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Author’s Note

My publishing record is a little gawky and somewhattidy,
though colorful. There are a number of books anthapbook
published, all of which | love and which exemplifyy passion for
poems. | have edited the selected poems in thk Koy
dismantling previous collections. They are presegnh sequence
by the titles in which they first appeared andthat way, the book
is its own story.

My unconscious models for the construction of thesems have
been Selected Poems of Norman Dubsnd A.R. Ammons
Collected Poemsboth of which have provided a definitive
influence on my life and work. | mention them besa their work
is so different and, at the same time, similar toen This is not to
say that they are my only influences. There arensmy other
brilliant “ghosts,” talented minds | appeal to wheying to put my
particular way of experiencing the world to pape8o, | thank
them all and include in that thanks my publishpest and present.

Martina Reisz Newberry



100 Select Poemdusone ~ Martina Reisz Newberry



100 Select Poemdusone ~ Martina Reisz Newberry

Table of Contents

plus one

Celebration

3

from . .. Running Like A Woman With Her Hair On Fire

Links
The Orchard
A Reckoning

The Woman Who Read The Bible
Thinking About What Might Happen

On The First Day Of October
Something | Know About
James Dean’s Shadow

Gay Repartee

Kiss Of The Vampire

John To The Seven Churches
When You Saw Her, You Knew
Atlas

About The Day You Were Born
You Can Never Be Sure
Hearst Beach—San Simeon

Balm In Gilead

Xi

10
12
13

14

15

16
18
19
20
21
22
24
25
26



100 Select Poemdusone ~ Martina Reisz Newberry

Table of Contents . continued

from . . . Not Untrue And Not Unkind

At The Polish Club 29
Shadow Puppets 30
Encounter With A Riparian Understory 31
No Hay Banda 32
Neutrinos 34
Lost Causes 36
Another Cinco De Mayo

... And | Still Don't Know What I'm Celebrating 37
Go Away, I'm Cleaning 39
Supernatural Episodes 40
Local Color 42
And Back Again 43
With The Koi 44
A Certain Relief 46
Aftershock a7
“Women Buy Clothes As A Form Of Prayer

To A God Never Satisfied By Offered Flesh” 48

Xii



100 Select Poemdusone ~ Martina Reisz Newberry

Table of Contents . continued

from . . .After The Earthquake

Salutations And Prostrations

Fall Air Tastes Like Whiskey
Awakenings

Until Dark

Several Years After Your Death
Epistle To The Romans

Rapture Il

Health Plan

Symptoms

Fourteen Miles Outside The Cape
Of The Poor Clares, A Name | Invented
Letter To An Old Friend

Sparrow Hawk Season

Drinking Wine Right From The Bottle
The Angry Affirmative

The Big Couch

The Full Moon Rises

Xiii

51
53
55

57

59

60
62
63
64

66

67
69
71
72
73
75



100 Select Poemdusone ~ Martina Reisz Newberry

Table of Contents . continued

from. . . Hunger

All That Jazz 79
Planning A Convenient Future 80
What We Did 82
Before The Fall 85
Call Waiting 87
Insomnia 88
Your Mother Weeps In The Mezzanine 90
Intention 92
Glass 93
Black Velvet 95
“Ghosts Seem Harder To Please Than We Are...” 97
Gin And Tonic In Charlotte 99
Enhancement And A Red Moon 100
February 20, 2006 101
Patriot 103
Bi-Visiblet 105
That Which Separates Us From Lentils 108
Sonata For Three Violins And A Kazoo 110

With Signs Following

Xiv



100 Select Poemdusone ~ Martina Reisz Newberry

Table of Contents . continued

from. . . Perhaps You Could Breathe For Me

Requests 113
Study Of Trees 114
In The Kitchen 116

60-Something Female Poet Writing To
Her Country In The First Decade Of A

New Millennium 117
Praise 118
Philosophy 119
4 P..M. 120
Beautiful 121
Ashes 125
Postures 126
The Looming Whatever 128
The Hang Of Happiness 129
For Real 131
Boulevard 132
The Ugly Building On A Hot Day 133
Bad Manners 134

XV



100 Select Poemdusone ~ Martina Reisz Newberry

Table of Contents . continued

from . . . Late Night Radio

Unidentified Flying Objects

Lucid Dreaming

The Number Of The Beast

Lost Civilizations: Chernobyl, April 1986
Conspiracies, It Might Be Best Not To Listen
Chakra-Ajna (Brow)

Wicca-The Ovaries Of War

Remote Viewing

Druids

The Fate Of Consciousness

The Existence Of The Ten Realms Of Being
Channeling

XVi

139
140
141
143
145
146
147
148
149
151
152
153



100 Select Poemdusone ~ Martina Reisz Newberry

Table of Contents . continued

from . . .What We Can’t Forgive

Collateral Damage 157
“... | Feel Myself A Cog In Somethin' Turning.” 158
What Madness Is 159
A Thousand Signs 160
Unraveling The Day 162
Untitled 163
Epilogue

Publications 167
Video Production 168
Achievements 169
Reviews 170
Acknowledgments 171

XVii



100 Select Poemdusone ~ Martina Reisz Newberry

xviii



100 Select Poemdusone ~ Martina Reisz Newberry

Forward

It was in 1988, or maybe 1989; a long time ago, ,ntvat Martina
Newberry was standing at a wooden rail looking daeross long,
rolling, green slopes toward the ocean when | hapgpéo look out
the window from the kitchen to see her standingeth&Ve were at
Djerassi Artists Residents Program in NorthernfGatia.

Dear reader, please let me step away for just aenbrham not a
poet, not one who writes. | am a photographer.rtwau to know
this as you read my very slight observations. | fiee depth of the
universe when | look at something, and when thiaigth surface
convinces me by its appearances in the world.

When read Martina's work, | enter it not by followithe words,
but by what my senses bring me, through those wadviyseye
follows less those words and more the line downpége Martina
crafts from them.

That moment so many years ago of catching Martima,person
standing outdoors, taking in that long view frone ®Bkyline ridge
down to the ocean at San Gregorio is fading in mgmry. |

remember certain energetic warmth, the beating t heduich

touches me in her poetry. Martina stood out ondiek that day,
and | walked out to join her, to share that momantellowship

with her, looking out across that landscape.

In her poems is that very invitation, reofferedngriad imagery.

One theme in this poetry is that of loss crossedlibgovery, and
of the heart enduring, albeit suspended betweenredesd
fulfillment. On that long-ago afternoon, that grdight-flecked
space in the landscape before us might have rechiode of what
might be, or of fleeting fulfillments which will comeven if not
invited nor expected.
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Forward . . .continued

A certain force in Martina's poetry seems to deffieen slightly
twisting imagery like this, as, in the poeNeutrinos we are
reminded of events which touch us but which mayragtster. So
may it be with love, in these poems which remindvgsmay be
the wiser without knowing it.

As with taking in the light and the land shape th&:rnoon, these
poems need to be seen in space, not simply vieweitheo page:
read out loud. To hear these lines successive snegme forth.
Even that, for this reader, is not their real seurtore than
projecting imagery the poems amalgamate image, dsoand

discursive flow. Description comes forth, a tacplpable flow.

For this reader this is the catalyst for an

emotion that resolves into a "Yes" for life, forane

Might a love poem pass through me, yet | not fetdiag? Would
love? Perhaps these poems, for whatever deadpeerigithey
affect, contain yet a dram of classic irony. Todrélaem now, or
then, may be enough: tincture of time will takeecaf the rest.

Bob Tyson
Photographer

Turin, Italia
13 November 2011
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Celebration

The morning’s birthday rang through us like
a gong. Outside, no one believed there
was such a thing as mortality

and there was a perpetual grin
on the windshields of the cars down
in the street. Someone may have been

dreaming us, but we hoped they would not
wake up; our happiness was that
feral. We were safe and slipped into

the day on the remnants of last night’s
moon. Over glasses of tea, we read
each other’s palms to see where we were

going, but we could see only that
there is more than one truth in this world.
The morning’s birthday showed us where to

how to begin the celebration,
where to put our things and where to go out
so that others could come in and find ease.
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APt

Running Like A Woman
With Her Hair On Fire

AP

Red Hen Press ~ 2005
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Links

Expatriation: three girls,

children really, running-not looking back.

One thinks of tidying her room.

One thinks of a grilled cheese sandwich.

The third thinks of the boy back there

in the trees, of his hands, his moans

extinguishing the bird sounds.

“Run!” she screams to those two behind her.

“Run faster. Don’t look behind you.”

Which one was 1?

Which one were you?

That evening, remembering, you said,

“Don’t forget. We promised never to tell.”

Tell me something covert-even if it’s a lie.

Tell me: where you were when John Kennedy’s eaw bli.
Tell me: how you observed the place of your logtgyo
Tell me: who you were in bed with then? Was helsirg in
your eyes, your throat?

Tell me: what were your darkest impulses in thesgesa
What did you make stronger and what did you endure?
Were you ready then, as in the wind of your daughtends,
your son’s laughter, for the difficult contourstbfs earth?
The phone rings and rings in this empty room.

| will never regret not answering it.

Did you wish to be broken?

Did 1?
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The Orchard

We visited Aunt at her house with the

cement porch and the acre of apricot trees.

Our mothers and fathers said, “Be careful,

“stay clean.” Aunt said, “Now don't rile the bees.”
Cousin Lou, Cousin Pauline, Cousin Craig, and me
wandered as far into those trees as we dared,

then took off our shoes to step on overripe,

fallen fruit. Lou kissed Pauline and dared Craig

to kiss me, but he wouldn’t answer the dare,

only led me further into the trees

until we found a clear place to sit where

we could see Lou and Pauline pressing themselves
against each other, mouths open, tongues working.
“They oughtn’t,” | said, “it's wrong.” Cousin Craig
bit his lip and pulled my hair. “Don’t worry,”

he said, “it's ok as long as it doesn’t

‘rile the bees.” They called us to come back then.

We stared at the sound their voices made.

A fury overtook us as we

started back-a rage. We picked up apricots,

as many as we could, began running,

throwing them everywhere, running with our hands
in the air, shouting and crying out

as if the sky were on fire. “We’re here!

We’re coming! We're here!”
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A Reckoning

Minds break almost

in the same way a heart does.
It just takes longer.

Even when a heart stops
expecting, stops waiting,

for sleep or peace or the
contrite word, the mind

does not. It stays alert,

on the job. It takes

the photographs, puts forth

the reasonable explanation:
Soonthe mind saysyhen

he has rested, when it is
cooler, when it is morning...
The heart has given up

by this time, has broken,

is shattered. But the mind turns
away from its own distraction.
It refuses to notice

the danger: the exposed root,
the shards of glass, the blown fuse.
when, at last, these things are irrefutable,
it breaks. Just like a heart-
almost exactly like a heart.
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The Woman Who Read The Bible

She would get out the Bible.

On an afternoon sometimes,

Mother would get it from

the top shelf of the big

mahogany bookcase.

It wasn’t faith she was looking for
among the prophets and poets.

Her mind wasn't right at those times.
She craved a louder voice than
those that wailed inside her head
and beat at her ears. It was

a quick stab at heaven

she wanted; thinking how it might go:
how she might turn a gilt-edged
page and a ray of brilliant light

would shoot forth from the words
and Jesus

Jesus would heal her then and there.

10
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The Woman Who Read the Bible .continued

| was the little child who

would lead the savior to her.

| sat still as stagnant water while
she read almost inaudibly

those dreadful stories of miracles:
demons driven into a herd

of swine, a few loaves and fishes
feeding five thousand people,
Lazarus waking up from

death and leaving his grave like
some benign Boris Karloff.

My mother’s voice bent and
broke. Finally silent,

she waited for God to see us
sitting side by side on the bed,
bathed in purity and

resolution. Almost shy,

she’d bow her head to whisper
“Amen,” and get up unredeemed,
put the book away, and start dinner.

11
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Thinking About What Might Happen

You thought about what might happen:
Contemplation of the Wheel-A Portrait

(You were framed.)

We went to buy books; your hands were busy
touching titles as if they were Braille.

Poetry by Touch, a nice concept.

Your mouth was set as if for chocolates

or custard. Consider what was done:

how you smoothed the pages and your fingers
moved, danced-fast as coyotes over

the words. What if. . .what if. . . what if |

had been a whore and not who you know

at all? What if my name was Babylon

and | pulled sentences over my legs

like stockings?

Ah! Bow your head now-hope that, this once,
the night won'’t be dark.

12
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On The First Day Of October

When | learned to tie my shoes,

| always stopped at the same place.

You know that place where the lace

goes around itself, right before the bow

is born. | always stopped right there,
frozen. Time went nowhere, birds stopped
flying, dogs stopped scratching. It was
like a photograph of a bicycle rider-

you can see that he should be moving,
but the picture has caught him in the place
he will be forever: one knee raised, ready
to push down on the pedal.

There is so much one needs to go on through
to all that is waiting. In the case of
shoelace tying, it is courage; in the case
of bicycle riding, it is coordination;

in the case of loving, it is vision.

| once left a friend in San Rafael

who wrote to me. She saitl:can’t believe
how small | have become. | have been
reduced by events, surprised, hurt without
reason, artfully carved up.”

| don’t know. . . check with me later

for the things you need to know.

We can talk about them sometime

when the coffee is poured and too hot to drink;
maybe on the first day of October

when we find just the smallest bit of ice

on the car windshield.

13
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Something | Know About

You inhale the certain grassy smell,

note the towel blowing soft on the line.

“Yes,” you nod, it will be clear today;

and there is the cat and there an owl.”

You clearly understand, for the moment,

how things are. But, inside, where your hunger sits
are vital sounds wicked as meteors.

Each small thing competes for its own realness:
A child hugs himself to sleep, a snake

naps in the warm roadway, some tall creature
bends to come in your door,

and, subtler than waking from a nap,

you will go back to where you began,

disposed toward another way of loving.

14
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What separates us
from each other,
' from the universe,
- from anger, from
hope, and passion,
and love ? Only
the mountains of
our own fears and
doubts.

There is, in that case, only one thing to do : put a sand-
wich in a bag, along with a pen and a notebook and head
for the hills with your heart and mind open for whatever
poetry has to give you. In the world of poems, nothing is
unspeakable, impossible, or insurmountable.

i Vamos a viajar
Martina Reisz Newberry

"In this collection; one hundred poems culled from previously pub-
lished volumes; the salient qualities of Newberry's work are adroitly
represented: the invocations of loneliness and connection, valor and
despair, self and other. In poem after poem, Newberry asserts her
voice, a particular moral stolidity more and more apparent with each
reading. These are evocative poems with an implicit philosophic
grounding, pieces that feed a reader’s longing and curiosity alike."

John Amen, Editor of The Pedestal Magazine
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