A Sensory Tour

Indicate the line of the poem in which any of the following senses are present in the poems listed from The New Canon: An Anthology of Canadian Poetry (2005).
	
	“Red Pepper” by Sue Sinclair


	“Witness” by Laura Lush


	“If Clouds Were Bouffant Hairdos” by Carla Hartsfield


	“Three Poems for Violin” by Barbara Nickel
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Red Pepper

--Sue Sinclair

Forming in globular

convolutions as though growth

were a disease, a patient

evolution toward even greater

deformity.  It emerges

from under the leaves thick

and warped as melted plastic, 

its whole body apologetic:

the sun is hot.

Put your hand on it.  The size 

of your heart.  Which may look

like this, abashed perhaps,

growing in ways you never 

predicted.

It is almost painful

to touch, but you can’t help

yourself.  It’s so familiar.

The dents.  The twisted symmetry.

You can see how hard it has tried.:

Witness

--Laura Lush

My father at 61

clings to this farm

like blood to an accident.

How for thirteen years he’s tried

to make it work

I watch his geese bobbing behind him,

the water balloons of their bodies

splashing forward, their necks

loose white springs.

Watch him chase his heifers

across the fields, his legs

graceful as a hockey player’s. 

And I watch him drive the tractor back

to the barn at night, hunched over,

the porch blossoming with moths.

But mostly I watch him watch

other farmers falling.

Their big hands 

fold over their faces while 

the earth tightens.

If Clouds Wore Bouffant Hairdos
--Carla Hartsfield

Only in Texas is the word

“backcomb” synonymous

with all that’s beautiful

in older women.  They cruise

the streets shellacked

as dimestore mannequins.

Their voices wail like

they truly know that wends

in the upper stratosphere.

Face paint heavy, prominent

as any chartreuse sunset,

that hair towering high

as cumulous clouds.

I’d recognize those

whining expressions anywhere, better

than if I’d sprayed myself

into the mural.

My theory about the flatlands

(with crickets locking faces

until the nightwinds aches, 

trailer lots and poor

farmers living in shacks

unpainted so long 

the wood rots sure

as cancers on their skin)

is that those old farmers

tying these women to their arms keep

to this lie of beauty, hope.  What 

cloud hangs fire overhead

causes hands to come up empty.

Who needs paintings either

with women like these?

Or clouds looking like 

gods embodied, carrying 

streams of rainbows in their 

whimsical structures.  Even

poisonous liquids can look

tantalizing.  I can’t

take my eyes off the clouds.

And these men can’t take

their eyes off the women, smelling 

of beauty parlour chemicals, sour

as crops ruining in fields.

Three Poems for Violin
--Barbara Nickel

Practice

At five each day I watch sun ignite

air-dust in this corner to a swarm

of gnats the metronome’s steel finger swats,

while giant flowered armchairs stalk the room.

My violin is a skinny girl.

I tap the measured belly, ribs, neck;

strings pulley me, cross-eyed, beyond the scroll.

Father shrugs his paper.  Mother cooks.

My scales pinch the winter afternoon and slide

off-key, whine like children lost at fairs.

Mistake.  I want to break cracker-thin wood

and see it burn, limbs turning blue in fire.

Instead I watch the dust gnats glint

and pick the hardened sore beneath my chin.

Competition

I’m next.  Fright spurts through me, threading

a way pricked by stares.  The bow scuttles

across the strings.  Music is a bead

inside my chest—it rises to my skull,

says, Let me out.  I only feel a shaking, 

new breasts that hurt like pinpoints underneath 

the ruffle that my mother sewed.  Bouquets 

inflame the doors on every side.  I breathe

and wait for judgements final as a knot.

You lost, the pencils blurt.  I want a voice 

unravelling, a spiral from my throat,

a curve unfurling, loose as silken floss.

Outside, the broken step, the smell of thaw; 

a crocus like a bruise in muddy snow.

Busking

We play near aging cheese and scattered rice,

among the pumpkins, gulls and smells of fish,

breezes, clatter of jesting on my face,

the jostles of the crowd and passing swish

of silk unseen.  Our lines of music join

the cappuccino screams, juggle above 

a pile of ripe tomatoes; seeds spill down, 

and juice and music mash up in a sieve; 

Mozart, the people shout.  I laugh as doors

open, wind snatching notes and rumpling clothes.

Our cases on the wet and sticky floor,

the clinking coins on velvet, crumpled bills.

Beside my violin, a tiny boy

is moving to the shadow of my joy.
