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  Notes and Acknowledgments

 With few exceptions, the selected work in this volume appeared in limited edition letterpress broadsides, cards, and chapbooks published by Jerry Reddans Tangram Press in Berkeley, California, who also designed this volume. Ive worked almost exclusively with Jerry for two decades, always with a sense of privilege, delight, and gratitude.
 The first group of poems in this book, from Learning to Talk through Bathing Joe, constitutes annual Winter Solstice cards mailed to friends and colleagues, and also includes a few broadsides and occasional verse.
 The poems from Mahogany China through A Firmer Grasp of the Obvious are selected from Palms to the Moon, a loose group of love poems published in 1987 in an edition limited to 100 copies and given away to friends and fellow practitioners.
 Bait & Ice, a small gathering of poems on fishing, philosophy, and nature, was released in 1991 in an edition of 175, and includes the poems from The Work of Art through Fishing Devils Hole at the Peak of Spring.
 The final chapbook from which work for this volume was drawn (Getting After It through Death and Dying) is Piss-Fir Willie Poems, a suite of persona poems offered as an homage to the vernacular of Pacific northcoast working people, particularly loggers, restoration workers, commercial fishers, ranchers, and those, like my father, in the building trades. I tried to capture the idiomthe diction, cadence, phrasingas well as that combination of aesthetics, attitude, and turn-of-mind that constitutes cultural style. To my sense of it, I was successful enough that I cant honestly claim the poems as my own. Whatever virtues of language, wit, or wisdom the reader might find, praise should accrue to the speakers from whom I borrowed; any liabilities, alas, are likely mine. Piss-Fir Willie Poems was published by Tangram in 1998 in an edition of 200 copies.
 Before 1980, I also published two other chapbooks da Vaca in a Vanishing Geography and (with Robert Funt) Sollla Sollewbut because these Mad River Press productions were published anonymously and pointedly anti-copyright, I havent included that work.
 New poems, written or substantially revised in the past decade, make up roughly the second half of this volume.
 A few of the new and selected works have appeared in other books and journals:
  A version of Green Side Up was first published in Dalmoma VI: Working the Woods, Working the Sea (Empty Bowl, 1986) under the title Treeplanting in the Rain. The poem, under the latter title, was also published in Paperwork (Harbour 1991) and Propriety and Possibilities (Harrish Press, 1996).
 Aweigh appeared in From the Islands Edge: A Sitka Reader (Graywolf Press, 1995) and Northcoast View.
 Unnatural Selections: A Meditation upon Witnessing a Bullfrog Fucking a Rock, The Banker, and Mahogany China were published in Terra Nova (Volume 3, Number 4, Fall 1998).
 Hard Work appeared in Forest News (Winter 1999).
 Learning to Talk and Bathing Joe appeared in Wild Duck Review, Casey Walkers excellent journal of literature, necessary mischief, and news.

 All books are more than the writers words, and in that spirit Id like to acknowledge Jerry Reddan for his design of this volume; Pete Stoelzl for his impeccable typesetting; Christopher Stinehours calligraphic designs; and Shannon Dixon at Proof Positive for his work in helping create the cover. The cover art is the second panel of a triptych from my mentor and friend Morris Graves The Great Blue Heron and the Great Rainbow Trout Yogi in Phenomenal Space, Mental Space and the Space of Consciousness (tempera on paper, 1979), used with the kind permissions of Morris archive executor Robert Yarber and the Humboldt Arts Council. I also wish to thank the production directors at Grove/Atlantic and Canongate Books, Muriel Jorgensen and Caroline Gorham respectively, as well as the copy editors and art directors involved.
 Three bows to Gary Snyder for his usual tough reading of the manuscript and his suggestion for the title.
 I also offer special thanks to my editors, Morgan Entrekin at Grove/Atlantic and Jamie Byng of Canongate for their steadfast support of my literary work.
 Melanie Jackson, my agent, deserves particular mention for her unstinting efforts and merciful acumen on my behalf.
 Finally, my deepest gratitude to family and friends for their unflagging faith, encouragement, and forbearance.
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Learning to Talk

 		 			Whenever Jason said beeber for beaver
or skirl for squirrel
I secretly loved it.
Theyre better words:
The busy beeber beebing around;
the grey squirrels tail
like a skirl of smoke along a maple branch.
I never told him he was saying
their names wrong,
though I did pronounce them conventionally.
One time he noticed, and explained,
Beeber is how I say it.
Great, I told him, whatever
moves you.
But within a week
he was pronouncing both properly.
I did my duty
and Im sorry.
Farewell Beeber and Skirl.
So much beauty lost to understanding.



  
  




    
    
The Cookie Jar

 	Coddington Mall was clogged with Christmas shoppers as I waited in line at the Cookie Jar, a bakery devoted to my favorite confection.
It was just after noonlunch breakand a single clerk was left to work the counter, a young woman with a strained, scattered smile. She was working as fast as she could, but the line moved slowly. I was passing the time with the sports page, idly considering whether the 49ers were worth $100 and three points against the Rams, when my attention was drawn to the elderly woman in front of me in line. By her stoop and wrinkles I figured she was in her early 70s, or a hard 65 at least. She was wearing a grey dress, but it was nearly obscured by a heavy black sweater that hung almost to the hemline. She was leaning forward, weight on her cane, her nose to the display case, examining the cookies with the calm, fierce attention of a hawk. Taken by the force of her concentration, I folded the sports page and said pleasantly, Its always tough to decide.
Her gaze didnt flicker.
I couldnt blame her for ignoring me. Why should an old woman, in a culture of muggers, rapists, and rip-off artists, encourage the idle conversation of some bearded and obviously half-demented hippie from the hills, where he probably grew tons of marijuana and did Lord-knows-what to the sheep. I felt the little wash of sadness that comes when your good intentions are blanked by cultural circumstances. I didnt persist.
When it was the old womans turn, in a thick Slavic accent she ordered three chocolate chip cookies. The big ones, she specified, tapping the glass to indicate her choice.
The harried clerk dutifully plucked out three of the saucer-sized cookies with a confectioners tissue. I noticed one of the cookies had a small chunk broken off its side. So did the old woman: None that are broke! she commanded.
The clerk gave her a smile on automatic pilot and replaced the defective cookie, slipping them into a white sack and placing it on the counter. A dollar-seventy-six please, she told the old woman.
The old woman turned her back to me and began fumbling in her purse, which was the size of a small knitting bag. After much muttering she finally produced two dollar bills rolled together and neatly bound with a yellow rubber band. She addressed the clerk with a staunch formality: Also I would like some peanut butter cookies. The little ones. Twenty-four cents of them.
The clerk, with a look that pleaded God, I wish my period would start, scooped out three small peanut butter cookies and, without bothering to weigh them, slipped them in the bag with the others. The old woman rolled the yellow rubber band off the two bills and spread them out on the counter, pausing to smooth them flat before she secured the white sack in her knitting-bag purse, dropped in the yellow rubber band and the receipt, and left at a brisk shuffle. I lost sight of her in the flow of the crowd as I stepped forward to place my order.
About a half hour later, however, while I was sitting on a bench at the other end of the mall, still pondering the money and points as I polished off a last hot dog, the old woman appeared and, after considerable maneuvering, plopped herself down on the far end of the bench.
Without any acknowledgment of my presence, she opened the white bag from the Cookie Jar. At a bite each, with slow and luscious enjoyment, she ate the three small peanut butter cookies. When shed finished, she peered into the bag to check the other three, the big ones, and then, as if to confirm their existence, their promise of delight, she named them one by one:
 		   

 		 	Friday night.
 Saturday night.
 Sunday with tea.


  
  




    
    
Things Thought Through

 	 		 			The path of water is not noticed by water,
but is realized by water. DōGEN

 		 	 		 			Thinking things through.
Thinking through things.
Things through thinking.
Through thinking things.



  
  





    
On Balance

  			At fifteen,
 the imagination
 torments;
 at fifty,
 it consoles.
 		   

Another transformation
 changing nothing.










    
Decomposition

 	  		 			I dont know
 and I dont know
 		   

what to do about it.
 I simply hit a point
 		   

where I lost heart for judgments
 and was swept
 		   

into the voluptuous, harrowing
 complexities composing a single breath.









    
    
Psycho Ecology

 	 			AN HOMAGE TO WALT WHITMAN

 		 	 		 			Reality is the work of imagination.
Imagination, the flume of emotion.
After all the tears and laughter,
emotion empties into spirit,
and spirit condenses on reality
like dew on a leaf of grass.



  
  




    
    
Life of the Spirit

 	 			A salmon leaps.
Transcend what?



  
  




    
    
Aweigh

 	Vicky and I were steelhead fishing on a secret riffle of a nameless Pacific Northwest river, perhaps the best iron-head water between the Russian and Bella Coola, to which you may receive directions for a thousand dollars cash. It was late afternoon, the sky the color of wet ashes, the river high but beginning to clear. I was drifting a roe-glo through the upper stretch of the run when I felt a slight pause in the tick-tick-tickity rhythm of the pencil-lead sinker bouncing along the stony bottom. I set the hook. The rod tip bowed and began to pulse, the heavy, solid throb running through my shoulders.
Fish on! I hollered to Vicky forty yards downstream.
She turned and looked at me, yelling back, Really?
For some reason, this is the usual response of my fishing companions, leading me to believe they regard me as either an astonishingly inept fisherman or an insanely reckless liar.
Really! I assured her at the top of my lungs, lifting my doubled rod as proof before turning my attention to the battle.
Actually, it wasnt much of a battle. The fish was sulking in the strong mid-channel current. I tightened the star drag slightly and applied some pressure; the fish turned lethargically and headed downstream. I lightly thumbed the spool; at the added resistance, the fish swung toward shore down by Vicky, who had just reeled in and started walking my way, no doubt to offer encouragement, counsel, and general assistance.
As my line sliced toward her, she stopped and peered into the water, then shook her head. Hey, she called, youve got a big ol sore-tail salmon.
No, I begged her.
She pointed emphatically a few feet offshore. I can see it. Big, beat-up sore-tail.
I took the Lords name in serious vainno wonder the fish wasnt fightingthen tightened the drag to reel in the fish for quick release. The fish offered little resistance until it was about twenty feet away, then made a sullen move toward swifter water. When I clamped down, it swung back, passing in front of me. Sure enough, it was a spent salmon, its rotting fins worn to nubs, the battered body mottled with patches of dull white fungus.
But something wasnt right. The sore-tail was languidly corkscrewing along the bottom, a movement that didnt match the steady quiver I felt through the rod. Then I saw why: The sore-tail, in blind expression of the spawntill-you-die imperative, was engaged in a last-gasp courtship of the fish actually connected to my line, a steelhead longer than a yardstick and as deep as a Dutch oven.
Hearing Vicky move up behind me, I whispered, That sore-tail you saw isnt the fish I have on. Its trailing my fish, which is one humongous hog of a steelie, putting on some spawning moves.
Sure it is, Vicky said.
I worked the steelhead a few feet closer, telling Vicky without turning my head, Step up easy and see for yourself.
Vicky stepped up easy, very easy, but not easy enough.
The riffle was about fifty yards wide. With the power of a nitro-fueled dragster, the steelie crossed it in one second flat, leaving me blinded by the mist sprayed from the spool mingled with smoke from the drag. Struck dumber than usual, I simply stood there as the whopper steelie made a sharp right at the opposite shore and streaked downstream. I watched the line melting from the spool. I felt like my nervous system was being stripped from my body through my solar plexus, a rush beyond sensation toward something as clean and empty as my spool was about to be if I didnt stop the fish. But I didnt want to stop the fish. I didnt want the feeling to end.
The spool was almost down to the backing when the steelie abruptly swung back into the heavy current and dove to the bottom, slowly lashing its head.
I wanted to tell Vicky to go home and pack some grub because I was going to be there all night, but when I finally got my slack jaw working I discovered I couldnt utter the few words I could remember.
Train wreck in the cerebellum. Synaptic bridges collapsed.
I concentrated on the basic sounds, managing something close to Biffeegaaaagh.
Vicky cocked her head. You what?
Big, I gasped. Godzilla.
At the moment, though, it felt more like I was hooked to Godzillas heart, thirty pounds of pure throbbing force, the rainbowed rod pulsing steadily as the fish hung in the current, gathering power for another slashing run.
Then the hook pulled out.
I felt like a lover had just hung up the phone after telling me, Im sorry, but its over.
Like I do when the Dream Joker whispers, You won 100 million in tonights lottery, and I wake up broke as usual.
Unplugged a heartbeat short of Divinity, a nanosecond shy of Solid Full Circuit. Lost. Looted and left behind. Mentally exhausted, emotionally gutted, spiritually bereft.
Vicky helped me back to the car.
But as I fell asleep that night, I remembered the wild power of the steelheads cross-river run, remembered it from my bones out, in nerve-meat and blood, that rush of glory as I emptied into the connection, joined for a moment, each others ghost, then blown away like mist on the wind. And my gratitude for that moments nexus overwhelmed the despair of its lossas if one can truly possess or lose anything, or the connection ever break.
In fishing, as the moment of experience enters the future as memory, its prey to seizures of enlargement and general embellishing. I feel sure, however, that that steelhead weighed close to twenty-eight pounds. Its possibleand, given a few more years of voluptuous recollection, almost certainthat the fish would have tipped the Toledoes at over thirty, making it easily conceivable that Id hooked what would have been a new state-record steelie. But even taking the distortions of time and memory into account, ruthlessly pruning any possibility of exaggeration, carefully considering the Parallax Effect, the Water Magnification Variable, the Wishful Thinking Influence, and the El Feces del Toro Predilection, I would lay even money in the real world that that steelhead weighed at least twenty-six pounds, and would gladly wager a new car of your choice against a soggy cornflake that it was twenty-four minimum.
In that spirit, I trust you will understand that I offer a blessing when I wish for our coming years that a big one always gets away.


  
  





End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPS/inline_image.jpg





OPS/9781847676351_cover_epub.jpg
Selected Poems & Short Prose

JIM DODGE





OPS/logo.png
CANONGATE
Edinburgh - London - New York- Melbourne





OPS/title-image.png
“"Rain
‘River





