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Praise for


FLYING


YELLOW


“Reader, beware, for Flying Yellow is not an easy path to follow. That’s because these poems are, thankfully, nothing like the flat, prosaic landscape disguised as poetry today. Rhodes’s is a deeply spiritual terrain, a book of many journeys with a voice who leads us like Dante’s, meeting us in the deep woods ‘with no way to know [what] will lead us out.’ In these dark times, these poems of journey and survival are the ‘flying yellow’ day we need.”


—BRUCE GUERNSEY, author of From Rain: Poems 1970-2010


“This is one of the richest poetry collections I have read in a long time. Here are the intense images of a 1960s childhood, vivid narratives of family stresses and joys, and a panoply of voices—from colonial American women to a very pregnant Mary. These poems excite the spirit with revelations of the holy that one encounters in the most unlikely places, which of course is where the holy often appears.”


—JILL PELÁEZ BAUMGAERTNER, Poetry Editor, The Christian Century


“I have been reading and returning to Suzanne Underwood Rhodes’s poems for twenty-five years—as bulwark, as shelter, for their attentiveness to the beauties of language, for their persistent opening into grace—and now comes Flying Yellow, like a gift from a wise friend that arrives when most needed. Rhodes is at the height of her strength here, life-affirming, generous, and precise, a voice with work to do in the world and in the spirit.”


—JAMES OWENS, poet, author of Mortalia


“From a childhood world ‘torn / from things you’d think / shouldn’t touch a child’ to an adulthood carved into wisdom, ‘after the sun drops / and the crickets have drawn their bows,’ Rhodes gathers up things alongside the absence of things, in a defiant affirmation of blessedness. Throughout Flying Yellow, her unfailing attention to detail and exquisite language compel us to see in ‘sunbursts or gray solemnity’ and ‘always / a heaven in view.’ By the time we arrive at the closing poem, we know we have been offered something akin to ‘the gold / of afterlife,’ a God-infused reality—at times sorrowful, yet forever redeemed. Flying Yellow is salvific poetry at its most reverent, a crucial blessed antidote for our irreverent world.”


—SOFIA STARNES, Virginia Poet Laureate, Emerita, and author of The Consequence of Moonlight


“Once in a very long while, a voice reaches out to haunt you. Here, in an American idiom we can follow and trust, Suzanne Rhodes manages to reveal a Presence that lives within and beyond us. In poem after poem after poem, she shows us a broken world which, resurrected, can flame out in a music which, even as it burns, lifts us into a liminal space beyond anything we might ever have expected.”


—PAUL MARIANI, University Professor Emeritus at Boston College, poet and biographer


“In Flying Yellow, Suzanne Underwood Rhodes offers readers a collection that ranges from the homely holiness of everyday details to a figurative richness that edges quietly toward transcendence. Her diction is plain but precise, her attention to sound unfailing, her syntax consistently rhythmic and controlled. Despite their span of subject and form, these poems are bound together by a tacit pattern as mysterious as it is sure.”


—WILLIAM JOLLIFF, Contributing Editor, The Windhover, and author of Twisted Shapes of Light










FLYING



NEW AND SELECTED POEMS


YELLOW


SUZANNE UNDERWOOD RHODES


 




[image: Image]












for Wayne, gentlest presence
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… flesh is but the glasse which holds the dust


That measures all our time …


—George Herbert in “Church-Monuments”
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Radiance


My mother is drying her hair


in the yard by the pink-feathered mimosa.


Betty Grable’s legs never looked so good


as Mom’s in short shorts, swung


to one side of the lawn chair.


She’s wearing the sleeveless blouse


I ironed for her in the damp


basement of the overflowing basket,


happy to bring her things to light.


Most days, stories and poems from her hand


overruled the laundry, outlived


my stepfather’s complaint,


and his ashes.


I’m thirteen and moved to write a poem


about her, my queen,


not seeing she’d grow bald


from sickness, seeing only rubies


catch fire in her comb.


At her feet lies the coiled garden hose.


She’s closed her dreaming eyes, heavy with sun.


I’m watching from a space between


curtains to let the words alight,


let the eyes on the wings feast


on her radiant hair.










A Theme Perhaps for the Plague


It is the memory of your harmonies and the grim house


lifting in your ebullience that I’m holding against


this deadly fugue, the flight from everything and nothing


we the world have known.


I would be singing somewhere in the house


and you’d come streaming into the song,


your strong alto current bearing my higher notes


into joy that was, I see now, a resistance


against the rage smoldering within those walls


as you found the balancing notes from an inward spring.


How good to think of that now as I stir soup


OEBPS/images/pub.png
4
r
PARACLETE PRESS

BREWSTER. MASSACHUSETTS





OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 


   





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





