




























































































Ruben Martinez 

QUEEN VICTORIA 

Of imposing height 
History's aerial face 
Whole rounded and plump 
Of royal semi-lucent whey 

All morning wavers 
Like a suspended locket 

But well-to-do at midnoon 
With that frivolous 
01' fashion glitzy grin 
The idle mica moon bequeaths 

Canyon Tree Frog 

46 



Ru ben Martinez 

EPIC OF TREES 

1 

All night and some everlasting whole summer years ago 
We bore like innumerable spawning stars beautiful 
Black matter unbound 

Upon and over that lax surface we went 
Sketched a perpetual arc to circumference root 
Mud-saturated airy-skeletal 

And we inferior to as much as a whimper 
Deaf to breath our sma]] awry hands caught 
From wind were 

2 

Love was like that then 
Assertive silent unheard of when language of touch 
Only our hands could delicately voice skimmed our own 

And of what they kept quiet too 
Meant nothing more than they already conveyed 
Felt understood 

3 

Once 
And a thousand times 
Over how we were wrong about them 
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Ruben Martinez 

SEVEN SMALL POEMS OF LOVE 

The Blind 

There is love 
If whose are 
These simple hands 
Are not whose by sight 
Then whose then 
Touch are whose 
Who favor diversity 
Thus oust a quiver 

The Beautiful 

There is love 
If what is love 
To hue of oil color walls 
Is a shade of pink 
to a face to pursue 

The Appetite 

There is love 
When the last 
Of the rest 
Of what is the most 
Goes into a mouth 
To be the best 

The Commencement 

There is love 
Here is light 
Oh, what a blend of dawn 
Flecks a pansy 
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The Cbildren 

Where is love 
When Jove is what 
Where soon is near 
Touches now 
So why is how 
Without a doubt 
Next 

The Sight 

There is Jove 
Highest the sky 
Now by light 
The sinewy snapdragon 
Stitches its sleeve 

The Divine 

There is love 
Across the meadow 
Up the mountain 

Love 
Upon the air 
Through a cloud 

Love is 
Near the sun 
Beyond the sun 

Love is here 
On the other side 
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Brittle Star 
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Michael Hogan 

IN BOGOTA 

In Bogota they drink arabica 
so pure the waiter dispenses hot milk 
to cut the caffeine rush 
that jerks the brain into overdrive 
and would carry it over the edge. 
Just as driving in the mountains 
as the bus careens around the bend 
of the clear cliff face where 

1,000 meters down orchards bloom on 
windblown trees near the canyon bottom 
one sees a roadside image of the Virgin 
her arms spread wide as if to set 
the spinning bus back on its springs 

and does. 
So that while not believing in miracles 
exactly 
although one prayed (silently 
so as not to seem a fool or coward) 
in the thin air 
at the trickiest spine of the Sierra 

one knows somehow 
that always at the edge 
even when there are no guardrails 
there are. 
Which is why this morning 
in a dream where I was falling, 
did in fact fall as violet 
and violent orchids gathered at the canyon bottom 
(arabica blaze in the aw,akening brain), 
I woke safely in your circling arms. 
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Michael Hogan 

FREEDOM 

Rising from the tangled sheets 
of a four a.m. toothache, and a Mexican rain 
that charges the air and rattles windows 
I wish I could bang on my neighbor's door 
sit down to coffee and talk of rude awakenings. 

But his entrance is well inside 
a stone wall, guarded by a pair of petulant Dobennans 
remote from suffocating dreams of dawns 
which never came or came only 
when the sleeper was not awake. 

Thunder rumbles over distant hills 
out past the Periferico where the prisoners 
heat coffee in aluminum cans 
behind stone walls. Ferret-eyed guards 
whose resentments shine like electric eels 
keep watch as the convicts drink 
in quiet comaraderie 
and the shadows melt away. 
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Michael Hogan 

LOVERS YOU HAVE KNOWN 

The one you could not wait for 
so you went on ahead 
as children do into the snow 
to make fallen angels. 
The one who did not come 
though you waite<L faithful 
as a widow on her wind-swept walk. 
The one you stayed with 
but who left anyway 
long before the actual parting 
as a poet before his reading 
in a great hall departs to places 
you cannot reach. 
The one you met in another life 
but is now too young 
or betrothed to another 
and to you Platonic, so gone anyway 
before you touch. 

The one you grew beyond 
like a frangipani breaking the rock 
cleaving her sweet disposition. 
All the ones you never knew 
like unpanned gold in a stream 
that flowed through all your dreams. 
And the last one sullen, fretful 
like a once-favorite shirt 
too tattered now and patched 
to wear outside the house. 
This last, the one you are. 
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