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RosEMARY CLEWES 

Maureen Forrester 

stands apart. warrn eyes 
in\rite tne quick with affection 
wl1en I tell l1er sl1e is 111y favottrite contralto 

lost witl1in herself 
as if son1e essential part elucles her 
sl1e fingers l1er lapel 
to co111plain l1ow the Order of Canacla 
lJtltton keeps falling out 

sl1e 111ust orcler more 
tl1ey 111ust it11prove the clesign 
a tiny obsession to grot1ncl her 
wl1en her concentration fails 
so appreciative of Richard 
l1er debonair companion who n1erits tl1e sobriqtiet 
'' l\lly Darling," 
wl1o serves her clivinely vvitl1 wine 
then beer wl1en sl1e cl1anges l1er mincl 
ancl })ack again willing to play 
seconcl ficlclle to l1er falling star but 

talk to l1er about si11gi11g 
and sl1e puts l1er feet d.own 
for a tnoment the sancl no longer rt1ns out between her toes 
sl1e tells 111e wl1y sl1e only l1u111111ed 
for six 111011tl1s about tl1e "solar pleXliS triangle'' 
places her hand on n1y ar111 

and hisses into 111y ear to sl1ow 



tl1e proper intake of breatl1 qtiick 
to ren1e111ber tl1e story l1er muscles tell 
so deep the n1emo1y of song 
lies in her bocly 

I taste the fire of the language of notes 
l1er power to exact excellence 
oh how I would si11g for l1er 
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