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“First and foremost, the account should be personal, tracing 
the inward history of the field experience, perhaps beginning with 
prior expectations, apprehensions, hopes, and ambitions. It might 
encompass the chance happenings, the frustrations and rewards, 
the unsought insights, the stumbled-upon understandings, the 
never-resolved misunderstandings—whatever characterized the 
sequence of the human interchange between you as an outsider and 
those with whom you made your home” (Peggy Golde, Women in 
the Field: Anthropological Experiences, 1970.) 

 
§ 

 
Art is not created in a void. Past experiences shape our 

interpretations of an endless stream of present moments; memories 
cling to us like raindrops or burrs. Memory is the moment 
immediately following experience, and present moments may also 
shape memories. What we choose to diffuse, clarify, illuminate, or 
teach is often prosaic and random. The selection of what we deem 
worthy of art appears random, but that is the mystery of the 
creative spirit. Even in the realm of poetry this process eludes 
reduction to a set formula.  

What pleasure to revisit a memory and see experience brought 
round to clarity; what pleasure to translate that clarity into the 
(relatively) limited vocabulary of language. And the charge that all 
art is political resonates here: nature observation, cultural tropes, 
the individual in society roughly sketched or elegantly refined; the 
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measurement of our children’s growth, the anticipation of death—
all have a place. 

 
§ 

 
In Brood, C.R. Resetarits uses alliteration and assonance to 

create a musical effect. Read aloud, rhythm and melody bring this 
song-like quality to the forefront. Brood extends from the 
immediate family to friends and geography; flows from tactile to 
visual to aural. Selective moments resonate with an ache—the 
memory, here, of epiphanies and sharp understanding. These 
poems are presented alphabetically which removes any conception 
of chronology—memories inclined toward a seeming randomness; 
which although all is connected, is how we usually relive 
memories—“out of order.” 

Family and the immediacy of day-to-day can be difficult to 
pinpoint. What intimate observation might encapsulate such a 
relationship? Is objectivity possible? In the title poem, Ms. 
Resetarits assures us it is; tactile impressions underlie the 
emotional: 
 

Tossing art from  
boy to boy  
my twinning sons  
of different druthers— 
gadfly Peter and  
somber Paul. (. . .)  
The bubbling arts  
of hat and sleeve:  
deft slights of hand  
and shifting feet  
one thumb in pie  
on toe in peat. (“Brood” 1-6, 19-24) 
 

Body as geography, body as landscape—when the personal 
intersects with the geographical, the effect is subtle, taut, and 
physical. The reader, the listener, wants to latch onto something 
simultaneously familiar and new. Analogies or metaphors are 
necessary tools; tools or course, serve the results—they are not 
results in and of themselves. Good art which appears effortless 
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always takes the most effort. Here is a lesson in the often difficult 
task of distilling words from physical sensations. The living 
landscape, the pulse of the earth, the pleasure of being a part of 
everything. 

 
The sweep of cottonwoods working slipless beyond the 
parlor doors skim rivulets of spark in coarse, parched 
skins. But the mid-grass hills, their petticoat dews, their 
rusted corsets, their busted seams, wear velveteen so easily, 
brief gossamer green, a revelry, on thighs and hips, on 
breasts of flint. (“Flint Hills” 5-9) 
 
Perhaps our bendability is  
the pines we all spring from,  
perhaps our green is meant  
for cut and graft, to sway  
in shifts of wind and view. (“Pining” 14-18)  

 
Woven into these definite experiences are (after a fashion) 

non-experiences—the anticipated, waited-for, and unseen. How 
can “nothing” be a memory? How can a visceral “not happening” 
be as intense as a physical experience? There is a general tendency 
to modify the physical, as the endless streams of information we 
receive are given their due may overwhelm by simple constancy. 
Focusing inward is to pursue the elusive; the uniqueness of pure 
thought and emotion is fragile and fragmentary. In the past this 
focus was filtered through the mediums of realism; the 
development of non-objective painting in the late 19th century 
shifted that focus, eventually becoming part of the other visual and 
performing arts. Ms Resetarits is at her most honest in these 
passages. 
 

I’m watching, as always, for the flight  
of some sweet, singular bird past  
my window seat sky, and I must stay stuck  
til I do, as all bust balloons caught by twigs  
must stay stuck, left to kite calls and vulture spins  
left to high plains taunting skies, this morning  
a most curious hue (. . . .) (“Looking West” 15-21) 
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§ 
 

While her poems of pregnancy take precedence, Jacqueline 
Kolosov’s Memory of Blue is firmly rooted in a natural, albeit mystical 
and spiritual, world. The title poem, with its reference to lapis lazuli 
mines the Sar-e-Sang valley in Afghanistan, sets the overall tone. 
This is the blue of historical skies and books of hours, dense and 
heavy, semi-precious, or stretched to glassy thinness:  
 

The Florentine sun hung low in the sky, 
and the place where light kissed the horizon 
opened onto the one color holy as sacrament, 
the one color become looking glass, 
or window, onto all that remains 
the unfinished vision. (“The Memory of Blue” 27-32) 

 
Memory tinted with a spiritual essence: the pregnancy poems 

begin with an angel and an annunciation, an imagined memory of 
the soon-to-be Virgin Mary; and segue into a more secular view of 
the world, seen through the eyes of a mother-to-be. A simple and 
effective the voice is directed at her unborn daughter. The present 
and the future merge with the past, mother edging her reflections 
into songs like “Yellow (Twenty-Nine Weeks),” or “Ordinary 
(Nearing Thirty Weeks)”. The most telling, the most honest poem 
in this sequence is “Maryam”, prefaced by a quote from a quote in 
the Christian bible: “Yea, a sword shall pierce through thy own soul 
also,” (Luke 2:34-35); the “also” being a reference to her yet 
unborn child. Her premonitions seek solace in another imagined 
memory. 
 

With the others I pray to the Lord, Yah 
but alone, now, the sheep 
tracing the scent of water, it is you, Nuth, 
to whom I speak. (“Maryam” 1-4) 

 
After the birth, the mother elucidates the world around her 

daughter, apropos of the naming of things which takes place in 
Genesis. She offers up the visual, aural, olfactory, and tactile 
worlds; if there is a lesson, it is this: giving and gaining exist as two 
halves of a whole. Poetry as food; words made edible: 
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Here is snowmelt turned to starflower and spider web 

shimmering in sun.  
Here is the dust of ancestors and the dandelion’s fairest 
wish. Here is rabbit hole, vole’s hollow, even the raven’s 
merlin glow. (“Daughter, Here” 22-25) 
 
(. . . .) My daughter’s toes:  
Yellow crocuses on white snow. 
Icicles for breakfast, even the air knows 
Nazareth awaits, more precious than gold. (“Triolet” 3-6) 
 

Between the expectancy and post-natal are poems reaching 
into far into the past. Is it the tangle of birth and re-birth? The 
simile of springtime flowers is scattered here like seeds. Like the 
pregnancy poems, it is the promise of renewal that triggers 
memory. The constant—perhaps inevitable—evaluation and 
examination of continuation underscores the wonder of newness. 
Here that newness is measured against the original naming of 
things, a true sea change.  

 
(. . . .) Sometimes  
she filled that pitcher 
with the jonquils from her garden 
the wild rabbits ate at nightfall, 
their small whiskers twitching in the dark. 
So many years ago, that garden 
Still your fingertips remember 
the skin of the petals, and the cracked 
leather of her album, the one she carried  
across spot-lit borders. (“Jonquils” 21-30)  

 
§ 

 
Glenna Luschei divides The Sky is Shooting Blue Arrows into 

three sections—The Hunters, Turkish Delight, and Loud and 
Clear. Two themes weave in and out: erosion wrought by time’s 
passage, and death. Memory is mingled with wise, wry, or witty 
anticipation.  
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I am just waiting in my place  
behind the others. No shoving. (“Standing in Line” 1-20 

 
The Hunters crisscrosses an American West where people and 

geography are inseparable. With the passage of time the tactile 
sensations of temperature, light, seasons, or altitude—to name a 
few—rise to the surface of one’s thoughts. The once-immediate 
focus on people and situations is clarified into moments set before 
continent-wide landscapes. Most interesting are the twice-told tales 
reaching farther back than a single life-span. What is missing from 
much contemporary poetry is here in abundance: story-telling.  
 

Grandmother lived in Nebraska when 
babies died of diphtheria. Afraid to watch her favorite 
brown-eyed Caleb go, “Tell me he didn’t choke.” 
Oklahoma children died with dust in their lungs. 
Grasshoppers ate the harvest that year. Grandmother 

stripped  
off sheets to cover her cucumber patch. (“Sidewalks” 4-9) 
 

Entire stories effortlessly contained in a handful of lines—the 
poet in servitude to the inner self where knowing supplants 
thinking. The place where the heart directs the mind and hand: 

 
I want to go simply 
in the muslin shroud I cut 
when I sewed my baby’s layette. 
I did not know if I would survive childbirth. 
As it was, she died before me. (“Passage” 6-10) 

 
In Turkish Delight, Ms Luschei addresses her poems to the 

20th century Syrian poet Nizar Qabbani. These are confessional and 
coy, and while ostensibly addressed to another they show a facet of 
the poet that is not apparent in the other sections of the book.  

 
I used to be jealous, Nizar. 
The other one was younger 
with black hair 
and didn’t wear hearing aids. (“Silence” 1-4) 
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Oh, Nizar, some people call me 
lazy, but don’t you have to be somewhat 
lazy to be a good lover, forget 
your schedule, arrive late 
from your mint tea and Turkish Delight? (“Turkish 
Delight” 1-5) 
 

This brief section is intimately playful. Its placement between 
the other two sections reflects a lightness and gratefulness at the 
center of the poet’s realist imagery. These poems let the reader 
know there is a core of strength in a life of tribulations—a place 
where one relinquishes control and allows happiness to define the 
moment. 

The poems in Loud and Clear illuminate acceptance in many 
forms. Ms Luschei dives deeper into memory to see the 
progression of generations: people, places, and landscape. Quoting 
her mother she writes: 

 
She wrote, “The sky is shooting 
blue arrows across the desert.” 
She found her freedom in the West 
but love pierced her heart. (“Every Bookcase Can Invent” 
17-20) 

 
The sadness of the first section is redeemed by this positive 

viewpoint—in looking back and acknowledging what seems (with 
hindsight) inevitable, one reaches a point of effortless balance. This 
is the payoff for the attendance on erosion and death. The 
tempering of playfulness makes those themes more acceptable—as 
if one came to realize the efficacy of a bitter healing herb. Without 
adversity our lives would be a matte finish on a cracked sepia 
photograph. Better, as here, to place all the pleasure and pain in 
perspective.  
 

Mornings he cooked me porridge 
from steel-cut oats. While he stirred 
I drank latte. 
When I found out 
his middle name was Carthage 
(ancient Phoenician port) 
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I fell in love. (“Potsherd” 1-7) 
 

§ 
 

One might argue that all experience lasts for a moment before 
becoming memory. Art is always a documentation of experience, 
imagination, or process—echoes reduced to written words, 
melodies, paintings, sculpture; and in talented hands, able to 
illuminate through a sea change. The reader hungers for freshly 
woven words, the subjective commonplace illuminated by a unique 
voice. All three of these writers give themselves this task: to step 
out of themselves and create an objective record. As a testament to 
their competence they succeed. 
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