

[image: image]



[image: images]


Published by Good Books, Intercourse, PA 17534

Design by Craig Heisey.

Three Mennonite poets.

1. English poetry—Mennonite authors. 2. English poetry—20th century. I. Janzen, Jean. II. Yaguchi, Yorifumi, 1932- . III. Waltner-Toews, David, 1948-.

PR1178. M45T54 1986 821’.008’092287     86-81460

ISBN 0-934672-38-5

ISBN 0-934672-40-7 (pbk.)

THREE MENNONITE POETS

Copyright © 1986 by Good Books, Intercourse, PA 17534

International Standard Book Number (hardcover): 0-934672-38-5

International Standard Book Number (paperback): 0-934672-40-7

Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 86-81460

All rights reserved. Printed in the United States of America.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any manner, except for brief quotations in critical articles or reviews, without permission.


Acknowledgments

“Postcards to My Sister” by Jean Janzen was published in Berkeley Poetry Review, Fall, 1984.

“Sometimes” by Jean Janzen was published in Christianity and Literature (Volume XXXIV, No. 4), Summer, 1985.

“Enough” by Jean Janzen was published in Yankee, September, 1984.

“Once in the Rain” by Jean Janzen was published in Quarry West, Winter, 1986.

“Mennonites in Russia: The Photographs” by Jean Janzen was published in Mennonite Life.

“The Temperature of Cruelty” and “Once in the Rain” by Jean Janzen were published in Direction.

“There Are Days” by Jean Janzen was published in The Christian Leader.

The following poems by Jean Janzen appeared in Words For the Silence, published by the Center for Mennonite Brethren Studies, Fresno, California, 1984: “Mennonites in Russia: The Photographs,” “Pastorale,” “Saskatchewan Harvest,” “Mennonite Music,” “Solo,” and “These Words Are For You, Grandmother.”

The following poems by Yorifumi Yaguchi were published in Poetry Nippon: “Silence,” “The Party,” “Praying Mantis,” “Words,” “How to Eat Loaches,” “The Beasts,” “A Lunchbox,” “After My Prolonged Prayer,” “Rats,” “Devilfish,” “A Peasant,” and “A Deer.”

“Grandpa” by Yorifumi Yaguchi was published in London Magazine, August/September, 1984.

“A Skater” by Yorifumi Yaguchi was published in Christian Living, December 1965.

“A Lonely Season” by Yorifumi Yaguchi was published by Goshen (Indiana) College in Foolscap, 1964.

“Usually,” “A Military Song,” and “Meditating the Zen Way” were
 translated from Japanese into English. They first appeared in Senzotachi
 (Ancestors), a collection of Japanese poems, published by Kyobunsha,
 Sapporo, 1985.

Several poems by David Waltner-Toews have appeared in the following anthologies and magazines: The Earth is One Body, Good Housekeeping, Mennonite Mirror and Festival Quarterly.



Book One:
Poems by Jean Janzen
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Separations

All day the separate lakes

of our bodies lap their shores

in secrecy, and when we lie

down to sleep they spill

into the river of our dreams

where soul and body meet,

as when we pray, hand

meeting hand, the one

that reached up

against the one that nearly

rooted into the soil

of the lilybed. You can see it

in children’s eyes the moment

they first awaken, and the way

their hands go out in a slight

motion toward what was there.

Then they rise and stand

beside us. Our hands touch,

but our lakes, all luminous and blue,

are separate, and the vast

fields lie between us.


Where the Wheat Sways

Around us the summer air

burns and blows so that

where we once stood and kissed

there is no memorial of place.

No one will remember.

Your mother, bent by a tumor

has lain down under this wind.

Old angers live on

like barbed wire holding up

fenceposts, and larks return

to proclaim their territory,

but our moment refuses

to stand up. Who will ever know

that I first saw you in a doorway

surrounded by morning light

here in this spot where the wheat

sways to our hips, where we are

trampling the stalks

which, after we go, will slowly

rise up like witnesses

and fill this space.


The Temperature of Cruelty

We think of the beaten baby

dead against the darkening stain

on the bed, soldiers pulling out

fingernails, the prisoner dangling

for days. But also the years

of bitterness in a family, the cold

turning of the shoulder, the look

that erases you. What is

the temperature of cruelty?

Fire? Boiling oil? Or the great

weight of ice, gravel shearing

rock in a slow grind. Or

that April frost, so lacy

and beautiful, whispering

and biting the orchard to death

in one slow night, when all

the blossoms blacken, and all

that was possible withers

and shatters in the wind.


These Words Are For You, Grandmother

i

I imagine you sitting on the doorstep,

your dark braid undone and rippling

down your back. You are plucking

melodies from the guitar which

he made for you, and he is there

singing along, his arm soft around you

in the Ukrainian dusk. And now it seems

that we are both entering the darkening

house to the pale bed, this bed

of beginnings and endings, of arms

encircling and then letting go,

this bed which you have given me

by your womb.

ii

The crude violin, the little organ

he made of wood scraps and animal bones,

and your guitar are all silent in the room,

the strings untouched. His long hand

slipped from yours after the last embrace,

after his last gathering of the nine

young faces around the terrible bed.
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