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Karen Zelas lives in quake-otruck Christchurch. A former poychiatrist
and paychotherapist, she returned to university, taking creative wriling
papers at Canterbury Universily in preparation for giving up her day job.
Stnce 2004, her poetry has been increasingly widely published within New
Zealand, including in Landfall, Poetry New Zealand and Takabe,
and broadeast on radio. It has also appeared in Australian ezines Snorkel
and Eelecticiom and recently been blogged by Interlitq (UK). Several
anthologees contain her work.

Having an interest in the visual presentation of poetry, Karen participated,
in April 2007, in an exhibition entitled feathers unfettered, featuring
her series of poems about native birds of New Zealand. The exhibition was
mounted with artist Galina Kim and quilter Sue Spugel, in Christehurch.
In 2009, she wao the recipient of a Creative Communities grant.

Karen w editor of the anthology Crest to Crest: Impressions of
Canterbury, prose and poetry (Wily Publications, 2009).

Her first novel Past Perfect [view at www.KarenZelas.com] waos published
by Wily Publications in 2010, and is to be released in ebook editions by
Interactive Publications this year.

For the last five years, Karen has been Fiction Editor of Takahe literary
magazine [view at www.lakahe.org.nz] and chairs the Takahe Collective
Board. She ts married with children, grandchildren and child-substitute: a
mintature poodle.
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My House Has Many Rooms

in which I wander. It will take a life

to complete the circuit. Refuge

where least expected, inspiration in a hook,
a nook, a look through tinted glass or eye.

Deep in the womb there is a room for you
and you and whomsoever I choose

to shelter. Sink into downy clouds.

Sip on evening’s fruity brew.

Admire the view.

The study’s full of fertile loam I tend.
Words come to feed, flit and hover,

beat wings on one another, poise sometimes
upon the page, dusting colour; filamentous
legs and pulsing thorax.

The gallery’s as long as many lives.

We glide through time, examine sepia faces,
sounds trapped in vinyl, pink leather

baby shoes, grandpa’s opera hat and glasses, all
dimly lit, yet vibrant.

For reflection, enter bathroom calm.

Still pool or steaming fall. The colour sky
in all my moods; mountains

I must climb, chasms that yawn,

by which to mark my stride.



In the bedroom, shadows scud

across a counterpane of tussock;
silhouette of hip and rib and thigh.

I lie alone where the hawk ascends. Below
the valley’s dam is full, begins to overflow.



... through tinted glass or eye



Lemon Tree

It thrived in the Garden of Eden.

Fig and date and pomegranate, sweetmeats
in the cradle of man. Succulent flesh

to suck from teeth, between

boredom and self-stimulation.

A spare rib changed all that.

By the time Lucifer kicked down the wall
so all might enter, innocence had flown,

a white, scented petal on the hamoin.

He tainted the flesh to celebrate

so none who tasted could smile.

Come with me, whore. See

how the lemon tree lifts its head,

yes, here. With camel gaze, dares

fingers to pluck its fruit. Even the oil cuts.
Don’t temper the juice with honey.



Awakening

He sat high on a branch, bare
legs dangling above her head

so she couldn’t look up

in case she saw what she was not
supposed to. She was in the dark
and he those few years older.

Bet you don’t know what fuck’ means
he laughed a laugh that conjured up
all those scary stories

those cautionary tales

grownups read to children.

She dipped the comb into the rusty can
of water, ran it through the forelock

of her russet calf, curled a cowlick,
stared into its liquid eyes wishing

it could always stay this way.

Do too she said

although she didn’t

know the meaning of the word
she realised things

could never be the same again.

Even calves were made somehow.



You’ve Just Finished your Free Sample
Enjoyed the preview?

Buy: http://www.ebooks2go.com


https://www.ebooks2go.com/fiction/nights-glass-table

	Cover
	Acknowledgements
	Contents
	My House Has Many Rooms
	Untitled
	Lemon Tree
	Awakening
	Summer in Ossetia
	Aftermath
	Expiration
	Foundations
	Mother's Jacket
	Deep in the womb there is a room for you ...
	Azimuth
	Out of Shadow
	Re-vision
	Vin de Villanelle
	Leavening
	Giocometti's Fancy
	Shortcut
	Windfalls
	On Losing Her Way
	The study's full of fertile loam …
	Digging Deep
	Deafness in the Garden of the Blind
	Migration
	Air Born
	Behind the Bus
	Mrs Popper's Sunhat
	After Shock
	Moscow Underground
	Upheaval
	Wings
	The gallery's as long as many lives ...
	From the Dead
	Dealing With It
	Grandmother's Grave
	Odyssey
	A Long Time Coming
	Eclipsed
	She-wolf
	The Best Money Could Buy
	Chekhov's Birthday
	For reflection, enter the bathroom calm ...
	Out of the Whiteness
	What Is Yet To Come
	The Weight of Calves
	Dawn Parade
	Approach
	Unsaid
	Small Islands of Difference
	This is How It Feels ...
	In July I Think of Him
	In the bedroom, shadows scud ...
	Congress
	Convergence
	Loving You
	A Song Sung
	Extraordinary Lightness
	On Your Toes
	Breakfast in Berlin
	Love
	I Too Have Loved
	… But you won't see the cellar deep
	Notes



