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Seven Poems by Sylvia Cavanaugh ARET . REEFtE
Editor’s Notes BwET

Published here are seven poems written by Sylvia Cavanaugh. Sylvia sy m%mampeT. FEIEENLEE.
Cavanaugh is the English Language Editor for Poetry Hall. She is good at FRAT. ERESHBSSS (SRS B
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our infinitesimally small, egocentric place in the universe with the fact : e o
that we can’t know everything. Poetry grapples with reality as it is ﬁ f? %T&E’MIJ\E’\]E&&%;EF@@é’
filtered through the human lens. To me the best poetry has a sense of HELERMNFTRA—Y]. F2BEERMNARE

cognitive dissonance, allowing one to see the world differently. Poetry EMILSE R RAETmR. BHUA, RFNFHHEEE

also represents the human struggle to reconcile the beautiful with the IAMISMEMER, EERXMERIER AR

violent. Life on earth encompasses both at the deepest levels, and only RitFRE, FhEIM T AEBNEWERNA

humans can notice, and process that tension.” TEFTMEIE 1., X MEBESAERIRE GHRR
&, REAEBLRIIFNE.,

1. There Was This Original Me 1. EE2EEMNRK
The original me EFENHK

on a September morning EABH—NEE
pushed my feet 10 B

into red rain boots
each with a single red button.
I opened my new umbrella

— LI
FE&EBIIE—MLEdn

for the long walk to school BEFHE

alone and complete in the cold EEAE A RER

pelt of raindrops. Th B 7w Y

Gray rivers gushed along gutters EWHITE,

I navigated. R ERAKFEHE KA BN
BRANERTT,

A thin silver stem

rose from the hooked handle REFECTF

to unfold into a complicated AT AR X

metal frame, delicate
and elegant as an Eiffel Tower
I could hold in one hand.

B —1EARH
ERIER, BOEK

A silken dome AR IERERIE

stretched wide as the sky overhead. HE—FRIE.

Its opulent color — ML FRHRTR

drenched down and around me Wan— KRB LR

backlit by gossamer sun HBIWHEZR
KEERNES

I had chosen the design L FEERFHREL

at a store

with my mo.ther. XERRER

We opened it once SRR

in sacred. ceremony BRI E — kY

on a glaring August day.
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2. Shiva and Vishnu Wrestle in My Living Room

Crack and splinter

a sudden dazzle of destruction
my sliding glass door

from just a small stone

meant to catch my attention
thousands of jagged web lines
glitter

like a Russian oligarch’s wife
this wreckage is held

in place

as a suspended tragedy

by an old wood frame

paint peeling from the ice

and heat

of Wisconsin’s seasons

my heart still beats

beneath my breastbone

I hear it knocking

all through the dark night’s sleep

3. Servant Leader

As if some spirited wildness of wind
starlings wing themselves

into a streamlined murmuration.
Just twenty or so

outside my sliding glass door.

They circle as of one mind.

Avian servant-leaders

take turns stepping up

or rather winging up

when the angle of the air alights in their brains
with the imperative to bank hard

now.

Someone in my living room is playing
overlapping chords

on the piano’s black keys only.

This bird-flight is an ancient

and at times almost forlorn

ethereal song of sight.

It has nothing to do with food.

Youngsters are born into this timeless flock

and others die

yet still the dance goes on

half a century ago the murmuration circled

over women hanging out laundry

and children playing games at backyard birthday parties
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half a millennia ago it glimpsed Potawatomi
treading woodland trails

I once joined a congregation

where leadership was determined by lot
random and everchanging

I put forth every effort

and lost myself

in pursuit of purpose

and joy

I sky-danced a whimsical we

4. Stone Boy of Appalachia

An oblong stone

that was once a boy
who angered a woman
stares out

from the end of the yard
where auto frames

on cinder blocks

ease themselves to dust
their rusted coils

offer up

a nested last

resistance

lockjaw boy

stands mute

City cousins

run right past

to picnic as their mothers sweep
high on wooden swings
giggling into treetops
girlishly

and later on

to gawk

slack-jawed

at the strip-mined

vein

scraped right down

to the tendons

of the town

5. Borderline

I picture you a bright blue moth

a phosphorescent blaze

flickering small at the edge of my light
vibration barely seen

for if I gaze too close

I fear

your heart may angle off

and vanish into night
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6. No Title

Surprise sting on chest

hands steady on handlebars

bee snuck down my shirt

snuck down

the road bends through clover fields
my moving wheels stay upright

7. Duplex

Duped by a rectangle of glass above the door

in the way its light came in

but we could not see out

like the eyeless yellow marigolds between our walks
all fringe with no insight

tough alchemy of the nearly defeated

sometimes a warmed patch of light drifted in
to land on dust mote winter days
we played with paper dolls

our fathers once re-shingled the dilapidated roof
outside our back doors were sets of stairs
they had agreed upon

edgy summers drummed time

the staccato whap whap of screen doors
our lives latched to the people next door
in the jumpy bang bang of summer

I used to dream of a house
I could run all the way around
timed myself over and over

we shared a chimney, devilish bats
would echo their way down its dusty tunnel
and then have to decide

sometimes we heard the neighbors’ shrieks at night
and sometimes they heard ours.

Sylvia Cavanaugh

Sylvia Cavanaugh grew up in a red brick row house in Lancaster,
Pennsylvania, with neighbors always close at hand. Irish coal mining
relatives lived about an hour north, and the family frequently left the city
to visit these immigrants in the mountains. There, Sylvia encountered
enormous trees turning red and gold in fall, cavorting packs of beagles,
bee hives, introversion, tin cans strung up in trees, long abandoned Fords,
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a boy turned to stone, shotguns, and strip mining.

Sylvia attended undergraduate school at Indiana University of
Pennsylvania, then moved to the Midwest and earned her M.S. in Urban
and Regional Planning from the University of Wisconsin. After working
in health care planning and marketing for a few years, she returned to
school to become a social studies teacher.

She teaches history and cultural studies in Wisconsin, and has been the
advisor for the breakdancing and poetry clubs. She and her students
have been actively involved in 100,000 Poets for Change. Sylvia is
fascinated with cultures, and they ways in which they move through
populations and change over time.

A Pushcart Prize nominee, Sylvia has published three chapbooks and her
poems have appeared in various periodicals and anthologies, such as
Gyroscope Review, Switched-On Gutenberg, and Stoneboat Literary Journal.
She has been a Frequent Contributor for Songs of Eretz Poetry Review and
is a Contributing Editor for Verse-Virtual: An Online Community Journal of
Poetry Her work has received awards from The Wisconsin Fellowship of
Poets, Wisconsin People and Ideas, The Poetry Society of Michigan,
Milwaukee Irish Fest, and others.

Sylvia is the proud mother of three children, and although she read to
them and shared her own tales as they were growing up, has always
loved the ways in which they create their own stories.
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Eight Poems by Bai Shui He

Bai Shui He’s poems show the inner complex flow of consciousness via the
presentation of scenes of aesthetics, romance and montage. The concrete
descriptions integrated with the abstract metaphor lead to the realm of
symbolic ideology; her poems resemble an aria, expressing her thoughts of
the world and life (Comments by Li Shixin).

Rain water, river water, sea water...
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All of the water in the world
Has the same ability — self healing

Even the sharpest sword fails to cut it open
Or gives it any
Scar

Water is the best medicine
Every day, I drink it, use it
With acceptance and forgiveness

Even if I am hurt seven times

Or seventy times seven
I am still whole as water
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Interview with Sylvia Cavanaugh
Author: Lisa Vihos

I first met Sylvia Cavanaugh about seven years ago on a summer
evening in Sheboygan, Wisconsin. We were guests at an outdoor
party where neither of us knew many of the other attendees. I
can’t remember what the reason was for the gathering. I just
remember sitting at a picnic table with her —with Lake Michigan
in the distance —and feeling a deep sense of camaraderie with
her, as we told each other our stories. At that point, we were
both writers who were struggling a bit to find our respective
voices. That evening, she shared that she had been working on a
novel for young adult readers for a long time, but that her
progress had slowed and she was looking for a way to get re-
energized. I said to her, “what about poetry?”

Apparently, my question resonated with her, because it wasn’t
too long after that summer night that Sylvia became a regular
reader at local poetry events, and soon, she had a published
chapbook to her name. And now, just seven short years later, she
has two additional chapbooks published and serves as a
contributing editor for the online poetry journal, Verse Virtual:
An Online Community of Poets, as well as being an English
language contributing editor for Poetry Hall. For someone to
make such an amazing and successful leap into poetry in such a
short time, we can assume that there is a deep well of experience
to draw from and also a keen eye with which to see the world.
As I have come to know Sylvia better and better over the years, I
must say that those things are not just assumptions about her,
they are absolutely true.

I am always impressed with her poet’s ability to a take a
memory from childhood or some other time in her life and make
it three-dimensional. Sylvia will tell you herself that the process
of writing poetry is for her, a way of being fully alive. She writes,
“Poetry is a way of reconciling our infinitesimally small,
egocentric place in the universe with the fact that we can’t know
everything. Poetry grapples with reality as it is filtered through
the human lens. To me the best poetry has a sense of cognitive
dissonance, allowing one to see the world differently. Poetry also
represents the human struggle to reconcile the beautiful with the
violent. Life on earth encompasses both at the deepest levels,
and only humans can notice, and process that tension.”

Some would argue that what makes a poem a poem is metaphor.
Sylvia and I have had many talks about metaphor, and how
elusive it can be, “The ability to think in metaphor makes us
uniquely human,” she has shared, “but writing in metaphor can
be challenging. To say something indirectly, yet spot-on, is an
art.” Learning how to do that comes from practice, and from
taking one’s time. It also helps to look to other poets. She has
shared something she learned from the poet Mark Doty, that is,
“to ask myself questions about my subject matter. Poetry often
begins with detail and fresh description, but Doty says the poet
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has to go beyond that and search for the reason why the subject
resonates at a deeper level. | have learned that this process may
take a while, so a good poem cannot be rushed.”

If you ask Sylvia what stories have influenced her, she will say,
“Since I have a background in social studies, I am interested in
the human story, and also cultures and they ways in which they
move through space and time. History is often about the epic
clash of cultures, but the individual may also struggle with and
against culture. Story leads to action in the real world. Poetry is
about story too. The African griots tell the stories of their people
through poetry and song. The poet Millan Brand in Local Lives,
recorded the history and culture of Pennsylvania Dutch people
in a small area known as Crow Hill. Sometimes we understand
reality most clearly through story. For me, poetry is compact
storytelling.”

Alongside deep, cultural storytelling, Sylvia has found that she
is also fascinated by other art forms and how they can inspire
her work, for example, the art of collage. “To bring different
elements together —some of which may have begun as art
themselves —and to say something wholly new with them, is
thrilling to my imagination. Good poetry can work like that, too,
in bringing together images, thoughts, and feelings in new and
unexpected relationships.”

Recently, Sylvia and I were talking about the great power of
silence in poetry, of making room for that which is not said.
Sylvia shared, “ A sculptor once told me that when working on a
piece, he pays attention to the shadows. If the shadows are not
right, then he needs to re-work the sculpture. I think poetry is
like that, too. We need to pay attention to the shadows our
words cast and whether they represent what we really want to
say.” I think this is wonderful advice, and like everything that
Sylvia has shared with me since the first time we met, continues
to resonate.

Lisa Vihos

The poems of Lisa Vihos have appeared in numerous journals,
both print and online. She has received two Pushcart Prize
nominations and other awards from the Wisconsin Fellowship of
Poets and the Wisconsin Academy of Sciences, Arts & Letters.
Her fourth chapbook, Fan Mail from Some Flounder, was
published by Main Street Rag Publishing in 2018. She is the
poetry and arts editor of Stoneboat Literary Journal and the
Sheboygan organizer for 100 Thousand Poets for Change. She
compiled the anthology, Van Gogh Dreams (HenschelHAUS
Publishing, 2018) and co-edited with Dawn Hogue, From
Everywhere a Little: A Migration Anthology (Water's Edge
Press, 2019)
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