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Chimer"ic a. [Gr. a she-goat, a chimera]


Imaginary; fanciful; fantastic. Of or relating to a chimera, a monster represented as vomiting flames, and as having the head of a lion, the body of a goat, and the tail of a dragon. 



Machine" n. [F., fr. L. machina machine, engine, device, trick, Gr., from means, expedient.]


1. In general, any combination of bodies so connected that their relative motions are constrained, and by means of which force and motion may be transmitted and modified.

2. Any mechanical contrivance, as the wooden horse with which the Greeks entered Troy.

3. A person who acts at the will of another.

4. A combination of persons acting together for a common purpose, with the agencies that they use; as, the social machine.

5. Supernatural agency in a poem. 



Taken from: Webster's Dictionary, 1913.

for Gary
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Introduction
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by Tom Piccirilli

Okay, so you've picked up this collection, which already proves that you're sharper than the kid you sat behind in Homeroom who used to spit in his textbooks, your step-brother George who used to call you "bookworm" and thumb your glasses, and the automotive shop teacher who caught you with Leaves of Grass in the tenth grade and told you that poetry is just "namby-pamby rhymes about rocks and rivers."

You, pal, have a head on your shoulders, and you're eager to dip deeply into Lucy Snyder's verse and prose poems. You've laid out your hard-earned cash and you're expecting good things. And I'm here to tell you that it was a smart move on your part because you're about to receive. You surely are.

Let me show you what I'm talking about. Perk up in your LA-Z-BOY for a second and just listen to this for a title: "And There in the Machine, Virginia Finally Stood Up." Now, is that a hook or is that a hook? It's impossible for anybody with two functioning brain synapses not to immediately have their imagination fired up the moment your eyes rest on those words. Snyder knows that the first hurdle between a writer and reader is the title. It's not the first scene or the first paragraph or even the first sentence. It's the title, and she's going to grab you by the guts early.

And if there's the faintest echo of that auto shop teacher or your goddamn brother George still wafting around at the back your skull telling you that maybe you've stumbled upon a Susan Polis Schultz wannabe, and you're worried that those rhyming couplets are going to sneak out from behind the next page, then check out these pitch-perfect, hammer-hard lines from "Subtlety":

Subtlety came to us from Latin

(by way of the clever French)

in that thin, gossamer term

subtilis, which in turn

is a web of under-stitched

subtext. What joe really gives

a flying doublefudge fuck

about lacy coy underwords?

Go ahead and read it again. I'll wait.

All set?

Snyder's work is complex yet grounded. You can read it on several levels and it'll work on each and every one. It's lyrical but rooted in authenticity and validity. There's truth here, and tackling the truth is the highest calling of any poet.

So many amazing lines just leap out at the reader, like this one from "After the Funeral": Mom's a brick of ash in a Baptist wall/and the nest I made stayed empty.

Doesn't that slip a knife between your ribs and tickle your heart?

That's the effect of a hard-fought gospel. Lucy Snyder has seen some shit, brother. She's been through the trenches; she knows the way the world comes down. You can feel it in the work. You're not just looking at words in a book, you're regarding a life that's been opened up and splashed down on the page. You think that's easy? This lady is not only courageous, she's fearless. We need more like her to give us that grand plucking of the guts.

So be brave, Chuckles, and be ready.

Because you're about to be disturbed, fascinated, entranced and bruised. Now thank your lucky stars and move on to what awaits...
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Modernism

The statuesque dove lay perfect

in Old World gray and white

folded pinions parallel

head perpendicular

a classic sight.

A meter above the dove

on the plate glass where

the bird had mistaken open air

was an abstract slanted splash

of translucent crimson.


And There in the Machine, Virginia Finally Stood Up

CLASS, SETTLE DOWN, get out your textbooks, and turn to page 43. After we're done reading, we can have showand-tell for thirty minutes. No, Virginia, you can't go first – we'll go in alphabetical order like always. Sit down, Virginia; you can tell us about your trip when it's your turn. I'm sorry we ran out of time before we got to you last month, but you still have to wait your turn. Now, everyone: turn to page 43.

You're a good player, Virginia, but Joseph is two grades ahead of you. He's had private lessons, and he's got a much better instrument. It's his turn to be first chair. You have to blend with his sound; don't draw attention to yourself.

Oh, Ginny, you're not going to wear that dress to the party, are you? It's far too loud; don't you want to wear your nice pink one instead? You don't want the boys to get the wrong idea, do you? Now, remember, you mustn't be too forward; if a boy wants to dance with you, he'll ask. Don't talk too much. Remember to smile. Boys like girls who smile.

He's out of your league, Gin. You're no cheerleader. No, you shouldn't even try to talk to him. Just hang out with us at the dance; we're your real friends. He's out of your league.

Hey, Gin, why are you wasting your time in front of that old typewriter? Come to the party with us! You don't want to be a nerd, do you?

Ginny, I'm really proud that you got into MIT, but we just can't afford it now that your father's retired. I'm sorry, honey, but the scholarship just isn't big enough. I know we sent your brother, but that's different. He's going to be an engineer; you just want to major in English, right? Boston is so far away, and big cities are terribly dangerous. Now, honey, be reasonable! The local college is perfectly decent. That's better. I knew we could count on you to be a good girl.

Ms. Wilson, you did a very nice job in fiction class, so your "A" was well-deserved. What? No, I'm afraid I can't let you take my upper-level workshop. Yes, I know there's a seat left, but I simply can't allow nonMFAs into my workshop. The undergraduate program is one thing, but our graduate school is quite exclusive. We prefer students who are not local. Your fiction is very competent, but I doubt you could compete with writers from larger schools.

Miss Wilson, I realize you've been working here longer than Mr. Jones, but he's got a degree from Harvard and a family to support. He's got the go-getter attitude that we want to see in our managers. I understand your frustration, but I can't promote every deserving employee. Be a good team player; we might be able to find a secretarial position for you in a year or two.

Hey, Gin, what's up? Haven't seen you in years. What? You wrote a book? Oh. That's cool, I guess. I could write one too, you know. If I wanted. Been working on my golf game, you know? Golf's hard.

Miss Wilson, I'd appreciate it if you didn't have your book cover on display in your cubicle. It's not conducive to a productive work environment. Yes, I know the others have football and Nascar posters up, but sports are ... normal. Some of the others think you're ... overstepping yourself. After all, anyone can self-publish ... what? You mean someone paid you to write that? Who on Earth would want to read a book written by a secretary? Well, then, the cover's a commercial. Employees are forbidden to use company resources for personal gain. The cube wall is a company resource. Take the cover down.

Miss Wilson? What's that in your hand?


Subtlety

SUBTLETY CAME TO US from Latin

(by way of the clever French)

in that thin, gossamer term

subtilis, which in turn

is a web of under-stitched

subtext. What joe really gives

a flying doublefudge fuck

about lacy coy underwords?

Twixt the stark, sooty verbs

it's card tricks in a tar-dark hall,

earnest Kama Sutra recitations

to a rubber smutstore doll.

A horse is a horse unless

she's a Mississippi queen
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