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In this issue of the Scribbler we explore the idea of spirit/soul.
Some say there is no point to talking about spirit or soul because you can’t. How can you find words for the
breath of the universe?
Some people find spirit in particular places—the Catholic mass, Mother Ganges, a storming cloud, a fleeing doe.
Others of us find it everywhere, in our bone and blood and heartbeat. They say, through the window of the room
you were born into, you can see all the way to infinity.
And the Buddhists say, “You, yourself are god.” Simple as that. But hard to get your mind around. So we
wonder and search and yearn. We live with the splendid colors of our pain, the dance of our many delusions, the
heavy curtain of our ignorance.
And then there are the rationalists. Those who tell us our obsession with god is foolish. God is a just a flash of
neurons, a fleeting product of the brain, a thought without reference. And how else could it be, they ask, in a world
ruled by nature?
Where do you stand? What do our poets say? Read on.
-- Adele Mendelson, Editor

Featuring the artwork of Will Cloughley
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POETRY SALOON (drunk on poetry!)
Meets at 472 44th Street, Oakland, the second Friday of
the month. Potluck at 6pm, reading at 7:30pm. Bring
poems or prose by you and others to share, or come just
to enjoy. Hosted by Kayla Sussell and Jayne McPherson.
Oct. 11, Nov. 8, Dec. 13, Jan. 10

Featured in this issue:
Will Cloughley
Jane Green
Maria Lambert
John Miatech

CRAZY CHILD WRITING WORKSHOPS (fee: $80)
Saturdays, 10am - 5pm, generally once a month.
Oct. 5 in Middletown
Nov. 2 in Oakland
Dec. 7 in San Rafael
Jan. 4 in Oakland

Adele Mendelson
Bruce Bagnell
Gail Marshall
Jack Litewka
Clive Matson

Also see the back page for a description of a special
one-day workshop on Oct. 26.

and fantastic art by Will Cloughley

10-WEEK WORKSHOPS poetry, prose, plays,
nonfiction (fee: $400), Mondays and Wednesdays, 7pm 10pm, Temescal District, Oakland. Current series end
Nov. 20 and 25. Next series start Dec. 2 and 4.

DONORS:
Jean Georgakopoulos, Carol Hogan, Erin Matson,
John Paige
PREVIOUS ISSUE FINANCIAL REPORT:
Issue 76: 350 printed, 279 mailed
Expenses: copy and fold, $183.12
Stamps: $125.55
Collate, address, seal, and stamp: barter
Total expenses: $308.67
Total income (from donors): $115

NOVEL AND CREATIVE NONFICTION
WORKSHOPS (fee: $400 for ten sessions)
One ongoing, intensive workshop meet for three hours
every other Monday in Marin. Writers bring ten pages
to each session. Limited to five writers.
THE NOVEL'S ARC (fee: $500 for four sessions)
In this workshop four novelists commit to reading each
other's novels and examining how the novel works as a
whole. We'll devote a two-hour session to each novel.
Current sessions begin in November, next sessions start
in March 2014, dates to be arranged.

҉
Subscriptions:
Participants in Clive Matson's creative writing workshops
receive copies of the Scribbler for two years, and for as
long thereafter as the recipient shows interest. If you are
interested in receiving copies of the Scribbler, send an
email with your name and mailing address to:
clive@matsonpoet.com

HARBIN WRITING SEMINAR (fee: $325, $225 for
Harbin residents; $50 early registration discount,
dormitory lodging and five catered meals) Fri., Nov. 22
at 6pm, to Sun., Nov. 24 at 4pm
Harbin Hot Springs, Middletown, CA 95461
(To register, contact Elaine Watt
707-987-2339x72 or accounting@harbin.org)

Submissions and Editorial Policies:
Basic Acceptance Policy: If the current editor likes a piece,
it gets published; if not, it is passed on to the next editor
who will either use it, or return it to the author. All rights
are reserved. Send submissions to:
scribbler@matsonpoet.com

WRITING EXCURSIONS:

SEE PAGE
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For more information about any workshop, visit
matsonpoet.com or phone 510-654-6495. To register (unless
otherwise noted), phone 510-654-6495 or email
clive@matsonpoet.com.

The Crazy Child Scribbler is published four times a year
by Clive Matson. All materials remain copyrighted by the
authors and any reproduction requires
requires author consent.

2

The Law of Octaves

Seeker, or Find Thistles

Shall we lose ourselves in
SILENCE, listening
to the INFINITE SOURCE?
Or shall we set off on
the mountain trail
of octaves
walking the ivory keys over the
rainbow into the realm of
ICE
till we find ourselves at trail’s end
hammering
that last key of high wire
pulled too tight
to be music the body can know
Yearning as it does to return
to elevations where honey flows
and flowers open to bees.
So we plunge downward
below middle-C
seeking the authority of
deeper voices, trying
to hear the bass of big wires
with vibrations longer
than a lifetime, where
here too
the trail ends.

Low on the morn’s horizon and pewter spread, the sea
raises the sun and moves earth; allows vision to see,
the color of a bruise not quite healed, the rising sun.
The color of a bruise
rocks and cradles over the sea as a red-tailed hawk
seeks to abandon and cross the unknown with seconds
a phantom of flaps from giant wings.
Prepare for loss.
Stumble over the spoken words. Sink and separate.
Unearth. Find thistles dry, dusty-violet, prickly gray,
a dry arrangement for a seeker’s season.
Multiply profusely.
Greet boldly though they grab. Weeds weed. Envision
fields and fields of purple-violet, dry brushes, thistledown
with bouquets clinging. Find thistles. Stopped beauty.
Bruised, the earth moves to see.
-- Jane Green

Orpheus plucked his lyre
confident his
music would be heard
in realms beyond his ears.
Faith in the magic of his art
was key
to entering the Underworld.
The musical rain of asteroids
is still falling, although
the splashes are
thousands of years apart.
-- Will Cloughley, May 2010
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Naked

Waiting for Thunder

Little by little
the layers of my skin
are peeling
and my years fall
to the floor to join
pieces of my body
pieces of my soul
Pieces of my heart
little by little
my years are peeling
from my body leaving
my open wounds
swimming in the dark
waters of my naked soul
and little by little I am
discovering my life
my body, my heart, my soul.

They say this rug was woven in ‘75,
Somewhere in the Two Grey Hills, near the Chuska
Mountains….
They say to find this place, go north from Gallup about
sixty miles,
Turn left at Newcomb
It is a far place, and mostly Diné go there
This rug is a storm pattern, with lightning surrounding
the hogan of the weaver
The lightning connects the weaver’s home with the four
sacred mountains
Rain comes down on the hogan from two directions
I think the weaver did her weaving during the spring,
when the storms come,
For the sky is grey surrounding her hogan

They were hidden under
all of my years
and all of my skin

I think the weaver enjoyed the rain,
And the grey sky,
And the thunder

-- Maria Lambert

I do not know her name, this woman who wove this
intricate story,
But I can feel her spirit in the rug,
And in the grey sky surrounding her hogan,
And in the lighting that flashes over the sacred
mountains,
And in the rain beating on her roof
I can feel her fingers weaving in the smoothness of the
wool
And I am happy the rug and the story it tells are in my
room

On Dogtooth Peak
Have you ever seen Jupiter from the top of a
mountain,
Looking as big as a dime,
Just above the horizon,
Just below Venus…
Have you been up past tree-line
And watched the Perseid meteor shower,
Shooting stars so close that they burn
As orange and red as embers in a fire…
And have you touched the scarred trunks
Of the Limber pine
Where lightning has struck
During fierce summer thunderstorms?

Perhaps this woman has passed away
They say it is not good to say her real name if this is
true,
So I make a name for her, the name the story tells me:
Waiting for Thunder

Have you heard the raucous cry of
That grey cousin of crows,
The Clark’s nutcracker,
So harsh in the wild blue air,

-- John Miatech

Way up, where sky begins
-- John Miatech
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Crack Me Like an Egg

The comings and goings of the beedie wallahs,
the mourners, the priests, the barefoot porters,
and the tourists like me, who, with foreign eyes,
watch the living mingle with the dead.

Crack me like an egg, hard
against the bowl. Slice my
pomegranate heart,
let my ruby juices flow.

Upstream a woman in flaming red,
two more in mourning white,
descend to the river, submerge and dip,
five times in the mother, cleansed and blessed.

Force my petals open,
each one a tender victim,
and fill me with child,
one, two, and three.

Figures gather on the far bank carrying flowers
in coconut husks. As darkness descends and the
chanting
begins, they are set them adrift, each with a candle,
a flotilla of small flames sailing into the night.

Open me, open me,
lead me to the street.
Take me to the market place,
make me earn my keep.

-- Adele Mendelson

Crack me like an egg.
Rend my fortress heart
so I can bear the pain-swollen beauty
of this terrible world,
so I can feel god in my body,
his breath in my breath.

Nested in the Vestibule of Hell
I am the outer Russian doll,
smiled, you can barely see my seam,
moe, dad, peggy, marvin, tony, ira, fran,
– watching them die they slipped inside,
nested layers of them and theirs,
inside inside inside inside
until I cannot see their tiny eyes,
I cannot open back to when the earth was formed,
it is too many souls for the table
where I would put their tops and bottoms,
the wind would blow them away,
buffet them into pieces,
only myths would remain,
but
I am the wind
carving them up in lacquered clouds, meadows,
or dolls chained in ice,
and yet knowing
this is no way to saves souls
or the souls within
and so I wonder about you
and the souls nested within your skins
and how I may be saved or lost in some weird piece
of carved and painted wood.

-- Adele Mendelson

The Burning Ghat, Benares
The Ganges at this hour of dusk
is gold and smoke. The air smells of
charred wood, incense, and death.
A body, small and stiff as a doll,
lies wrapped like a package in a length
of silk, only the feet exposed.
The eldest son, at the side of his mother,
intones from a holy book. The prayers said,
the ember glowing, he touches the kindling,
fire jumps and spreads. Only the body dies.
She is one of the lucky ones,
her gristle and ash merged with the river
the holiest river, Ganga Ma.

-- Bruce Bagnell
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Sandy

Angels in Disguise

An enormous embryo twisting
You are born with the blast breath of prophecy
Monstrous Child of Sea & Air
Majestic Sun & Coriolis Force
You fix us with a baleful eye
blind to mere mercy

And do not forget to entertain strangers, for thereby some have
entertained angels unaware. Hebrews 13.2

We did not feel the brush
of wings.
They were dressed
as you and I
when they sat beside us,
cheered us with stories of their homesickness.
We heard no heraldic voices,
no trumpet blasts
to signal their arrival,
accepted them as new-found friends
that Christmas Eve at Midnight Mass.

We name you Sandy
hoping you can be schooled
to speak our language and send
reporters in rubber suits
to talk to you.
But your vowels and howls
are beyond human
broken with sharp consonants of
ripped roofs and stamped metal signs
blown free
of their most recent significance
into old messages
of Heraclitean Flux
of Alchemical Solutio
of now-see-little-man so television proud
of now-hear-little-man holding your
dead cell phone
what the ancient storm gods spoke
to men who knew how to tremble.

Only later,
when we searched for them
to give thanks
for consolation
did we understand.
Angels in disguise
sat beside us as we held back tears
when ancient carols awakened memories.
-- Gail Marshall

Remembrance from the Airplane,
After My Mother's Death

-- Will Cloughley, 10/29/2012

As the day dawns on me,
I stare out the thirteenth floor window
of my mother's kitchen.
The planned park undulates beyond the freeway
looking as natural as a natural meadow
beside a natural forest.
A gray lake
lays like a platter
between the trees.
I turn away and sip
my cup of tea.
When I turn back, the lake is gone.
In the tepid light I see
the field's defrosted grass.
--Jack Litewka
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02 - YOU NEVER THOUGHT
(For Alden Van Buskirk, 1938-1961)

This ongoing exploration.
One breath at a time.
Life is a dis-ease.
You have to cry.
Push with the big toe.
Mango warmth.
Grow into the "Yes.”

You never thought the ropes
lacing your body would loosen.
Never thought tension
would go slack, never thought
truck engines rapping at your back
like gunshots would quiet
and they didn't.
Steering-wheel leather chewed
Pollack by my fingernails, by twisting
through decades of curves.

You never thought you’d mine
the diamond core.
Unlikely without ancient poets,
Shakespeare, the Beats, Mayan spirit guide
whispering in my ear, Lami
cruising supermarkets of the Apocalypse,
a nightclub ball spinning
sorrow and passion.

Come to freeway’s end
at tar wriggles across cement.
Punch brakes and pitch abrupt chest forward
toward a trail like a bedsheet of stones
knobby gray in forest light.

This is the story I’m born to express.
This is the story I’m born to contest.
You never thought you’d be pushing
Sisyphus’s boulder. Pushing, pushing
until goals wear down
past extinction and push becomes a fact of life.

Dreamt this in endless pre-dawn hours.
Blurry movie images flickered on
matte childhood walls,
boy with fists clenched and lips
locked on a scream.
Tired relief when the sun
slants over chaparral onto off-white sheetrock.

Everywhere the universe sparkles with
intricate jewels and flawed diamonds.
A burger wrapper, flattened,
kicks along the gutter.

This is the story I’m born to express.
This is the story I’m born to contest.

All those years in training wheels.
Early strides grow into a type, recognize
the rugged template in the mirror
but not these features
lined with sierra exhaustion.

I know my torso's reducing
to its skeleton antennae.
In my chest confidence
siphoned from
my father, from my mother words and sadness.

Why brush my hair? Why wash my face?
Why rise to another day?

You never thought you'd mine your own poems.
Never thought chalcedony light
through cedar and madrone
was for you.

You never thought you’d touch the cauldron
at earth’s center. While some force
moves the plastic bedrock.
Sunlight slants down
and a hollow diamond reaches up.
-- Clive Matson
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WRITING EXCURSIONS 2014
February 2 - 12
"Writing Costa Rica," Nosara Retreat Center, Guanacaste, Costa Rica. Fee: tbd
June 15 - 22
"Feather River Art Camp"
Oakland Feather River Camp
Quincy, California, fee: tbd
http://www.featherriverartcamp.com

June 24 - 29
"Writing Your Way In"
Lendrick Lodge in Scotland
Fee: £425 if booked before Jan. 30th (early bird); £450 if booked after
+ food and accommodations £275
(approx. $681.80 early bird, $721.90 later; $441.17 for food, accommodations)

August 6 - 15
"Writing Highway 395" at Pine Cliff Resort, June Lake at Lee Vining, California, fee: tbd
Clive Matson, 510-654-6495, 510-508-5149 cell, clive@matsonpoet.com
Elaine Watt, 707-987-2860, 707-987-2339 x72, accounting@harbin.org
www.matsonpoet.com/classes
ONE-DAY WORKSHOP: "Mind-Body Writing" with Clive Matson and Zen practitioner Tressa Berman

Sat., October 26, 10 am – 4pm, 472 44th St., Oakland. Fee: $85 (Lunch is potluck.)
In the spirit of the Crazy Child and the Rebel Saint, this workshop will combine Clive's synergetic teaching style –
opening ourselves and writing up to positive group reflection – with Tressa's meditations that will guide us to a
more spacious opening within. These outer and inner techniques, when combined, are a doorway to creative
impulses that are often blocked by the “noise” of everyday life.
DID YOU READ THE SCRIBBLER FINANCIAL REPORT?
Total expenses: $308.67. Total income (from donors): $115.
Will Clive be stealing cat food for Fernando or sending him into the sewer for rats? Please help him pay for this journal!

THE SCRIBBLER
Clive Matson
472 44th Street
Oakland, CA 94609
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