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The vital link between modern poetry and the fixed-
form tradition it both comes from and reacts against, in
both cases a source of strength, has been lost as the years
intervene and separate each generation of poets further from
it than the previous. The great Modernist poets wrestled
with that tradition, whether to reinvigorate it, as Wilfred
Owen, or to break and change jt, like T.S. Eliot and that
wrestling, that tension and challenge 1s the knot, the seed
of creation. It is with that in mind, not to copy it in some
weak-kneed nostalgia, that I have approached this manuscript
as I have.

T also took this tack for my own personal benefit. It
was for me the clearest, most direct way tc a mastery of the
tools of poetry; compression, euphony, meter and rhythm,

alliteration, and all the types of rhymes. I can see myself

moving into more self-determined forms based on a command of

these tools, a knowledge of fixed-forms, and the growing

needs of my own poetic voice.
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INTRODUCTION



This thesis is a collection of poems in metrical verse.
Included are sonnets, blank verse, rhymed stanzaic verse,
and selections from a long narrative peem in different
meters and rhyme schemes. My reason for choosing to write in
metrical verse instead of free verse is my belief that the
latter is no longer capable of responding poetically to the
needs of either the writer or the reader. Contemporary free
verse is the short lyric. The calcified canon of rules for
the censtruction of this lyric are so limiting that they act
as a form of poetic censorship. Coupled to this the lack of
concern with euphony, compression and rhythm in contemporary
poetry assured me that I would have to look elsewhere to
find the tools for responsive creation.

I looked to those poets whom T most admired and tried
to understand how they came to write as they did. I looked
at T.S. Eliot, Richard Hugo, and Dylan Thomas. All three of
these poets had orie thing in common: that, though they did
not write the great body of their work in fixed form, they
quite chviously had a tremendous familiarity with it. They
had learned fixed form and had thereupon modulated it
according to the exigencies of their verse. I decided that
the way to gain those tools I needed was to write a series

of poems in fixed form and in metrical verse.
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The original plan for this thesis was a sonnet cycle.
My first fifteen or twenty sonnets were, however, narrative.
I altered that original plan when I discovered what was
wrong with what I was trying to do. It was impossible for me
at first to carry a narrative line in the sonnet form. I was
laboring intensely at the basic principles of the sonnet:
meter, rhyme, and the demanding turns of the image or
metaphor to its final resolution. I was attempting to deal
with the Orpheus and Eurydice myth on a narrative level
through the sonnet and set in gypsy Spain, too grand a task
at that time. What I have done instead is a corona of
sonnets, called Sacromonte, which treat the Gypsies of the
Grenadine barrio where I lived on both a social and a
metaphysical level. This took care of my need for both the
sonnet and for that particular social, physical and symbolic
setting. Though there are other sonnets included, I consider
this corona my highest achievement so far with that form.

The narrative I have carried in a form best suited for
it: the long poem in varying meters. It is giving me a
chance to be expansive, to experiment with character and
meter, to use native information (it is set in Jacksonville,
Oregon), and to try my hand at a long, sustained plot.
Having written a number of plays previously sharpened my

sense of what is and is not necessary in a narrative.
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The thematic content of this body of poetry is
difficult to determine. It is only after a poet has been
writing for most of a lifetime that it is really worthwhile
to try to determine what constructs of ideas govern him or
her. If I were to isolate two prospective themes, I suppose
they would be pothos and sex. Pothos is a Greek word used by
historians of Alexander the Great to describe his superhuman
longing to go beyond. This is the theme of The Alb. It is
also one of the governing ideas of the Jacksonville
narrative. The other, sex, concerns itself with the almost
genetic, evolutionary, and spiritual responsibility to those
who have gone before us and the tension that creates with
the individual who seeks freedom. This is the governing idea
of the Sacromonte corona.

There are some themes I avoid. Romantic love, though it
is important in my life, has no place in my verse, at least
not at this point in my life. There is very little
perspective or context for it where it will not instantly be
subsumed into the cheap system of love literature. Topical
political subjects, standing outside of any complete system,
outside of any frane of understanding, are unpleasant to me.
I also feel a personal repugnance for the cheap landscape-
as-emot ional-metaphor poetry with which the contemporary

short lyric is so bound up. This type of a landscape is just
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the opposite of the Byronic landscape. It is inescapably

personal and domestic: little. Landscape-as~metaphor in

general is a valid way of thinking poetically and I myself
use it in Sacromonte. I avoid, however, its connection with
domesticity. Those themes, love, contemporary politics, and
land, remain, due to lack of interest, taste, and skill
level, outside of my repertoire of subjects for verse.
Another main reason for avoiding the aforementioned
subjects is their cliched status in the mind of the reader.
Waving the flag of The Home or Politics or Love is such a
familiar action that it is immediately assigned in the
reader's mind to a worn path leading to the river of

forgetfulness.

Iv

Although ideally there are no real restrictions on my
audience, it would be futile to pretend there are not when
there are. It is tempting to say that the poems will appeal
to the educated reader. However, having been around the so-
called "educated" public for five years, that seems like an
absurd statement. I will say that it is the sensitive
reader, that is, the insightful reader who is receptive to
both beauty and ugliness, who will be the readiest to read
my poems. In the United States it is believed, far too
readily, that these people are found mostly in or as

graduates of acadenic institutions. Academic institutions
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that this will happen mostly among the non-academic readers.

1 know personally many educated people who read the word
poetry as one or more of the above. It is the quality of the
artist and the quality of the reader, and not his or her
social and economic station, that determines whether or not
a given work of art will be appealing.

It is within this context that I anm writing my verse.
It is for someone with a heightened awareness of his or her
spiritual place in the world, a sensitivity to both imagery
and to the sensual texture of words, and a predilection to
view the world as existing in a field where reality and
imagination, form and content, signifier and signified, all
cease functioning at the instant of the creation or
apprehension (also really a form of creating). If this
capacity is one that requires education (and it is not) it
is a cultural and not an intellectual or academic education.
In the United States these cultural tools with which the
"common" people validate their lives have been all but lost,
willingly traded in for the promise of ease, offered up
through the Moloch of the media after the Second World War.
One of the duties of the artist in this country is to
reawaken the people to the fact that those tools were never
actually taken away, that they were merely left to disuse
and can be, with application, used again.

The appreciation of beauty is largely non-
intellectual. How many degrees are necessary to appreciate

the beauty of a sunset? Alexandra, who owns the store with
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the green awning in the Sacromonte, has no more than a

grammar school education and, as I recall, she seemed to

have no real problem. In fact she was one of the most

accomplished and devoted Appreciators of Sunsets that I have

ever Known. When a logger in Oakridge comes to the Sportsman

to have a beer after work does he ask someone with education

to help him appreciate the emotional efficacy of Johnny
Cash's "Give My Love To Rose" when it comes on the radio? It
is a matter of prejudice, not education, that needs to be

overcome in order to broaden the audience for poetry.

I have been influenced, in one way or another, by
everything I have read. The bad and mediocre poets have
warned me away from cliches and made me aware of the
necessity for compression and rhythm. Good poets have helped
me toward an understanding of eupheny, the intricacies of
meter, the value of my own life, and the necessity to say
something important with one's verse.

I would like to speak specifically about two groups of
poets. The first, from whom I learned tangible lessons about
the techniques of poetry, are T.S. Eliot, Richard Hugo,
Dylan Thomas, and Federico Garcia Lorca. The second, from
wvhom I gained concepts and tools for making sense of my
world and my role in it, is made up of Walt Whitman,

Robinson Jeffers, and Nikos Kazantzakis.
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In Spanish poetry rhyme is easily achieved. So modern

Spanish poets sought other devices. The device Lorca used so

well was assonance. It was assonance, after rhythm and

rhyme, that I worked on. It was Lorca who influenced me

toward an already existing goal: Spain. Through him, through
his volumes of poetry Poema del Cante Jondo and Romancero
Gitano, I developed my interest in the gypsy and gained
additional material for a spiritual geography.

Dylan Thomas influenced my verse through both his
alliterative tendency and his opulence. I let myself go more
than I might have, on sound in general and alliteration in
particular, because of the rich, muscular vibrancy of his
verse. Through Thomas in particular I came to the
realization that only through the study and practice of
fixed form would I be able to achieve such an ungodly but
controlled superabundance of language. He was also
responsible in part for my practice of allowing sound to
always win when the struggle is with sense. I learned to
trust my subconscious urges within poetic matrix.

This is something underscored by Richard Hugo in both
his poetry and in his book of essays called The Triggering
Town. He was also very indebted to fixed form, despite his
rarely writing in it. He is very renown for his excellent
rhythmic sense. He also let me know that my life was
valuable.

Through T.S. Eliot I became aware of how off-rhyme and

internal rhyme can create a music that seems to rise up out
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of the poem while defying any attempts to isolate its

origin. This is especially evident in the poem Ash

Wednesday. Eliot served to underscore the influence of Lorca

in that way.

VI

There is really not much perspective for me to
determine what is "unique" in my verse, as though novelty
were a prerequisite for worthwhile art. Everything I do
shall be mine by virtue of its merely being held within the
context of my consciousness. J.L. Borges examines this in
depth in his "story" "Pierre Menard: Author of the Quixote."
My consciousness, with its intricacy of interrelationships,
influences, and sensibility, will turn anything that it
touches into something different than it was before.

If I had tc note the aspects of my verse that are
different than the common run, aside from the metrical
nature itself and its relative wealth of sound, I would have
to insist them too numerocus to mention. I can, however,
speak of one aspect that I believe takes poetry one step
further on or, if you will, adds one more tool to poetic
creation, if a sensibility can be considered a tool, and
that is the hegemony of sound. Without sacrificing meaning,

though I believe strongly that the world will not tolerate a
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lack of meaning and that all vacuums are filled, I have and

will continue to take, sound to more vibrant and muscular
extremes. Most of the value of my verse will lie, however,
not in its "innovation," that soft and flashy goal of so
many poets, but in its human timelessness. I do not worship
the ¢ld forms for some supposed inherent superiority or in
sheer awe of their authority. The sonnet is no more noble
than a screwdriver. I hope, through mastering fixed form
verse, to abstract, like Cezanne, those truest forms, those
enduring cqualities, that will endure. If that sounds too
Platonic, well, "I mock Plotinus's thought And cry in
Plato's teeth, Life and death were not, Til man made up the

whole. "
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MAIREAD FARRELL

Gibraltar never grieves but gathers light,

its streets like open veins of airy fire.

She crossed its burning lintel from the night,
within her bones a darkly dreaming choir.

The light that struck her folded back across
her face and shoulders. Wings, their edges clear
as burning liquor, bright and cold as frost,
shot their blazing arcs in fierce career.
Gibraltar's sun sent light to give her wings
but still the darkly singing choir dreamed;
between the bolts an Irish shadow lingered,
ancient dark of faces, ancient stream.

The blaze is gone, the ancient darkness said,

God have mercy, Mairead Farrell's dead.











































































































































































to yer pa." 72

"Thank you. Goodbye. Give my love
to your Mister. Goodbye, Mrs. Kent. Goodbye."
"Goodbye, my dear.™

"Goodbye."

"Goodbye, Mrs. Hope."
"Goodbye. Goodbye, Mrs. Kent. Next Sunday, God

willin®'.®

Almost one. Nicolas woke to light

pouring through the dusty air from the skylight
of the attic where he slept. He'd moved th bed
up piece by piece the night his father died.

He slowly drew the covers back, sat upright
slowly drew his trousers on. The lamp

was out that hung upon a nail driven

deep into one of the rising beams that locked
peak into the attic roof. A wonder

that, during the night, it hadn't set his shirt
on fire, hanging, as it was, so near

it on another nail. He must remember -

always put the light out. He was bothered.
Visions he had worn the night before

weren't absent in his sleep, just altered, strange,
or stranger anyway than merely hearing

God. He couldn't place it, couldn't stop

its furtive fliting through his tired mind.
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to scream and laugh through. He went each Sunday,

though, to Methodist services. Why? Perhaps to pin
his soul against a simple, ugly rock

else wild earth would pitch him heavenward,

torn to pieces by the godded wind.

A shiver ran through Nicolas's frame, not born

of fear but just as though electric signals

moved through diodes, he a juncture for a windy
spirit's surge, he always opened out,

a fact of nature.He turned up Fifth toward California,
passed the County Courthouse, remaining peg

that held old J'ville down, that, slipping out,
would toss it up to wind to join the dust

that blew from Dowell's cellar, that blew from Medford,
Ashland, all the towns with rail, all

the towns whose roots were thief to J'ville's gold,
the robbing roots that looked just like the rails.
Behind the Courthouse where the fire wagons

parked the Sheriff, Johnston, stood against

a lightpole, shotgun cradled cross his arms,

and watched a group of men shining brass

onh the engines. Other men, in ties, with satchels,
talked on the front steps, county men,

lawyers, politicians, plaintiffs, men

with grievances. Tow ladies passed with parasols.
He walked on, past The Ladle, a hash

joint, Thurmond, giant Dane, behind
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Sometimes Nicolas came out at dusk to hide behind

a bush or underneath the stairs and catch

the thrown silver signets of their words

and in the deeper dark of the creek unlock them.
There were six families worshipping there,

three were German, two were Russian, one

was a Latvian family, down from twelve

or s ten years ago. Those who chased

the silent Chinese out of town in a mob of guns
drove frightened blood through every vein whose name
did not have bearded birth in green and northern
weathers. Every borrowed name, or changed

in the cold stone shadows underneath cathedrals,
hewn above the fencing mountains, shook

with the drum of hoof and torch that rise

in angry doubt and poverty of spirit through

the sick child when his breathing cradle starts
to cave beneath him. He turned up Oregon.

A man tied a horse to a post in front

of City Hall, threw the reigns across

the horizontal hitching pole. He watched

them wind around and stay like the end of a whip.
He kept to the east side of the street, his heavy
shoes clocked every step on the boards,

past the Oddfellows Hall beneath the Synagogue.
Harley, a boy his age, across the street

in Kinney's store, loaded the window with boxes.





















