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Glenna Holloway

913 E. Bailey R4.
Naperville IL 60565-1652
630/983-5499

ROMANCING THE HUMPBACKS IN RHYME ROYAL

BRINE BITCH
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ANOTHER ATLANTIC CROSSING

The dream-— or was it weariness and wine
Inventing scenes of gargoyle fantasy?
Convulsing heart, an ague in the brain,
Cathedral bells and stabs of fiery tongues,
Vignettes of naked natives, cursing Spaniards.
Canary Island trees kowtowing west

Like supplicating crones, trunks forming arches,
Hair flung down foretokening the ground--

That vision loomed so many times before,

Asleep, awake, a simmer in the soul.

Half-thoughts in swirling idiom, a stew

Of Latin, Portuguese, Castilian steeped

In seaman's é%%é%. He wondered where he was——
Back in a yawing cradle, child again,

Or ill across a horse ignobly sprawled?

The Admiral, rising, bumped his head; the dusk
Revealed his place. His hands reflexed, he heard
The linking metal, felt its weight and wept.

The caravel was under way across

A bias-running tide. The bulkheads groaned
Disrhythmically; he languished on his bunk

To drain the tankard pressed between his palms,
His hard-won palm-lined shores lost from his grasp.

The captain of the ship released his bonds
Which he, Coldn, the colonizer, true

To God and sovereigns, loftily relocked.

Let Isabella witness this injusticey=

Chains woutd—be- his scepter, calumy his crown!

By day, his silence broken only by

His iron expletives against the rails,

He watched the tropic birds dive whitely hungry,
Longed to hold a quadrant to the sun.

The caravel embraced the blue winds—-- his.
His route, his reckoning, unknown before

He shaped the course. Now every idle sail

In Christendom would fill with jealous greed
Of westward-bearing amateurs who sought

The East, the scoffers and the scholars who
Believed but had no spine for unmapped risks.

(cont.)
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All other Indians and white men too
Made way for this alliance and its due.

My mother polished shells to string for belts
Of wampum marking when the League was born.
When Atotarho of the Onondaga

Accepted our "Great Peace" we took him pelts

Of beaver, muskrat, tribute to his rark,
A mighty chief, important to the cause.

I wore hawk feathers just to celebrate;
My beaded sash design proclaimed the date.

Five Nations, lodged in one symbolic longhouse,
Put ancient feuds aside for common good.
Against the French, the Hurons, even time--
Five Nations stands as none has ever stood.
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Glenna Holloway
913 E. Bailey Rd.
Naperville IL 60565

August 8, 2008

Dear Editors:

Among other major awards, my poetry has won a Pushcart Prize and
a $7,000 fellowship from the Illinois Arts Council. It has
appeared in NORTH AMERICAN REVIEW; GEORGIA REVIEW; GRAY'S
SPORTING JOURNAL; THE FORMALIST and more than a hundred other
publications. I now have material for two themed books, one to be
titled NEVER FAR FROM WATER, approximately 66 pages, and the
other about nature, mostly animals and a few interesting plants,
approximately 57 pages. I'm also a published photographer and I'd
like to illustrate the latter collection with exceptional color
shots. Tentative title: CLOSE FOCUS. I spoke with the managers of
several National Park gift shops and they said the nature book
would sell well.

I write in many voices: male, female, child, and in free and
formal verse, feeling that the subject often dictates the form.

Would you care to see samples or either of the manuscripts?

Sincerely,

Glenna Holloway
630,/983-5499 _

2/, 7/ 77
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ALFEFHWOUSE PRESS

PO BOX 31655 e SAN FRANCISCO - CA - 94131-0655
www.alehousepress.com

July 2006

Ms Glenna Holloway (185)
913 E Bailey Rd
Naperville, IL. 60565-1652

Dear Ms Holloway:

Congratulations! We are pleased to announce the selection of your poem “Status Report” for
publication in the 2007 inaugural issue of Alkhouse. In all, we received more than six hundred
and fifty submissions through our 2006 Happy Hour Poetry Awards Contest. We are
honored by your generous participation.

All accepted submissions, yours included, will be forwarded to our preliminary judges who
will then determine a short list of finalists. Finalists will then be sent to our final guest judge.
Currently, the judges’ names are kept confidential to prevent any chance of impropriety.

Winners of the 2006 Happy Hour Poetry Awards will be announced later this autumn and,
at that time, mailed their prizes. Winners will be listed in the 2007 issue of .A/hosuse, which
will be mailed to you prior to our official release date in January.

Please fill out, sign, and return the enclosed release form by Awugust 15th, and please provide a
brief bio to be edited for available space. We thank you again for your participation in the
2006 Happy Hour Poetry Awards and for your generous support of .Alehouse.

All The Best,
o
Jay Rubin
Editor, Alehouse Pyess ‘\V3
editor(@alehousepress.com b's ” 5
—

CEory

P.S.: If you haven’t already done so, would you ﬁléase emailme a copy of your poem. When you do,
please include your name (and the number beside your name up above) in the email subject window.
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(2 T e e S A NN R R S 2T e )
Michigan Quarterly Review

University of Michigan e 3574 Rackham Building e 915 E Washington St. ¢ Ann Arbor, MI 48109-1070
E-mail: mqr@umich.edu e Phone: (734) 764-9265 ¢ www.umich.edu/~mqr

May 16, 2007
Dear Glenna:

Good to hear from you again! T wish I could say yes to any of these poems but
I felt that in each there was some rhetorical problem that kept me at a distance,
more often the diction but sometlimes the thematic structure, which remained
inconclusive though successfully diagnostic. I'm sorry to be negative again
and hope we can make contact on other work in the future. Meanwhile, best wishes
for your writing this spring and summer.

WM o i WA) ﬂvg‘z\/&‘wj\'\






NOT JUST ANY CARD

Aunt Anastasia drove 700 miles

to take her place in the deathwatch

with Jack and me and our old dog.

"Don't let her in," said her favorite nephew,
my husband, when I told him she was coming.
He called her the Queen of Clubs for her lack
of tact, her bluntness. "She'll advise me how
to die, instruct me on eternal protocol,
drill me in the correct address of angels.
Then she'll move her marble bust

from my old desk to Jack's new one,

and put the dog's cushion in the yard."

We shared a chuckle, then she arrived

to prove him right.

She told our son he was improperly dressed
for the occasion. Proudly I watched him
not verbalize the retort in his eyes.

Bedside she bid and trumped until

the impatient patient feigned sleep. She made
a list of things I should do. I insisted

she get some rest after her long trip.

Jack fimly escorted her to the guest room.

My husoard and I were dealt another hour,
a final royal flush. You might say Aunt A
was the ace. Our joker king died laughing.



WAKING WALK

- Daybreak acquires new meaning, ice formming
.in the air, a scrim of edgy glitter
between me and the lodge. A single tap
could craze the sky like antique china,
coauld crack the pewter pond and maybe

my lungs. The stone chimney's exclamation
of smoke rising above the trees,

emanating from contemplated fire tongues,
pulls me back through the forest.

What hauled me out at such an hour?

"Poets have haunted heads," said the man
from Maine. Other winter vacationers laughed,
toed last night's hearth, sipped espresso

as some of us talked of Thoreau for an hour
beside postprandial orange coals.

Pitch pines in white fur designer coats
signaled at my wake-up window, making

their own light, sharing it with smilax
boasting vermilion berries above new snow:
an ineluctable invitation.

The transcendentalist may never have left

a bootprint here but it's his kind of place.

Metaphor, irony, verity weave me in,

slow my steps, quicken me.

An old lightning-bitten hickory bole leans

its solitary death over an inanimate stream.
Lichen-tweeded, burled, its deep-rooted stance
communes with the creek's stymied voice.

Summer is concocted between them. Deep water
and recycling wood make long range green plans
not for themselves. Thoreau would pause here.
I know now why I came.



"...two solitary strollers did not for a moment
think on coincidence, that unswum stream which
lingers at a man's elbow with every crowd in
every town." --The Picasso Summer, Ray Bradbury

THE BEHOLDER'S EYE

For thirty-five years he starred her

on imagination's lavish stage, the heroine

of levitating scenes, eye level

against a gray highway, flitting across

a newspaper, a diorama under the shower Spray.
Producer, director, still wanting to co-star.

He didn't question that she still looked twenty,
or other anomalies, never updated the script.
After each performance he felt somehow closer
to the pastel denouement of boy gets girl.

Vacationing in the mountains, his wife

antiquing down the road, he Sunday afternooned
at a small art museunm, pausing to revile cubists
for being blind to beauty. His eyes tripped over
a painter's signature. The love of his 1ife

had married some guy with that common name.

This one was the show's featured artist; his
collection of nudes defaced the east wall.

The visitor moved toward them. Clumsy lines grated
against each other, crashing colors tightened

his jaws. A framed newsclip hanging nearby likened
the artist's style to Picasso's, applauded

the interpretations of his wife. The words
surrounded a black and white photo of the couple.

The visitor shook his head. Ugly old woman,
no wonder he painted her that way.
Worst kind of escapism. Alteration of truth
and pretense of alternative glory.

The artist, early for the wine and cheese reception
at 5, sidled up to the frown in front of his work.
"Tell me what you think of it," he said.

The visitor did. They conversed. Other guests
drifted by. To keep it polite, the two men enacted
the card swapping ritual. Outside, the first man
saw he'd been talking to the painter himself,
shrugged and flicked the card in a bin. Inside,
the artist stared at the card in his hand.

Can't be but one name like that, he thought.

No wonder she didn't marry him.

39 lines



PORTRAIT OF A BALLET DANCER

But T never posed for a painter in my life!
She almost said it aloud as patrons wandered
the gallery. The guard's gaze returned, paused.
He looked disturbingly like someone she knew
but couldn't place in any remembered context.

She stood before a large 0il on canvas—-—
competent--limited palette-—ivory with ocher

and rose madder: A ballerina-- one girl, two images—-
her being, her existence in well-stroked pigment,

the other one nude in the full-length mirror, sidelong
glancing at the viewer, not altogether constrained

by angles and margins of the looking glass—— reflecting,
all right, but not the subject's perfect plie...

The girl visiting the gallery studied the mirror face,
and the ingenue smile of the subject rehearsed in cues,
applause, dimensions of tulle. Her warm finger touched
both figures, affirming, rejecting, trembling.

Who could have seen? Who knows so much?

Did some camera jock sneak in the dressing room
and-- She searched again for a signature.

Behind her, the guard made a noise in his throat.
Had he noticed? Had any of the other people?

"The artist is Luke Tanager," said the guard softly.
"The painting is on loan. Not for sale."

"Who's Luke Tanager? No one ever had permission
to paint me. How can I get in touch with him?"

"What makes you think it's you? Are you such a liar?"
"Who is the liar? Subject or artist?"

The man turned to go. "Maybe you invented yourself
unfinished. Maybe your halves never met. Maybe

the artist found your lost directions for assembly.

Truth is not far away. Look into her-- deeply--
the one whose eyes you can't see.”



