhe mess we are in, which is the hardest to r..,rite about, for
you have to be both objective and subjective. You have to dis-
tance what you are doing so that it cioes no: becolle preachy. I
have written a great many poems a.trcu: :re :1o-iocaust in my o\^7n

experience. f tvas not in a concen:ra:'cn canp' but I was a
refugee from Gemany. I '..'as veq\' :r1c:l involved in bad experiences
with"the C.estapo at the r:ipe oid a:e of fourteen. there's a great
deal of experience, a areaL ;ea- or concerns I express. You
have seen them in the poe.rs caiLed ir'atchman \,ntrat of the Night. ...?,
a quotation from lsaiah in :'.|:-cn I Eave Tlfeen of my poems which
deal with the Holocaust. .'lnen l read them of course I get strong
reactions. A big problen for any artist is to find the right
balance and tone"bbtrveen intellett and emotion so you don't go
overboard--so you don't preach. Great art has subtlety. Not all
my poems are subtle, but there is sornething in the language thaL
has to be the arbiter of a great work of art.
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\,{hqt iniliallv lgd_yog to wanr to write poerrv? Ar what age
did vou begin writjng?-
This is interesting. r rvas 13 years o1d living in a sma11 town
1n Gemany--Hitler had come into power in January L933. Having
been raised in a.rather political envirorrnent and being a Jew T
kner-ruhat was going to happen at-the ripe o1d age of r5--r warned
people to get out, but they didn't listen. I wIs ca11ed all
kinds of things, including the equivalent of smart-ass. one
1ight, in_1933, cJ-ose to my bamitzvah, I w,rote my first poem.rt was a farewell to C'ennany. r don't have it; r lost alot o[p{pers. ft was a 13 year o1d's poem, but r never stopped lvritingafter that.

Hgw have relj,gious convictions affected your poetry?
the

r read Goethe's Faust at the age of 10 and rnmanuel Kant at the
age of 12, because I had to find belief. r was brought up in i
more or less orthodox Jewish envirorunent to which r 6ave no ob-jection, but r began to doubt, especially when Hitler came to
po\^/er. _ trg day r was barmitzvahed r started doubting the exist-
ence of God. so r read for the next six years, a grEat deal ofphilosophy. I know the classics very we1i. They Sertainly in-
fluenced ml.poetry. . r read jusr about every kind of philoiophy
tr.ying !o fld ort what the human condition- is. rn graduate'
school r studied the Geman mystics of the 14th cenulry ard the
Kabbalah, and that study shows in ry poetry very ruch 

-so.

These themes have. emerged in, for exanple,- FirelTesteci, i:rrichis about the prophets--my favorite part of ttre-giuG-rootll
testaments). rn this, l trace rhe devetopr-'rent frcr,r justice j_n

sro". t? conpassicn in rsaian, and tnen Jeieniah, my 5r,,rr favorite,
gho bllngs us to _che personai relationship to your- orvn God.
Then l tl.o"gjr! of a soiution--r starcea r,,iiting a new poem based
on Baruch, rvhich means "blessed", rvho rvas the Scribe oi
Jeremiah, and without realtzing it (it rvas pointed out to me),
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I was writing about myself, which I was not conscious of. This
is one of the most wondeiEul things about writing--that you do
not always know why you write and what you write.

Yet, 1 need to seek God again
within my own presence--
although He has receded
into the unknor^m
and will not speak to me.

Sti11: I am of His creation
and--at unhoped-for hours,
enraptured by its wonders
or the simplest act of kindness--

and that, perhaps,
nmst suffice. (from "An Epilogue by Baruch"

in Fire-Tested)

Having to say that was terribly inrportant. Having seen tremend-
ous tragedies, having lived through sorne of my o\^rn, l am very
rnrch aware of the virtue of kindness. I am essentiallv a rnoral
poet, a moralist.

Do vou fi:rd it painful to r"rite?

I've w-ritten poems rvi-rere I'r,e ii:eraily sweated them out. A
poem can be very painful to :.rite. I have poems that have cost
me. The poem called "The Scar", in rvi-rich I describe what
happened to rne when the Gestapo kil1ed the man next to me. Took
nre. 32 years to write it. 32 years before I could get it out of
my system. I was fourteen, four nonths before I left Gennany.
He was 38 years old w'hen he r.ras executed. Or-re Sunday afternoon
when we had a picnic, he and I were talkine when the Gestapo
men came up to us. 'ihey turned to nre and Said "Son, you'd better
take a walk." And after he was killed, 1 expected to be next.
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Hans Juerpensen

He 1ay face down
I waited for my mcrnent--
No longer quite afrard,
0r making thoughts.
The executioner approached
Unhurried- -not unkindly- -
Weapon slack. to warn:

"Srg' nichts davon;
Sonst weisst du,
l,{as passiert. "

In I t"-
L\ear Httl 769. Cassino

Beac s and INS
n others will o

qealt, affected tour ]]trI

"You understand
You nust not
speak of this."

Fronttt frorn your book
a more of

vlng seen so mrch

Even when I was a kid,
cormn:nists, I remember
when there was machine-
it doesn't stop me frorn
for these things are a
me the moralist as we11,
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f've seen so mrch death all my 1ife.
when there were streetfights with the
my fqgher pu9ling me int5 rhe doorway
gun fire. Life is precious; however,
writing 1!o_ut death, or about cruelty,
part of 1ife, and I suppose tnat makei
having seen these thingb.

This is one of the most important questions you can ask. Let mebe very pompolls: any nation that does not hlve good poets is
1"::9:*, ll d::il; Afr is, rhat.imporrant. rr,e-vu.t'r*j"rily or
?_?ifi::--lT ry:p1e rvho,.S" .thingi. happen r"J-illri -*;i;;;' pJr_iticians, scientiits, a:rd leaders-rthey lppru"iute art becauseit is glq highgsr and :iosr i-ntjrrate exfre'siion. -af 

f i. ;; hr;"to do is to refer- qeople ro rhe Bible br q"ot" Shakespeii"-:iii"well known that all the great poets lear,ze their mark.

4L

(fronr "The Scar--August, 1934")



CONTRT BUTORS

MA ANAND ARUPA lives in Gainesville, Florida, where she cleans
houses part-time. She is co-ordinator of the Acrosstown Rep-
ertory Theater's Poetry Workshop, a grass-roots, cross-cu1tural
group of poets dedicated to heart-to-heart connnmication, social
responsibility, md poetry as a theater art.

VIKTORAS BOBELIS was born in New I-ondon, Connecticut' in 1960.
He attended the University of Tanrpa, where he studied with Duane
locke, Father of the Inmanentists. In Florida, Tiot:Le, Gryphon,
and Qui1l have shown his work. He currently works in Rhode
1s1and.

I^1.S. ALLEN is a U.S. Amy paratrooper. He has published in
Gryphon. He currently lives in Tarpon Springs, Florida.

AI4Y CIAMPIII was born and brought up irr n:ra1 lowa, graduated
from Grinnell Col1ege, and has since lj-ved mainly in New York
City, earnlng a livlng in and around book publishing. Her
first ful1-length collection of poems, The Kingfisher, was pub-
lished by Knopf in l9B3; the second, \aJhat the Light \,rlas Like,
appeared in 1985; and a third, Archaic Fizure, is scheduled for
Spring L987.

DANIEL COMISKEY lives in Tanrpa, Florida and attends the University
of Tampa, where he works on the staff of Quill. He has prev-
iously published in Albatross.

LAURENCE DONOVAN, poet and graphic artist, is a professor of
English at the university oF ltiami in coral Gables, Florida.
Pr5fessor Donovan is currently editor of The Carre11, publicat-
ion of the Friends of the Library at the University of Nliami,
and he regularly reviews poetry and modern fiction in the |4iami
Her41c!. He has previously published in Albatross.

EILEEN ELICI was born in
Hampshire, Maryland, and

Connecticut and went to school in New

Florida--degrees in English and Counsel-
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ing. s-h9 is wor.king as an academic counselor and English
conposition teacher at Broward Conniunity Co11eee. S[e has
had many poems published in sma11 press 3ournais and one
chapbook, llou.seEold Gods, which roir fir.i place in the Bucksnort
Pre s s C'hapbook ConrpEion.

DUANE t0cKE was educated at the University of Florida vrhere
he studied Renaissance Literature and logica1 empiricism. i{ehas recently retired from the university"of ru",p, and is current-
1y,1z9r]<ing.on ? new book of poetry. rolrc has irreviously-published in Albatross

Jo ANN r,oRDAIlL writes.bolh.poetry and novels and has published
he1 gork_in journals includi"e N"grfl". , Impetus,
and The Poet. she has travetle@afr a rourmont6Trip--to Argentina in 1985. She lives'in cainesville, FL.

ED LYONS is a graduate of university of Florida and is currentlyworfing on an M.A. at Florida state universiiy. Sone of hisearly w9r"k qrpgared in the Three Gainesville 'poets anthologyalong with J. Douglas stuue@
wrLLrAI'{ ylrLLER is a^1983 graduate-o! the M.A. program in creative
[riflrg at Hollins co11ege. rn t982, he receii.a"ni" B.A. inEngli-sh frcm Eckerd co11ege. He is currently an Englishinstructor at Jacksonville State uni.versity irr-alrurru. His
poems have appeared in Sirn
Poem, The Midland Revieil 1ir
RrcARDo PAU-LLOSA is currently enrployed as an Assistant prof-
gssgI of English at Miami Dade conrn:hity college--sourh campusin Miami, Florida. His poems have appeired or"are forthc*i"g
in sych journals as partisqn Revlew,'Anrerican poelsr_Reviev/, -
Southeln Poetr,y=.neyi@t 6
nnny others. His 6oE offietry
Anhinga Prtze in 1983
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R.T. SMITH is the Alumni Writer-in-Residence at Auburn Univ-
ersity. His most recent book is entitled ftg-lqpow 4
I-ounge frorn Texas.

WILLIAM STAFFORD has a new collection of poems due out from
Harper & Rornr any time now, entitled An OrgSoJr Nlgssqge. A new

book about.orriting, You lfust_Revise Your Life, is due out- r,
frori The University of Uichigan Press in their "Poets on Poetry"
series, where he hbs an earlier book ca11ed t^tiqllg-!h9-
Austraiian Crawl. He is retired from teachin!-GEtaug-hL for
@is and Clark College_ in Oregon, as well as

at maiy other places). Now and then he goes on reading circuits
and takes part in writing workshops.

SHELBY STEPHENSON has irad two chapbooks published: Nliddle
creek Poems and carolina Shout. He is currently working on
ffier cEapbook@, as well as a collect-
ion of poemi entitled @ns9n iq the editor of
Pembrokb Magazine and Fpreviously published in Albatross.

ASHER TORREN teaches biology at the Borough of l4arrirattan Conm-

unity Co11ege, md his poeiry has been recently printed in.
Gypsv, l.egeleie, Mind in L'Iotion, Poets Oir, Orphic l,te, md
others.

CHARI,OTTE WRIGHI is the Editorial Assistant for l"Jestern American

Literature and teaches English part-time for Utah State Univ-
;ffifn lrgan, Utah. H5r interesLs besides writing. include
1oca1'hisrcr!, gardening, md pondering the fate of the earth.

Yvonne SaPia
Brian and Esther
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PATRONS

Maureen Smyth
Gerald Snyth
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