
		
			[image: 1.jpg]
		


		
			
				[image: ]
			

		

		
			PRAISE FOR STAR CHASER

			“One of this book’s strengths is how it embraces the moment, but also positions it within time and locale. Beat and Midwestern life meet and intersect as do NYC and 9/11 as well as retirement and gardening (where a wife’s hands are described so lovingly). It is a book that holds a blessed personal history, one we can now all enjoy.” 

			 —Kevin Rabas

			 former Poet Laureate of Kansas

			author of Bird’s Horn and Lisa’s Flying Electric Piano

			“With this collection of poems, Scheel delivers compelling images and endearing lyrics that champion the everyday moments. What Star Chaser describes are those pressures, delights and yearnings with which anyone can identify.”

			— Angela Cervantes

			co-founder of Las Poetas

			recipient of Kansas City Voices Best of Prose Award

			“The Star Chaser breathes. And in each breath blown on what is local brings the beyond into view, blown into the moment makes of it a measure of eternity, blown over flesh makes it rise in the spirit…revealing a mystery the mind could never see but the soul always knew.”

			— Vern Barnet

			former “Faiths and Beliefs” columnist for 	The Kansas City Star

			author of Thanks for Noticing 

			“Scheel’s collection opens with touching poems recalling the tenderness experienced in his formative years, followed by selections that depict the delicate balance all of us confront coming-of-age. Poems within the ‘Today’ and ‘Tomorrow’ sections transcend all that we are and all that we become.”

			— Judith Bader Jones 

			former poetry editor Kansas City Voices magazine 

			2007 William Rockhill Nelson Fiction Award winner

			“Scheel transports readers to a place where ‘yesterday and tomorrow are one.’ These poems evoke time, timelessness, and human mortality with aching poignancy—leaves underfoot in Kansas City's Loose Park, creases forming in garden gloves, one man's numb-standing new respect for his Harley-Davidson, the wistful sounds of a distant night train. Scheel's elegant and evocative images ignite memories and wishes not only within the voice of the poems themselves but also within the heart of the reader.”

			—Ben Furnish

			editor BkMk Press

			“Mark Scheel's voice is seasoned and wise, his ear catches the music in our words, and his eyes land on specific unfoldings of merging or breaking apart, roaming and homecoming. Combined with Joseph Maino's evocative photography, these poems reveal the challenges and gifts of time's passage. Scheel's writing calls on us to pay attention and glean the shimmer in each moment.”

			—Caryn Mirriam-Goldberg

			former Poet Laureate of Kansas

			author of Miriam’s Well: A Modern Day Exodus
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			AUTHOR’S NOTE

			Near the end of 1999 The Kansas City Star hired a new books editor who introduced a new feature in the Sunday Arts section—Poet’s Corner—to showcase the work of area poets.  My poetry writing had been on hiatus for a while, so I brushed up my skills and began submitting.  Although week after week by-lines I recognized were appearing, nothing I sent in seemed to suit—even though several of my efforts were accepted for publication elsewhere.  Whatever tack I took always met with failure at The Star, and as the months passed, the frustration and chagrin of this “Star chaser” only deepened.  Although this new editor and I seemed to be on totally different artistic wavelengths, I nevertheless vowed not to cease composing and submitting until one of my creations graced the pages of The Star.  Finally, on June 30, 2002—nearly two-and-a-half years after I’d tackled the challenge—a poem of mine did appear in Poet’s Corner.  But more important, by then, I discovered, I’d amassed nearly enough poems to constitute an entire book.  It therefore seems only fitting that this collection of poetry be gratefully dedicated to the late John Mark Eberhart, former books editor of The Kansas City Star, and to his protracted and unremitting series of rejections without which many of the poems in this collection might never have been written.

			M.S. 

			 

			Old ghosts roam in and out my dreams,

			And unpenned verse drifts blithely by.

			Oh for the flame of a faithful muse

			To coax them whole to the wakeful eye.

			 

			 

		


		
			FOREWORD

			In Star Chaser, Mark Scheel’s newest poetry collection, we find the author transforming his grievances with contemporary, academically-inclined editorial tastes into a creative burst exploring the relationships among ancient legend, the life cycle, the autobiographical and modern day angst. Speaking as one myself who has encountered condescension toward poets not firmly ensconced in the university hierarchy, I appreciate the struggle to crack through the good-ol’-academe mentality and achieve publication in either literary or non-literary venues. As the new editor of Poetry, Christian Wiman, lamented in the January 2005 issue, “For poetry...to become professionalized is a disaster....The whole enterprise seems to have high walls around it.”  Thus, having formed a misfit poetic credo with Mr. Scheel and a band of like-minded poets and writers outside the existing perimeters of the established local “literati” by way of a group loosely known as the 5th Street Irregulars, I and Mr. Scheel have, like the goddess he alludes to in his book, made “a light of [our] own....”

			Star Chaser is divided into three sections: “Yesterday,” “Today” and “Tomorrow.” This division, of course, signifies the reality all of us must confront living our lives. In the first section, the poem “Merging” might be seen as symbolizing conception as well as foreshadowing both young adulthood and growth. In “August Night” and several other poems we find the innate goodness and security of birth and childhood. One phrase, “As I grew greenly / into boyhood...,” reminds me of the beautiful and yearning boyhood poems of Dylan Thomas and the vivid, nostalgic prose of Thomas Wolfe. In subsequent poems such as “The Colony Hotel That August,” when he alludes to a steamy encounter with a waitress while “our beer cans / wept puddles,” and the poem “Dandelion Sutra,” we see the loss of childhood and innocence superseded by a dawning maturity and carnal knowledge. Finally, the poem “Witness” portends bare-boned, black-leather-jacketed visions of change and an uncertain future. 

			In the second section, “Today,” we begin to see the initiation of another phase of life and a shifting of the zeitgeist. In the first poem, “Prairie Idyl,” Scheel briefly alludes to the passing of his youth, the slow deterioration of rural America and the ultimate loss of his mother and a link to his own mortality. In the poem “This New Dawning,” we begin to see a grim acceptance and a fear of the future after the shock of the events of 9/11. Another poem, “Coming Home from Iraq,” is more stark and bleak as it envisions the implications of war, “the cold, polished marble of death.” However, as all of us are coming to know, the world today is fraught with peril. 

			The third section, “Tomorrow,” presents us with both a perspective of looking back and looking ahead. Such bogeymen as retirement, aging, disease, terrorists and the great abyss of death all raise their frightening heads, yet there's also a counterbalance of hope for lasting love and internal peace. The speaker in the poem “The Gardener” has come to treasure the devotion he feels toward his wife far more than monetary gain. In “I Sleep with the Dead,” the author recounts how even the simple event of going to sleep and awakening the next morning is something to be both philosophical and joyful about: “I bunk down at night / west-to-east, positioned as if / stretched out in my coffin.” Yet even this seemingly final phase is tempered with an inherent sense of humor that belies the dark reality of looming doubts such as “more taxes and arthritis / and sin.” But the last poem, “Tethered Balloons,” best says it all when he physically and metaphorically releases the balloons and perhaps his own soul “into gospels of freedom” to “where tomorrow and yesterday / are one.” And it should not go unmentioned that throughout the collection many of the poems are given an added richness and extended implication via the accomplished photography of Joseph Maino.      

			Such is the scope and beauty of Star Chaser. While Mr. Scheel may still deem himself poetically a “star chaser,” it is clear that, like the Northern Lights themselves, he has illuminated our horizon with a book of poetry that transcends the emotionally empty and hollow halls of academe and reaches out, longingly and lovingly, to grasp and finally catch those faraway stars. 

			—Glen Enloe

			author of When Cowboys Rode Away

			 

		


		
			THE LEGEND OF THE STAR CHASER

			An ancient legend of unknown origin relates the chastening of the Goddess of the Clouds by the Supreme Lord of the Heavens.  Since the beginning of eternity, the Cloud Goddess had possessed a great admiration for the dazzling light of the stars.  She felt her own clouds deserved as much and thought them slighted at having been granted no light of their own.

			On one particularly dark and overcast night, she crept up high into the heavens and snatched away the light from one unsuspecting little star.  But, lo and behold, when she returned to her realm in the North, the light was so bright it set the whole north sky aglow.  This situation did not go long unnoticed by the Supreme Lord of the Heavens, and he forthwith called the goddess before him to explain.  To make matters worse, in the midst of the inquisition, the little darkened star appeared before them weeping over his lost light.

			When all the facts were revealed, the Supreme Lord was furious and demanded the goddess return the little star’s light with an accompanying profuse apology.  And, as if that wasn’t enough, the Supreme Lord imposed one further penance.  Because of her proclivity toward envying the light, henceforth the goddess was condemned to chase behind shooting stars and comets, always burning in their trail but never possessing their light.

			And so it was for many eons, until finally the Supreme Lord relented just a bit and decided to allow the Goddess of the Clouds, for only a short time now and then, to possess a light of her own.  And that’s why, on occasion, one can observe in the heavens what has come to be known as the Northern Lights.

			Now, it has been alleged by some that there are also certain human beings who are afflicted with the same longings as the Goddess of the Clouds.  Human beings who yearn for the light of the stars and end up chasing in their trail.  These humans, who chase after the stars, are called  poets.   
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