TAVT N s A7 x—FDifE
<>—=HVvybe7bIYF

 H F —

FLIZ

[z DWEE] (The Handmaid’s Tale, 1985) 12 & - T EFEH 2 I
BV, ZDBRL Ty I —ERZIULOLL DXFERZIT, XFHEY A
F I ERETEHFENMERO—F Ly 7 b7y R (Margaret
Atwood 1939-) IZ & > THAED X FEE O HF.LMI/NFHRC B 2PN TWw S &
SR Z %, UL, Selected Poems II 1976-1986 (1987) Hifkt% 8
FEDTT7 > 73Ho7bDD IS5 FIC Morning in the Burned House
% IFCIE The Door (2007) 2K L. WAL LTHETHL Z L%
WO TR LT EFE 2 BEDRFREC & o THAFE ZHEL L 72 70 FAXHT
FETOFFEHND L ZhEOF MR RELRIBRoNns, €D
—IEEDPVERZZENTEZHDICT A A D Field 55(1989) 14 %
N7-FE “William Stafford: A Symposium” IZ%¢ 72 “Waking at 3
AM.” LT BNy ¥ A 23H B, 2 DO1RH X Charles Simic. Jonathan
Holden & OFZ%FIA, MFERBT XV ITFAT A VT LR T % —
F (William Stafford 1914-93) D&z 1 FI DY BT TGRES Lw»
SBDEB.T I Uy NIZHBEWEARFFEEICTELECHGEA ATV S,
ZZWEAY 7 4 — FOFOMANOHLEN R TN D,

TAVAFAEDOBRBDIZOWVTT MYy FiZbEVERLTnE
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Vo FEREL 1979 5 The American Poetry Review S6CiB#E S A > ¥
72— DR TELER > TRARZERA L LTET0R 7y 70
DFEA Anne Hébert, FR % + 7 HMAFEAD P. K. Page. Jay Macpher-
son, Margaret Avison, Phyllis Webb., Gwendolyn MacEwen & 3 X
THFTIANTHoTee L L, BUEREERS 7 AV OLMFALE LT
Adrienne Rich £ %Mz 7z (Conversations 113), 7 b v F i Rich
WZDWTOD Review 2N DLFHERLTBD, FHLZO7zs =X+ EL
TOFEHEHNY T FOEMECHEZL > T zDTH S (Sec-
ond 160-3), £72Z 2 TSN ONT VIR WA BRE20RTH o727 X
) A &FA Carolyn Forché IZxf LT dH ., T/ VLN FOVNELT ., 3HIICE
B U 7z Forché B & O EER 12 5D L 555 The Country Between Us
(1981) OHfRIZRATI L. Denise Levertov & & & 1277 —7 TEEE%
WoTwaY, MADREEBIa VIV HES Z Lo HIEShiz B
DOIFEEMEEPEFEOTHAZZIC L > TSR, ZogiflaFEe &
BickoT—R7 = s =2 MFAL BRI EONTT P Yy FEEL
FEPRLHDIZE-> TR, 7 AV ABEAFOF TR KA 2 TR
ALV HIREEZ 228 7 5 — P EOfRBUOEBENSCEDNRS
b LNEWn?, E— MR EHFA. =2 —IF—JIR. BT T v 7
RYYT U T =Y s Ry Vi EEEINIFFAT b LIk, %
DHEET, BEENT 70 —F BV THRELRAY 74— FIZT bUy
P32 EHEEZ RS O», AMEBEREOBR. BEPLVHE w7l
oD T —EEHEOZ LI THPICFED ALY 7 4 — FOFOHIZ—
A Z R ATz DD NHTIRET T PV NBRAY 75—NOD
“Waking at 3 AM.” 2 E55A, ZOI BT boy FOFFE ESE
LD EFELDOFOEMERS LEDLE TEZL THI,
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I ZFoy FOIT A “Waking at 3 AM.”

7 b7y RBSED B A8 7 4 — R DFF “Waking at 3 AM.” ([
Hi 3ERFICHNHE S TJ) 1357 Someday, Maybe (1973) WCHIH. #I
Stories That Could Be True (1977) W2 &hiz, 3K D, £4&
TbhTD 23170 ZOERIE, BRICH EHED X IcBbn s, #L
LEZVD S XD BARLERIH S, LIEWILLEELE»E, HUOR
DICOL ETO/RERLLOEE Zillo TH DT, b2EK, Rhn
RIZBNRMF DX S RFTbH 5, ZOFFEENE TRICHEE S
ZERBEL. 7YV Y—E—REB5TH0RY, ERBREL LT
BEVENIARR DL D225, BT vy P2z TIDFL
FHEEW, bFPA4EDOT Y A4 TrH DD, AY 75— KOFFCHNFE
TENRY - HEIMBERL, Ty A TEETRAY 74— FOFHE
X9 5 2L IR BN B, Zhidkdd b LT, 22T
7 Ny ROZARBERL AN S 1HEED S HIC > TTL,

Even in the cave of the night when you
wake and are free and lonely,

neglected by others, discarded, loved only
by what doesn’t matter — even in that
big room no one can see,

you push with your eyes till forever
comes in its twisted figure eight

and lies down in your head. (Stories 209)

(S ERFICHREDIEE EhhrsbEhon/ RIETsniznr
DEIT DELBVWIELIET /ELsh HHEZDHhE &
To G /2 ABBDIESROPTE Z—2 LT/ /#EDOH LD
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B HORERHEOHRHTE 2,/ Bl 3mETHL Twad K
WENRR UM 8 (0) DXL > T/ HOPIZRT S ET)

7 rUy RiE [RYIO 4TICEER . 0 HED L EDHEL 2%
ZLORENFES NS (The poem begins comprehensively enough,
with four lines about the experience of being awake and alone in the
middle of the night) ] (31) &, RDOTTHD “that / big room no
one can see” &9 KB SFAALIED 5,

The “big room no one can see” is any child’s room at night, but
also the same as the “cave of night”; both are darkness, which
encloses without offering a limit to the eye. Darkness can be as
big as a room or as big as the sky, or as big as the impenetrably
dark universe. Although it is big, this darkness is claustro-

phobic rather than comforting. It is the opposite of cosy. (31)

[FEOH bHpv HOKRSHREENIHA» Y 2% L LI FELEET
EOHFHEFEPNDL LD % [ROWHE] KIRZ 5N TWwE, RTixL
By 2R REESE, W2, SH5ICREZETHRWFEHDOILMNY 2
BUSE2ETHS, LrL, BBV IILHO I W D06 3L,

[BHFTRG | oW 2 B REEE LB, 2h% [ bl ixmE T
L Tw< (youpush with your eyes) Jo 7 b v R i3—R&FW 7 Z Dk
Bz oW T, “Pushing with the eyes captures exactly the feeling of
what we do, with our eyes, in the dark” (31) & L. [HTHLTw»
] ODBRHEHEDR» TRz MTIRAA ZIEMICBLEZ S L Lzb D
RebRz, ZNIEREEETHD . ABR572DDRAY 7 5 — FED
SVEILO—FITH D25, “even” BV IEESI, [Z5 LPFTE 2,
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HTEMZIL CwL ] L2 T, IR EA ERMOTIE., K
e [HLTn] BMLuEEORNE LT A=Y INTnEIEbb
b, Tlid, ECTET, EOBRBEE THL T Lin, Tk [KELR
CHIzBFD 8 (0) DL L > T/ HOPIIPTHLET]ITHS, C
ZT7 by FiZ, “But what is this strange ‘twisted figure eight,
and why is it the shape taken by ‘forever?” (31) &[5, [#FD 8
(0) ] & [FHKEDY YRV, OO EDTOH L L] BRET
2 (A2, [DZEEZSDZRAARTVIDOIE] 2iZLDSF
SERMBRMERRINSE B, UL, ¥ [RUNTZEFD 8 () |
THY, 20D E [KE] ERUTDLTERHERDD,

“Twisted”? It does not exist in two planes, but in three; it’s an
eight taken by top and bottom half and twisted so that it sepa-
rates at the intersection of the halves and becomes a single line
which runs through three dimensions. It is imagined not as a
static shape but as a dynamic one — it is “forever” because it
runs on (italics Atwood’s) forever, around and around the line of

the figure eight. (31)

[RU6NEZENCL> THFmIENAERE., 1RKOBTH-72bDIT3 K
TEERT AL LN D, ZRIFHIIP [HHNTHS I L 21ED THK
BbHD] &Y, [KEOEFD 8 () DI A #EIDEET 2] Iz
WRHTIZ “forever” EWI T4 Va v ERMET B EWwH, [HFED 8
(@) ] i ThlohsZb] 1wk, RELSERT L2513y 0%
KEDDSODRAY 7 7 —EDDTHb, £z, “twist” £ I FEEK
b, MOBET [Ains L] TREOERENT R sh, Flott
FAHHE T2 L 2R T 2 E b, BINAEROA X — YW T
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I, BEOHZDEFE 2 A LD &, WEIDA A — Y IFHARFA
s Tn<, 2EHRSTTTRO NS,

You think water in the river;

you think slower than the tide in

the grain of the wood; you become

a secret storehouse that saves the country,

so open and foolish and empty. (Stories 209)

NoADZ %D IZIIES RKEEZRNLLZFELD D 050D
SV BEHEIZIFZES PR ThHEE /A28 5 AHIZOMEW
BEEIC R 3/ FARICHHEIPNTHYT EHT ZE5I1F0,)

ZOFEIZOWTT b7y FIEFRD XS CHHLTW B,

The next two images are suggested naturally by this flowing
“forever”: the water flowing in the river and the “tide” in the
grain of the wood. (Trees have tides, as their sap travels up in
spring and down in fall.) Through contemplating this flowing
motion, the meditator becomes a kind of space — not a “cave” or

a “big room,” but a “storehouse.” (31-2)

KOFENPEEOTIL. KEZED [#] ~Bozie, EET 25
ThHETHENKBEMED D LR > TV ,ZFLTZERIZHIERMHE
Ml Thb, Bz [KREREE] Tbial, KUIRro [HrwkE] 72
CHfESNTL 3, ZOIFEEIE [A7% (b2WiRE) 25 ] 1ZED
booin, 2 TAEZ 2T, [HrhTnwT E»T Z-o
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EIZEENG, INE—HRESIWIE R, 2O LI BT Fr Yy
NIERD & 5 % 2544 % o

Perhaps the storehouse (which is also the speaker) has the power
to save because it s (italics Atwood’s) open; “foolish” (from the
worldly point of view) because it has given all away; empty,
because what was once in it has gone for the general welfare.
“Secret,” because its gifts were given in silence, and because they

were held back until all other resources had been used up. (32)

[F»PNTVWE], 2FD [FXTEZFAN, HFHL THE»N T
205 ZFZHONEAELTEY, [&»] 20 E#H»sHoh? ]
ROIZBVWTEIRDTH D, [251Z] DI [ABDIzDICLTRE
WIRIZZLTLESTWwE 6| THhY, [BED] L3hzdDidk, [Z1
BDAHNT, Zo52602056THY, [HEEZ TV EINLTL
206 kD12, LT IAKEIZED KT 2HFD 8 (o0) | % [JIIPAL
ERDZ|WNIDA A=Y NE5I2 5 =200, Thbb, 5O
1L (the flow of giving) | OFWHINEBE LT L,

So the flowing figure eight of “forever” and the flow of river and
tree move into a vision of another kind of flow — the flow of
giving, which always moves out and away from the giver. The
night meditator feels the flow of eternity moving through him,
outward, toward the world. He becomes a vehicle — an empty
space, because emptied; and empty also because one must be

empty in order to receive such a flow, [...]. (32)
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FHICFEL AL [BEoFNL] K- TBY, Thixbil 28R
L. SAoMHRAEm» o> T, ZLThkRIb 2 ORBIOEM L
b, L, IOl EZTANSIZIE. B [HE-1F] Tk
ThiEReBv, 2OV 4 Y arBmhrnERzlke &, [4-512 |0EK
& “twist” SN THFH I LBEEREFV, BREBECSNLFHEDLDD b
HOEFERESZ LR D, 10{TORKEIIRD L S 1B IETN %,

You look over all that the darkness
ripples across. More than has ever

been found comforts you. You open your
eyes in a vault that unlocks as fast

and as far as your thought can run.

A great snug wall goes around everything,
has always been there, will always
remain. It is a good world to be

lost in. It comforts you. It is

all right. And you sleep. (Stories 210)

(FEEDBPEIT O T NTE b3 RET, KObHnTWwiZ k
B/ GREVEEZT05E, HRIOBOBEIIT NG/ T3
S VBT EBOT bl idWiH %z BBV TA S, /Lt X
0 ROZRZEOBHLD ITRTIK>TWB  ZRiEnob % 2
ZHY NS BZFIE DHBEDIHKORAATY LR,
DRI L ITFONT WD, RKALK, BRD 2E0,)

Thoy FIZ3EHIZOWTRDESIIKED,

In the third stanza the mediator experiences the result of his
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spiritual openness. “More than has ever / been found” arrives,
to replace his initial feeling of being lost; the immensity of the
universe, its inexhaustibility, its unnameability — it is just
“more” — become a source of comfort rather than a trigger for
Cartesian fears. The closed “cave” and “room” images, having
transmuted themselves into the “secret storehouse,” transform
again, into ever-expanding “vault that unlocks as fast / and as

far as your thought can run.” (32)

[FERIMBAM T W 3 Z & (spiritual openness) J 12k D, [X D% DY
OBREHEN], [KOPBVTWLZ R, BUVR2E52 5|2 L 2H 5,
FHEHIZD FPEMNE VI, BRI ARLE LTHEET 5D TIE
v, A ENEIE (MO on-E/E] I, ECETHILNY S LHE
BDARA—INEERTLDTH S,

As soon as this space has opened, it becomes closed again,
although in a very different way. It is now “snug,” and the
loneliness and abandonment of the opening lines have been
changed to a sense of security and comfort. “It is / a good
world to be / lost in,” partly because the speaker is not truly lost
but cradled within a “great snug wall,” [...]. The speaker is no
longer orphaned, unloved, but parented by the universe [...].
The last three lines have the simplicity and trust of a child’s
bedtime prayer. “It comforts you” and “It is / all right” — the
second being what every mother says, more or less, after a child’s
nightmare — render the enclosing universe maternal and tender.

(32-3)
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ERIIBE» NS &, TRATaNS, L L, [EAFRYWE 1% & 72
5FTHDELTTERL, DLW |HEHEANLERFLTEDTH S, [
W, BTHoThhEbRWV], BE¥RS, [RuLHw] sFohT
WBEWIFEFRICWD Do 6 Th b, blixvhixizix MRl Tk
L TBRES>THERTWS |, &RED I EIFBHRD 12D < boFA
DEAHT D OBEERFED, [LLEL., boKALFE (Itis/ all right) ]
EVIFEER, SBRSNTHEDLFE2RIEDIHOILIZTHY ., &
PEEIZ [BoPaLE] Lo TEIVFEEAALDTH S,

7 by RiE [ Z0FOERICIEEWEMORROF N HiEERk (7
V=Y ) ELSbOMEE b (What 1 hear behind this
poem is Protestant, even Puritan, in tonality; a plainsong) ] (30) &
BNTNDE, bo b ZFNIE, [EVELADL N, THEL LML TH 2
iz b ORRIZEE & 11 (transposed to our new sadder, less certain
century) | CT. [HZHz 7z 20 AL L ORROER (a muted, late-
twentieth-century mode) | (30) &7 ->T#bid, LrLZ 22X
SEOPRHE. HEPHALENDLELTRDELIKCED

The speaker’s notes to himself about how one remains alive;
about the small affirmations that can be wrung from the too-
large, too-cold, too-remote universe that surrounds us and in
which we feel ourselves cut adrift, “free and lonely”: a pairing
familiar to us. Such small comforts will have to do, because
they are the best thing available under the circumstances; and
they may add up to a good deal, after all. Not salvation,
exactly. But more than might be expected. (30)

O [/NSHRHE] @ 7 bry FIEEREL R FH I TE NI
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el & [EXE2 | 2D ORREE %2 F AR A TS, “how one
remains alive” i3, 7TV XFEOREY &KL 2] LT b
7y FOF—T— N “survival” 2RI I 2, Z1E [H R4 —
T ORTHEER S D ., B o GRTF2RALD . BRIl
T ERBROIBRWIDODDANITY—] THHBY 7y FiERS
Tx—=FDI5 LT YarPdREOHFTHEONILDTHS I LIF
BHIL T2, ZOFFCIEASY 7 4 — R85 2 KRR, ROHR
BIEGHE LTEEEWIZ e, DHVLERHINTZTHES D S F ST
WRBRBEICOWTRAbESNTIFVERY, UL, ZOFHIREN:
Lo BAOHENZ D LIGEETbniclez27 vy FIkE
TRELC E5Twd, o, LIELIFEMESNE A 7 x—FOFFOF
FEEOOLNPYIRTE, Y NEREOVTT MYy FIFROD LS ICE S

B2 5,

But to say that a thing has a plainness and simplicity of line is
not to say it lacks complexity or mystery. Often the simplest

form is also the most enigmatic. Take the egg. (30)

TrUy RBFIRELIz L S1c, ZOFRE—R L LD bEHEZEF P
KObDOMENET 2,IIIZT 7w RICE > TR RER 2R S .
LIELIEMOERFIC D BT 205, A8 7+ —FOFFd [do& by
YINETCRZRBSID X ST KRN 2k E ML ZEL W5 L
WIDTH2, SHLEZT M7y Ny A DD < £ DICFFFDOED
BRICOWTINET %,

Incidentally, there are only two lines that don’t rhyme (or off-

rhyme) with other lines in the poem, the ones terminating with
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“head” and “sleep”, and of these, “head” is concealed off rhyme
with “tide in.” So the last line of the poem does not connect
back to any of the previous lines, and does not complete a sound
pattern. Instead it seems to point to something unfinished,
beyond the poem — to some other rhyme that will come later.
33)

[FCIEEDT 7 AF ¥ —DREOFEEER UL WK ZDTT (For
me, every poem has a texture of sound which is at least as important
to me as the “argument”) |9 £5E27 by FidA XA —Y DB & 721}
T CDOFHIBT %Y 7 7NV OMIP R FIRIC b BUIRICKIEL Tw %,
BHALEED OICERR. RS, EEPE S ORFOFHOKTT
S 72 ([k] [v] [w] [i] [ai] ). HE»ICHEDFE [slip] 12K
BT 2HOETIE RV, FHEANY -2 RPOFEALSE LIS

T, FBRICHFEHSEBOFREEEL THI2DOTHL, 77y i
AE 7 x—FOFHL L RBBFOBZ ICE T s iz, 2&iEDa D
T nwEREZ R L v,

TEHE. IR 742 —FOFREES 7 b7y FOFRCHIET % 2
TNEHERT 2720237 by FOFROEEIRD K2 LENH 5,

I 7boy FOFOZEIL

7 hU7o ROFEEEWZE, BRSNS L] (The Edible Woman,
1969) . [ELUEMNB] (Surfacing, 1972) 7z ¥ D/NHBFER I NERD T2
70 FRPE L TOERD—BIZIT L M SN B, Selected Poems I
1965-1975 (1975) Wik, » F FRBEE%EZE LTz The Circle Game
(1966) . The Animal in That Country (1968). 3 <Nz HAFERD H
5 [AHF =74 —0 HE (The Journals of Susanna Moodie,
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1970) . Procedures for Underground (1970). Power Politics (1971).
You Ave Happy (1974) 25 O FHELEFBHRINO SNLTWE, Zho
DOFEIICZILOTAE L LTOH F ¥ OuEEZ HARAPERSS 2
T L TWw 3, Hl21E Procedures for Underground FrIX® [JEE]

(“Habitation”) TIIBIA S NIz BLDBAGROIRKRD X 5 icHirins,

Marriage is not

a house or even a tent
it is before that, and colder:

the edge of the forest, the edge
of the desert

the unpainted stairs
at the back where we squat

outside, eating popcorn

the edge of the receding glacier
where painfully and with wonder
at having survived even

this far

we are learning to make fire (Procedures 60)

(EISIRRRE/TbaRThIE RRTLAELT S bAw,/ /2l
HObD, k0 L LEflh/ /FhoRFh Bio 1,/
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BBl E v i,/ <y ¥ QRFREOOBET,/ Lo BAAALT
Ky 7 AV ERRTNE/ ESh KA 0B,/ /2 EE E T
B REERVTCE IR/ F L AN/ bl Licbids
KERIT I EREATHD)

ZADBFEYIOKERI T I E, BEFUVHEO S 2 EIC—BEOEABI T
SNTIEVE, A )5 DOERBEENBLOFE & LI LHEIBERD X
¥ 77—k ioT Wb, X=EPFFR George Woodcock 1 You Are
Happy DF A by« REL%Z5[HALENS, YIDEED 2 &I & IEER
ARV I o TRBEPBESERHE® L7 MYy FOFFHIA Y X A
L DG RIERE L7 (Woodcock 129), [JE{E] ERIU < Procedures 1<
I &Ntz [LZEOE] (“Midwinter, Presolstice”) 2 d % 5 U 7R
BERbLND, 1. 2ETEHREPKREMS NLIcrD LI WL L LIz Z
Lzl T, BLOFRICZDEEHZE LIADKT M ilirh 2, B
BIEHAED LS RENEHEMEL L [ 7 AL O B2 3 &L
w22 & LB i s 5, 3EE»SEVFO [bizl] i
BHELLFIZEALELBFZRWIHA, EREEERODLDOANERED T

W<,

I dream of departures, meetings,

repeated weddings with a stranger, wounded
with knives and bandaged, his

face hidden

All night my gentle husband
sits alone in the corner

of a grey arena, guarding
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a paper bag
which holds
turnips and apples and my

head, the eyes closed (Procedures 20)

EohoOiIb EHEW RSB EORT EOEE T4 7
TR A R OE /OB OEBRBIN: %,/ bilzLD
s Lnkiz 1EOR SRRSO H I EL 0 L DT
W3 KRR T2 S BEOA T AT LTHE %A
Ui/ biz LOERE Iz ANT)

Ty ZERR R EDY . EEP S DA A —Y 2 EI LR S | [HE
WEOHEEZHZ 59 D5%K] Lol ERINRA X —Y THU 55
OEME 70 FEREATLEETOT7 F Yy FOFZELELER> O
Th %, HHE OERICHEER 2 MR OB 2 KR U223 o BLE & OFEAH],
TP HENOWNELZF LS E 0D LS 2EHIAC Lt L OBMR %@
B LBRRTHED 2 2 oL TN TV BRIER» 5 5 25 ZHEL .
BOPICHEZRODLIETAu=—L LTOA X—YDBEVHHE R
TWwWbDTHb, LL, TOLFET MUY RBRAY 7 4 — NOFF
CHARAATOBIEENT 4 ¥ a v hoBEVDDTH %,

TRE7 M7y FIZEDE IR TRSY 7+ — KO © 85 %2 57
DDIED I ;e FiX T T WET IR L OIHOROREERT O
Thy, UBEO7 by NOFICIZESBEBROND2DTHS, £
DI U IE Selected Poems I @ 2 FF42C AR & 17z Two-Headed Poems
(1978) IcFxbN B, HF ¥ Douglas Barbour 12, [ Z DFFEICIZ#
NUENCE R SN WHEORE] 85 bick2 LT, ROLII
BRTW2B,
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The landscape, dense with snow & desperate with accompanying
dead, is familiar Atwood country, gothic & ambiguous, but the
tone here, & in many other poems in Two-Headed Poems, betrays
a kind of stark hope found all too seldom in the earlier poems.
(Barbour 208)

Barbour d &RHIL TWa W, FEDY A MBI RET 5 KL 51 Two-
Headed Poems TWRHERA F T 7Ry 7 T AV HEHF T DBIEN
HENOEODDOFREICIE R >T Wb, L L Barbour i “Still, what
makes Two-Headed Poems so successful a collection for me are the
affirmations, so difficultly won, which it articulates.” (Barbour 212)
L, COFEICEREOHF TRIBEINIZHEES L Db H DL 0D
DTH %,

Bz Xz g TOHREDOIIRERIBEFR D ZAL % a8 9 B8 13 “All
Bread” (108-9) D & 5 Z{ERTH 5, ZOFFHIARII N ZED | AR
22 EDBRICEVEKS B b OREH, BRIIABICE > T [1BY)
ThHY. [ZTAN, HETLIE2FRLVIEF EHLEZWELEZD >
TS Lwd D] (Survival 66) £ LTWiz7 Moy FIZ&-> TR
ERHMPMEPBR I YL, [ANZ L] E[ANGNEZ L BARERH
R OWER., BENLIBERE LTTira . AHOM» S 0% E%
WL CONE, &5 BLOBEBIEEDOTREMN 207z o O & LT
ZBNTWEDTHS, 1HEEEIRDLSKFHESN S,

All bread is made of wood,
cow dung, packed brown moss,
the bodies of dead animals, the teeth

and backbones, what is left
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after the ravens. This dirt

flows through the stems into the grain,
into the arm, nine strokes

of the axe, skin from a tree,

good water which is the first

gift, four hours. (108)

(Y BIRTRTTE TS, FoEBEELBOO T 5
AREYIOR, &Y,/ e, poToEoslebeic FHolbDT
TETWb, ZOHEME/ FEx#o TERMIZZ 5., /Bic, AT
B,/ FTD 2 L K S 3N I,/ BHIDOEOYITH 2 /D
Ruvkiz, WUEERIZC % 5,)

ZDOFFORE RS T RSN 1538138 ORBEEBED > TWw 5,
VB EKPSTETWS LB FHEOIRFEEY - T, /SR,
FDEBZETTETCWDRERIT S, ZNIFNNVEANEHDIZEST
By a v R IRBEERS, L LIELSEZTHD E, N 2EY BT
TWEDIFIECZDE 58D THS] (RO1T) EFE->TWD, 51T
ZZWIiE. HARADEY., 8. BEMC L > TEEIhBR R IEL,
BTCZENEBICL T, e EEEEY ., KEHATHL L5 —EHD A
DHBOEAbFREN TS, 28 6 T/ SV DBEE L2 S EHE
MR EAREFROHIRN A A —Y THE SN %,

Live burial under a moist cloth,
a silver dish, the row
of white famine bellies

swollen and taut in the oven,
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lungfuls of warm breath stopped

in the heart from an old sun (108)

Q@ 7D T OE S MR ROIL, 4 —7 > OHFT/ 5H<NT
FY OO T3 HOHLR B, RG2S DBO R T,/
1EF 5> TL & 5 fifi—FF OB o)

e, Zhohn, HEINLZEOEMIIE» NS 2 L TREEZRE KT,
SHHEHD SRGHEICO T, HEOTREL Y, TNEHED/NS RIS
NALOD. [BvwSy | B8 TEha s,
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Good bread has the salt taste

of your hands after nine

strokes of the axe, the salt

taste of your mouth, it smells

of its own small death, of the deaths

before and after.

Lift these ashes

into your mouth, your blood;

to know what you devour

is to consecrate it,

almost. All bread must be broken
so it can be shared. Together

we eat this earth. (109)

(Rwovi@ddbiznme / UEikDE & Licd L OFO Ok
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BT 5, OO/ HWOWNRT 2/ Buivig, 2hBEHED,/
INERFEDE DT B Z DR E /b EDFEDOE T 2,/ /T
SOKEH IO,/ MOPIGEN RS W, bl S
BOEMBZ LR/ IFEAEZNE WRBEBDIC/TBHILR,
NUBTRTCELBEDNS DI/ HoenaThidvidzn,
2T b i DR EREND,)

COFOREED [N ZBI ] LwIRBICOWLTEROKIZRD X5
IZIRRT WS,

CHNBA TR« FVRA MDA A—YZBESE L, 4T AFERC
YEHNT, AR EGhBED ST, RIBOBWERD & EIT+ZADH
bl 2B LOERTH S ] EF-> TV R2HWTEZ T,
STEH IO Lzfilo T, BEAZTo T3, Al
BEMPBIET.FUVANEDEDICED, 2DA X—Y2HWT,
T7rUy RiE, ZOHEPNTHDPEEDLNDERENVIIAMTH %

EE Y. ThEHKICEBRZONLPEE S, KitDazsa=4> (&
) REERT 2RSS, (RO 17)

FhEE, THNLEREET 28038 £ S £ E3ENTRETIEH S
« ROKBIERRE IOV 4 Va vz RKienaza=4> (&
) 18D EFT-TENIES S, HEPIZFEDIX U IZid N> O IE
T57 A4 0= ANV D 5Tz, FEF “almost” DRI HITH T S
T2 s BRI L THENZBONH L 2 L HETE S,
ZFNEAY 75— FDEHFDT 4 ¥ a2 2T “not salvation, really”
E7 Ty RFIMzZ E2EWRI&® 5, LirL 20T, £
LIPS FEENT WS LW S IEEEDOMSIERE 2 EH L
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BICIITTBEAEENEERDOTH S, [R5 2 L JeRBFI LT
D [W21TR] LHEIN, S0CKREUZBLEEMTNY 2L
EDHE L THICRKHERRD JEWIDTHNE. ZNETDOT by Yy
FOBRE., BB EHEETNITEBIRE LSS,

Two-Headed Poems \Z\XZM7zH EDDORBDPLHEEbTEDbN S,
1976 FEDA > ¥ T2 —T7 b v NIZRD X 5 IFE- Tz,

At the moment, and in my most recent poems, I seem to be less
concerned about the relationships between men and women than
I am about those among women (grandmother-mother-daughter,

sisters) and those between cultures. (Conversations 69)

[EDFE] & 1& Two-Headed Poems %3855, BALEILEH, £ L
THZHERLOOENY OFLZIZAIT SN T WS, FIZiE, BroiREAk
BRMARERE K TRV 27 X ] (“A Red Shirt”) 1$% 0 X 5 2R
ML I EFCh b, 2 212d 72 “All Bread” 1B 3 & 5 R EER
ENd, ZOFOFEIFIE [LDTFERAEEET T ROV, &F
2BEORACIHRKOMFELEE SR LI LT 5, 520k ¥ 3> THE
BENE 1 IEROLICESND,

My sister and I are sewing
a red shirt for my daughter.
She pins, I hem, we pass the scissors

back & forth across the table.

Children should not wear red,

a man once told me.
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Young girls should not wear red,

In some countries it is the colour
of death; in others passion,
in others war, in others anger,

in others the sacrifice

of shed blood. A girl should be
a veil, a white shadow, bloodless
as a moon on water; not

dangerous; she should

keep silent and avoid
red shoes, red stockings, dancing.

Dancing in red shoes will kill you. (102)

(RDTzDI /R EFITRCT T 7 A2,/ hhst 2 £ FA
FEAD ZIFVIRS, T —7 VB LICHEPWE D FIC RS ABTE
LI/ FEBRFVAZEETCFTVIRW, LES5TENN
B0/ NAZLDFIZIED > TDENE L,/ /HHETIE, ZHIITE
O/, MOETIIEROE. T I8FPRY B
RoTHahkizERT A Ol2, ZOTFIE/ —KROV = —\, &
B2, KBTS /MOKDF [ WicHD X S Thidnidix sk
Vo /5D WIEAETIZ R T O HILE S 2 2 D, /R,
FRORA Ny F> 7/ Z LTS EDBTEZ S L5, FOHDHH
DFRM2EETIECRDIDEND,)
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[TROELOB D F1 L7 > T Y EEED [FROEE A F ) ABLHE [}
WL (1948 4F) DD F 2T cF 26N 528, i DX 7 ¥ a YHET
BOFRMINE 203 bBHEEL TE /a2, BvEfis,
ROODDREWNL /WKL IEAD,/ /72, (But red is our col-
our by birth- // right, the colour of tense joy / & spilled pain that
joins us // to each other.) | (103) &FEL. s Zhi3EVHISL
DHEE DR SLIbDEIZER D,

This is the procession

of old leathery mothers,

the moon’s last quarter

before the blank night,

mothers like worn gloves

wrinkled to the shapes of their lives,

passing the work from hand to hand,

mother to daughter,

a long tread of red blood, not yet broken (103)

(FNIEED L > REED /Bl b 053,/ /2 EHOEN
SN BHERO,TROR. X LZD D DBEREFD EN
HUTFRO &S BRlieb /AL DEH 2T 0T~ B s
RANEBZ T/ ERB BTN TOERWIIIROTR R T)
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7y a il TEOCKINCIL S Tz BEZ07z B RN & RO D & 03
el o BB RL I FA b OB BRI B
PRolzkid@Bohs (104), ¥7ya>vivTiE[1HOWELDD, »wD
bhaNoD,/ ALY ELH (It is January, it’s raining, this grey /
ordinary day) | (105) i2Z D X 5 B MEELEEEL SBE N [£-
Xo—HD7TI v A% b X312 (I would like / your shirt to be
just a shirt) ] OB HND, T LT, [FHi-hMENEETNSL Z &
THWHEEIZFANE S LI DREEIEI DITbr»okwn, ith
E b o R TRAINRW/ T T ADFBIC BRI TIE
Eb2 X1/ /NEBEAHEANTAHS. / WHEORLDOBE Lk,
(It may be not true / that one myth cancels another. / Nevertheless,
in a corner / of the hem, where it will not be seen, / where you will
inherit / it, I make this tiny / stitch, my private magic.) ] (105) &&
ERAATHL , BEFEROMNPEAY 77— LTOREEANT,
X7y aryviE7 by FOMEOZEEZHY HD EBLLHET,

This shirt is finished: red
with purple flowers and pearl

buttons. My daughter puts it on,

hugging the colour
which means nothing to her
except that it is warm

and bright. In her bare

feet she runs across the floor,

escaping from us, her new game,
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waving her red arms

in delight, and the air
explodes with banners. (106)

(T2 ANHEKRLED 2, BO/TEEFEEEEDORY VB O0niz/
HoRBRT T I AN ENEES. B LIERrTH S I LU
Scix/ EARBRICODED O TRV EOSMEZ FIWw T, IR
3 FBET/ S MEERIE S, Fhteb DF &2 T VIRIT RN S %
NABOF LER HE LT 5/ FRGT 2R T 5
Bz iZ /ERLOESEHRLH S ,)

DA O OFFTH L AT E 2E I, BREO R S 2 5 5 e
EFHZTLEIDBHING VL, UL, ZOFFIZAY 7 1+ — K LA
. BHIERSNIZbDTIFRL TRV, TARAT 4 <A ¥ —F
v a P VOIEENCEDL VB IR L b B S5 C OFREICEEREDOW
RELTEH BOKE 2EXEO 7 BT 27 A4 AT 1
~DOHEE| (“Footnote to the Amnesty Report on Torture”) @ & 351
WEORM ., EROEB 2z UL TFSE Fh, EBE. 2HE8D True
Stories W2 ZTEFRDO LM, ZHEFRICHZ 505 FT70 5 OIS
TAERDBE SN SN T WD, [ 7V A~ AWK ] (“Christmas Carols”)
TR.IFELVHFER O T LRV HEALICESTIEZEN
R ZFAOBEIc v I R L I 2o - - - R
EREHTE 2 L5 BREIESE T bR T3 rniz. H
7L OWFERIC BEI NI L > T (Children do not always
mean / hope. To some they mean despair. / This woman [...] /

[...], thirty / times raped & pregnant by the enemy / who did this to
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her. This one had her pelvis / broken by hammers so the child /
could be extracted. / Then she was thrown away, / useless, a ripped
sack) | (True Stories 56) EZEN D, bbb o T, FESETE
FERT 2 L DHFLED b — VD PITE D,

HVNGUR 2 HERNC 1372 203, 25 LRI SRED 7 + vy FO4
WHEDZL— 7 AV 2 AN & OB, £ DDA F 5 AMERK & DOF
I 76 FEOIRDHER & — Bb-oTwa L5 Icbh s, k7251
ATz &5 737 > T WHADOLNE, BUAREN LG 2 2 L3l & D
R, &2 OBREZRAL S RODET I LIcOBBskhrd L

o Barbour b & D b HAMBIRER 572 2 EDFERICDOWTRD &5

28 9o

HH[I

The world still menaces: sometimes as it approaches her daugh-
ter, slyly, like a wolf in the tale, it terrifies her even more than
before, because she has more to lose. Yet the fact of her
daughter appears to have opened up new spaces for her poetic

exploration. (Barbour 209)

BEOMFIIMEAR L U TR EBBEIY L, REFFD Z LITSFE N
ENREMZ2ZETHY, TOIV A7 EHEAS ZLICb RIS,
Wb od, REFOEIRELIZENT Yy FOFOHREK
ERT R 2572w DTH S,
7 b7y FOFHIHEPICELLIce AY 7 —FOFFERBRDLT bo Y
DENRZ ZHTITE DOV EFE 25755, Lol HIfAOF L L
THIRULIe X D BERIEZ7T Moy FOFFBICESMEDITonE/72255
o AT FEFEMNOFEA THFER D Dennis Cooley 1 Two-Headed
Poems. True Stories (1981). Interlunar (1984) OFFELICIET 5D
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i AR e OEERZEBR (some affirmative relationship with the
external world) 28R S, Zh % TOl HDEHRM (self-concerned)
T A % (imperative) <B>] X 2. BBV F0 [P .08 %
(decentred) |[TFfE L e 572 2 £ 12 48 L 7z (Cooley 88-9), L IXF Z.
DHID <FL> OB FHREESN, ZNETOFOPLUIEIBZ &
NEIREDBDTHH72ETEHIERTERNIES ) EB IR FL—
74—OHR] Z2BUCOET2EDFEICHT MYy FORMERER LM
B OEHHABNES IR INTW B DRV EL W, L L Cooley 23
BRET2X% D 0w bDOBZF AL DOHND &Lz SIE,
LD by FIZE>T, 2L EFNN [EEES | IOCHET
bHolhroTREWVD, Db 1950 F£XKH 5 60 ERPHIC LM &
L COE#ZEY &2 25k o 28Nz b —H#Z L7z Sylvia Plath
(1932-63) %> Anne Sexton (1928-74) X W FiATc b —DEm &S
ROBMEEDIZ, WRPnICHD EEE RoD S 5B NE
DHT W) bORERE T ICIE Wk r sl bFZ 6N 5, Two-
Headed Poems LABTDFHCBINIE o7 D1k, WME L OBMZEEED
SR, A 0= %R LW M T 2 MATh o7, D
BB SNIZFRZOVWTRZEITHo72, 25 LIFFIF BESEI & 2o
TR E DA D T, BERRDID, £33 [HEES] 7290
BOLS ZWNHEZMLHT D THo7erdb LRV DTH %,

BUICHRAT

A8 7 x—ROFRHFHB7 b7y RE2EY M2 T0 EREELSDT
N7y FOFRO—HEEHE> TAHIH, ZAREEET 2080 o0
bHb, BELZHAHLT, 2R THARBEENZbOERIZS &
THREMODD X O, FRPEZICH L TOFADETE VD D
HIFoNb, $EBEBOERIIBVNTHT MYy FidA > ¥ 72— TH
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HEE - THEFS R CEBRN LT 2 E W F Y OHAEA bpNichol ® X
5 R ANDOEELZ b, “There’s more than one way of exploring

Il

language. Why do something that other people have already been
doing for years and years?” (Conversations 219) £Zz2Twb, 2D
AL ETAY 7 — RV bDTH %, 20 HATHITHOAKIR.
ARL, Ya—= WV T VAL, HEVIFEY =X ADEBRDBLITH L\
LOERMZZETNERHETHAS L, L LAZAIEZEDS LEEND
ZCHZRAT P52l e, BBEVWIKLIbDORbNEENZEEL
LT 2DTHD, HOWIFAHDEBEDE HIZH 0 B SN 5 ik
T R MY 2RV bDDFEE A LT L EDHRES WKL 5
N3, THIXAHEEARNL DI T2 EBMORIE L wolz kD BKR
FERbDTIER WV, 7 F Y FFATHFER D Eli Mandel & Two-
Headed Poems ZIX® %7 + 7y RDEWIHRE% RIS ZH “Five
Poems for Grandmother” 25| L C. “[Slhe (=Atwood) obviously
changed her mind. [...] She writes a human poem. It is a woman’s
poem. It is deeply moving.” (Mandel 64) &8&->7z. 52Dk 7 ¥ 3
> CHERL & e 7 DOFBFHTIIRD & 5 % —Hinsdh %,

How little I know

about you finally:

The time you stood

in the nineteenth century

on Yonge Street, a thousand

miles from home, with a brown purse

and a man stole it. (36)
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(Whhizhilzz/HoFITBILTLEST0,/ /190 H 3
H/ WE» T~ A VBN /Y > 7@ 02/ B iz 330 -MAh
BRI, Mol /HASRENETNEE S TWwolz,)

[ HELEHNSTICWL]EVRI T b7y RO Z LIZIIBFEED
BXNHD, FIWRXEBALRIAIBRENZTNCHE, 22T
HHEL, PIRE~DAD 03D % ITEDFFE The Door 12 Z T ~DFEN
Eantws,

E
% “All Bread” i DWW TIHIALEZREKRFLERER THADR O KON %
FERAIETWIE W, THREL S >R, BLTESHBL T 9,

1) Carolyn Forché It LT7 b v R “Here is a poetry of courage
and passion, which manages to be tender and achingly sensual and
what is often called ‘political’ at the same time. This is a major new
voice.” EEREEIED . HS Oblique Prayers (1984) 12N % “Thinking
About El Salvador” &3 25 2 EH 7z Levertov b Forché 12Xt L T
“Here is a poet who’s doing what I want to do, what I want to see all
of us poets doing in this time [...]: she is creating poems in which
there is no seam between personal and political, lyrical and engaged.”
LRl 7YY RS ZOEDPSTLARAT 4 A I —Fvafi
DEEELTORHZH « BIRHREEI 2:ED T <,

2) AICA Y Ta—T7 buy FIE7 2V D DOHEMEFEA L L TIE Robert
Bly %t £ BT 5, (Conversations 113)

3) Field 5ED%W&EZETH b % David Young W[ A 7+ — N IcEEHK S Z
LEARES ¥ 5 b D (what allows Stafford to survive) ] 122w ik~
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7z &£ & D “No ovens, no jumping off bridges, no mental institutions for
this fellow (=Stafford)” £ WIITELSDFHTH S (Young 47),
Z ZTl%. Plath, John Berryman (1914-72). Sexton £ ¥ DFFAD Z

ERBEnwEashTnb,
4) FCBILZHFOT 7AF ¥ —ETLZ7 vy NERERUTOEY T
»5,

I don’t think of poetry as a “rational” activity but as an aural
one. My poems usually begin words or phrases which appeal
more because of their sound than their meaning, and the move-
ment and phrasing of a poem are very important to me. But like
many modern poets I tend to conceal rhymes by placing them in
the middle of lines, and to avoid immediate alliteration and
assonance in favor of echoes placed later in the poems. For me,

every poem has a texture of sound which is at least as important

to me as the “argument.” (Conversations 69)
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