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crib. Its tongue ug3ly and blue. She climbs,
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sotto voce

she, she has in vent ed gra vi ty.

light
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ning and li lies to please you. Though O to night in her right hand
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stalks me, in ter rupt ed at ev ’ry turn of phrase: gar ru lous
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would have writ ten. Prose

rea dy for Good will. On the re fri ge ra tor door, the list grows

ruvido

Susan Donnelly

When I Couldn’t Afford Poetry

Clo set full of words, heaped

Joelle Wallach

up,

=88

11



17

aches, cu mu lus

15

ach ing, full of words, sun ny bloom ing wine days, head

13

words. Breasts

11

12

bills, kids’ teeth, Mas ter Charged con science prod ding me a wake, hea vy with



and al ways wait ing,

Words, hus tled in to dust pans, words clog ging the drains.

Home, speech less with good sense,

stan zas es cap ing through blue sky. No bal lads in crowds to day

13

12

14

16

18



molto

writ ten heaped up... wait ing, wait ing speech

barely a whisper

less....

cale no bo dy’s slept in. Words! Words I would have writ ten, words I would have

pa ges blank, point less as store fresh Wam sut ta per

wait ing, wait ing: three dumb note books

molto

14

21

23

25

28



© 1988,1990 Joelle Wallach.  All rights reserved.

3
smo kers, if you can’t stand cat hair, are wea ry of wrin kles, wa ry of

grees, suc cess with ac qui si tions. Don’t write to me if you are the sort who would ex ile
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warmly

my mo ther

up to warm my lap. Al though the a ban doned

3 3

3 3

3

Jane laugh

3

with me ’round my kit chen ta ble, the

3

jea lous cat creeps

legato

18

9

11

15

13



3

calls me

più

Pi xie,

lontano

Pi xie. From

molto dolce
3

the back door af ter

sotto voce

3

Al though he beat me to the ground, room stink

poco

ing of ash

3

es, and u rine, my

sotto voce

grand

3

fa ther

3

3
3

3

3 3

clothes,

dolce
subito

Sis

3

ter Ma ry The re sa hands

3

me the La tin prize.

3

33

bun dance light ens the air. Al though he tore off my

19

18

20

23

25



(ritardando al fine)

molto lontano
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set Beach.
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To go to the door of the House of Trou ble
3

and de cide I want to stay.
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ing. I have no where else I want to go.

old er, sad der, sick er, gone, though I’ll still be a wake and wait
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3
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Hymn From the House of Trouble
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whose name

3

is the name of a saint, a drun ken fair haired
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the one
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with the e vil twin. The e 3vil twin, the 3e vil twin with a bot tle
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Fine, I say, Fine. Let me sleep with that one,
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bad luck.
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men I love. The way he looks, the way he looks
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and the smell
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of his

men are drin kers, slow, slow drink ers drink ing un til they on ly look like
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night in the House of Trou ble, sac red snap shots of the dead. All the
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own sheets, gasp ing and snagged like a trout.
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