
“Circular Saws” by Fred Cogswell
When the circular saw

chewed up my fingernail

I said to myself

"This is a bad dream

and I shall wake up"

but I didn't

and in a few minutes

the pain began

after that, I had

a scar to remind me

not to go near

circular saws

But I soon found

they had ways of disguising themselves

so that watch as I might

they were always

hurting me

now inside and out

I am covered with scars

but that is not

the worst I've learned

the worst thing is

that under the masks

I wear and without

intending to be

I am a circular saw

“Out, Out” by Robert Frost
The buzz-saw snarled and rattled in the yard

And made dust and dropped stove-length sticks of wood,

Sweet-scented stuff when the breeze drew across it.

And from there those that lifted eyes could count

Five mountain ranges one behind the other

Under the sunset far into Vermont.

And the saw snarled and rattled, snarled and rattled,

As it ran light, or had to bear a load.

And nothing happened: day was all but done.

Call it a day, I wish they might have said

To please the boy by giving him the half hour

That a boy counts so much when saved from work.

His sister stood beside them in her apron

To tell them "Supper." At the word, the saw,

As if to prove saws knew what supper meant,

Leaped out at the boy's hand, or seemed to leap--

He must have given the hand. However it was,

Neither refused the meeting. But the hand!

The boy's first outcry was a rueful laugh,

As he swung toward them holding up the hand

Half in appeal, but half as if to keep

The life from spilling. Then the boy saw all--

Since he was old enough to know, big boy

Doing a man's work, though a child at heart--

He saw all spoiled. "Don't let him cut my hand off--

The doctor, when he comes. Don't let him, sister!"

So. But the hand was gone already.

The doctor put him in the dark of ether.

He lay and puffed his lips out with his breath.

And then--the watcher at his pulse took fright.

No one believed. They listened at his heart.

Little--less--nothing!--and that ended it.

No more to build on there. And they, since they

Were not the one dead, turned to their affairs.

“Sturgeon” by Karen Solie
Jackfish and walleye circle like clouds as he strains

the silt floor of his pool, a lost lure in his lip,

Five of Diamonds, River Runt, Lazy Ike,

or a simple spoon, feeding

a slow disease of rust through his body's quiet armour.

Kin to caviar, he's an oily mudfish. Inedible

Indelible. Ancient grunt of sea

in a warm prairie river, prehistory a third eye in his head.

He rests, and time passes as water and sand

through the long throat of him, in a hiss, as thoughts

of food. We take our guilts

to his valley and dump them in,

give him quicksilver to corrode his fins, weed killer,

gas oil mix, wrap him in poison arms.

Our bottom feeder,

sin-eater.

On an afternoon mean as a hook we hauled him

up to his nightmare of us and laughed

at his ugliness, soft sucker mouth opening,

closing on air that must have felt like ground glass,

left him to die with disdain

for what we could not consume.

And when he began to heave and thrash over yards of rock

to the water's edge and, unbelievably in,

we couldn't hold him though we were teenaged

and bigger than everything. Could not contain

the old current he had for a mind, its pull,

and his body a muscle called river, called spawn.
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