
Three Poems by Arlene Mandell
 

 
Glissando   (plus two) 
 
Calla lilies and blue flag irises  
glisten in a swirled glass vase 
as a violin’s plaintive voice 
vibrates through memory’s  
shadowed corridors.  
 
That rainy afternoon,  
his strong fingers 
played silenced strings. 
 
Once he wrote in a poem: 
 
I am a victim of your eyes. 
 
Through three decades 
of full and waning moons 
I still hear his voice: 
 
I wish you love. 



 
Incantations 

 
All night the dream catcher’s pale feathers 

fluttered, turquoise beads and talismans trembling, 
weaving words that passed out of my mind.  Now 
the web hums with dangerous voices.   

 
Soon the phone will start ringing, strangers 

luring me with secret numbered codes.  The 
mailbox, too, overflows with kind offers of mango 
chutney, down pillows, monogrammed luggage. 
 

Sometimes I leave notes for the postman:  
No mail today, please, but he brings even more 
glossy catalogs filled with thousands of things. I 
wait behind a boulder till he has gone, carry 
everything down to the stream, and set the messages 
free to return to the trees. 

 
This will not continue long, for I am 

building a more powerful web to cover windows 
and door with slits so narrow only rays of sunlight 
and bird calls can slip through . . . and only traces of 
dreams will linger.  
 

  



Inner Space . . . Outer Space 

Where does it begin?  With a baby sitting in her crib 
staring up at a mobile of stars. On a swing whizzing 
up to trees, down to flattened grass. 

 

Then one fall day a teenaged girl stands before her 
mirror, watches tears streak down her cheeks, not 
knowing why she is sad, yearning. 

 

So many secrets, the sharp desire for privacy, to 
write those thoughts, hide them beneath cable knit 
sweaters.  
 
Followed by decades of doing all that’s required, 
keeping control, always control of her time, 
balancing budgets, arranging food on pantry 
shelves, returning library books. Not much freedom, 
but she opts to stay within the lines, make it work. 
 
Meanwhile, outer space grows, men and women 
commute to the moon, the universe expands.   
 
Inner space too seems to spread out, the luxury of 
time to layer papers in a collage, to send small 
packets of words into the world.   
 
This is the ultimate secret–that everything within 
and beyond the imagination deepens, widens  from 
the original cells in an infant’s mind, accelerating 
into inner/outer worlds, stars spinning overhead. 
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