
 Praise and Reviews for thought-fish

 

From its humorous, quirky beginnings to its lovely, elegiac conclusions Ruan’s poetry is right on, with her search for meaning in an elegant sequence of places and positions — churches and yoga, color’s burst and snowfall’s blank — through words that shift into unique expressive shapes, some accompanied by her own drawings — thoughts worth fishing for. 

 ~Tom Roby, President, Poets Club of Chicago, author of Shapeshifter.

 

Ruan’s poetry is like the cat in “Fat,” “svelte/and lithe/with nine/long/lives/each of them/fat.” This is a collection you read and when you finish, start over and read again. Colorful, fun, thought-provoking and original. My favorites include “Bluebell Picking, England, 1964,” “We Played Monopoly,” “thought-fish” — what a great title — “boy on a Bike,” “This Morning,” “As if Satisfied,” “Chauvinist,” “Jesus Preaches to the Sheep” and “The Wisdom Tree” (how I wish I had written that). All of these poems give us something new. They will leave you feeling as satisfied as “...Sunday afternoons when I was a child/infront of the fire/after a big family dinner.”

  ~ John Lehman, founder Rosebud Magazine, poetry editor of Wisconsin People & Ideas

 

Ruan’s thought-fish, takes the reader on a breathtaking journey through memories of her childhood in England, explorations of thought, consciousness, aging, gender relationships, religion (both traditional and new-age) and even illustrated meditations on yoga. In both style and content, Wright is unafraid to take risks, experimenting with word-play, concrete poetry, and other territories of language for which there is no name. From the flamboyant imagery of the title poem, the childlike nostalgia of “We Played Monopoly,” the disillusionment in “The Garden of Earthly Delights,” and the almost-haiku-like stillness and brevity of “Tadasana” and the other yoga poses, every page is a surprise.

 ~Donna Pucciani, author of Jumping Off the Train and Chasing the Saints

 

 

These are finely crafted poems that reach out like vines from the memories of childhood, probing fiery tendrils through the debris we have laid about us. But the sensual seeds that ripen from them are nothing childlike. They open from brittle gems into aching caves of feeling, shrouded with country walks, prayers, beliefs begetting lives, and musty curtains that are parted with a gentle but determined hand.

 ~Jared Smith, author of The Graves Grow Bigger Between Generations, www.Jaredsmith.info
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Publisher’s Note

 

Fae corps has tried to keep the layout of this chapbook as close to the original as possible. The original is out of print. We wanted to honor the author’s thoughts and the beautiful work of the previous publisher. We would have included information about the previous publisher but, other than the names of the people involved, we don't have anything else as the publisher has closed its doors. The original book was incredibly lovely, and the author requested that we try to keep it as close as possible. However, there are differences that can be seen in formatting between one publisher and another. We were also able to add a few new poems that were not in the original to make this a unique version all it’s own. We are happy to present Ruan’s thought-fish as this should always be available for the world to read. 

 

 

Forward

 

by Mary H. Ber

 

In the vast sea of contemporary literature, Ruan’s thought-fish swim with serene consciousness. There is a flick of the tail of nostalgia in poems like “Blueberry Picking, England, 1964” and “We Played Monopoly,” a flash of humorous color in “The Garden of Earthly Delights.” As readers, we sense always that these thought-fish are at home in the depths of the spiritual. “Jesus Preaches to the Sheep,” “Mary,” and the yoga poems pull us right down to those depths. Regretfully we watch these thought-fish disappear at the end of the book.
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About the author

About the publisher


Bluebell Picking, England, 1964

 

I was five and my brother seven 

when our mother took us blue-belling 

 in that early springtime heaven 

between rainy March and foggy May

 in the misty north of England. 

 

It was the Easter holiday. We took the bus, 

just the three of us, and a picnic of hot tea in the Thermos, 

our favorite mum-made apple pie, 

 and egg-warm brown bread sandwiches. 

 

After a jolting half-hour ride 

 through city streets under smoky skies 

past scraps of garden, bravely pert 

 after the long, dry winter we arrived!

 

Jumped off the bumpy bus, wended deep into the shady 

 woods, up to our knees 

in billowy clumps of bobbing bluebells 

 with dewdrop beaded leaves. 

All we could see, apart from the trees, 

 were pools of hazy blue and April green. 

 

The still damp earth yielded to our tread. It smelled 

of mushrooms, leaf mold, waking trees, and the promise of 

 more and more blue-belled days ahead.

We inhaled the earthy scent as if it were new-baked bread. 

 

Mum was buoyant like a boat that day, streaming her way 

ahead of us through the sighing sea-blue swathes; 

we were little rivulets bubbling and trickling 

 behind her cool green waves.

 

 

More...

 

 

That night, when she tucked me into bed,

 her hair still fragrant with leaves and dew, 

my fragile posy smiled across the room, and delicate bells 

bloomed in my mind, nodding – All is well. All is fine. 






 

Tiddlywinks

 

‘course we didn’t play by the rules, not the Official Asso-

ciation Rules, not even the Simplified ones (though there 

must have been a box somewhere  once with the  pieces and the pot and guidelines on the back); well, what  kids play by the rules when they’re rained in, staying at  Grandma’s  have exhausted all the Beano and Dandy and 

Topper annuals and are fed up with Rupert, Minnie the  Minx, Desperate Dan, Dennis the Menace  Andy Pandy  have slid Grandma’s curvy settee arms shiny and poked  into all the intricate crannies of her creepy old house,  played hide-and-seek and haunted mansion till they no  longer recognized themselves, and have eaten their fill of 

new-baked lemon tarts? So, as a last resort  and  at Grandma’s insistence we got out the Tiddlywinks, First  one in wins, right? Don’t cheat! I know you! Shall we set  a time or just keep going till one of us gets all our pieces  in? (We’d know to say potted all our winks if we’d read the  rules). Squidge off! The knock and ping of squidgers and  winks on the smooth linoleum floor, lavender fragrant  the huff of Grandma’s snores  the shish of drizzle on  white netted windows, the 53 bus wheezing by at 2 pm up  Bellhouse Lane to Foxglove Road, where Mum would alight  to whoops and shouts, just after 4.

We Played Monopoly 

(for my brother, in England)

 

Do you remember how we played 

Monopoly the
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Fae Corps is all about helping the Indie Author find the magic in their art. We are the authors and the small storytellers. We are all about helping the new and struggling authors to be seen. We are all about helping the indie author to find their voice. We believe in the indie author's magic to make a difference in this world.

 

Find Us at faecorpspublishing.org and our catalog is available at Books2read.com/rl/faecorpsllc
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