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FOREWORD

by Brett Rutherford

Like the errant housewife who is gradually achieving 
liberation as a mermaid, Emilie Glen, too, must be

perpetually “late to the kitchen. ” Whether bicycling
along the sea, or bird-watching in Central Park, or
joining a crowd to watch the discovery of a severed head
in a Manhattan garbage can, Emilie Glen is perpetually
absorbing, sifting, transforming. She slides into a
hundred characters and narrates how they react to the
natural- -and unnatural —modern world. 

Hers is a myr iad world whose cen ter is ocean, pi -

anos, cats and birds, as re fracted through the eyes of all

the char ac ters she has cre ated Ev ery thing fil ters

through into Emilie’s writ ing. Years of writ ing and per -

form ing, and pub li ca tion in hun dreds and hun dreds of

mag a zines, have not dulled her abil ity to come up with

fresh views, new voices. 

Her stint as res i dent muse and ac tress at an

off-off-Broad way thea tre (where, as she is prompt to ex -

plain, she was “ex cused from the nude scenes”) led to a

glit ter ing book let of verismo called Twat Shot. A man i -

festo on be half of the flight less egg-mak ers led to an -

other col lec tion called Up to Us Chick ens. At var i ous

times, Emilie has done chil dren’s the ater, ex cel ling as

the Witch in Han sel and Gretel, and has co-starred in a

two-woman lec ture/performance about the Bron te sis -

ters. In the 1960s she re galed Green wich Vil lage au di -

ences with her po etry and pi ano play ing in a fla menco
cof fee shop.

Now, a new tiara on the Muse’s head, this new

effusion of the magical poetry of Emilie Glen.

 The words above were writ ten in 1976. Emilie con -

tin ued for de cades lon ger, run ning po etry read ings in

her Green wich Vil lage apart ment where she hosted the

worst and the best po ets and New York. From as early as

1949, she pub lished a steady stream of po ems in mag a -

zines all over the world. Ev ery day’s mail brought ac cep -

tan ces and printed jour nals with her work, and vir tu ally



ev ery day ended with a trip to the post of fice to mail out

new po ems. Her vir tu os ity and gen er os ity were leg end.

The po ems in this lit tle chap book were se lected by

Emilie’s daugh ter Glenda, a folk singer. The book went

through sev eral printings up through the 1980s, and then

fell from sight. I had lost my last copy of this pre cious vol -

ume, and Rus sell Ochre was kind enough to loan me a

pho to copy for scan ning. It is a de light to bring this work
back into print. For this ver sion I have added Emilie’s

poem about Em ily Bron te.

From a rare tape re cord ing of one of Emilie’s read ings,

we have also pro duced MP3 files of a num ber of her po -

ems. See the page at the end of this book for in stant links

to Emilie read ing her work. (If you have a sound card on

your com puter, or ac cess to am MP3 player, you can lis ten

to these files, save them, and share them.)

I am sure that vir tu ally all these po ems were pub lished 

in mag a zines, but it is not pres ently pos si ble to doc u ment

this — all of Emilie’s pa pers are gone.

HOW THEY COME

See how they come
See how they come
        How they come
    To the door of po etry
See how they come
   To the open read ing
One stands at the door
    With a mo tor cy cle hel met
        Un der his arm
A girl plucks her po ems
    From out her white muff
Paint ings un der the arm
    Po ems in his hand
        He waits at the door
The four stand their height
    Like a bas ket-ball team
Bare foot she co mes
    He in muddy boots
Mica dust twin kling his work clothes
    They are at the door
With duf fle bags      rope-tied suit cases



In a wheel-chair      on crutches
With a fold ing bike      a bongo drum
     A pet rac coon
Po ems typed
     Po ems scrawled      scratched
          In note books      port fo lios
     Dis patch cases      scraps of pa per
She stands at the door
     Work ing her arms out of her snowcoat
Po ems be tween her teeth like a puppy
     See how they come
        See how they come
    How they come
        How they come
   How they come
           Come
Come

DEATH’S HOTEL

Yesterday’s rain
Down through the re mains
     Dismaling down
Yes ter day’s ram
     Through the wreck age
          Of yes ter day’s ho tel
The old Broad way Cen tral fallen of age
     Ho tel once fac et ing
Jim Brady’s di a monds among prismed chan de liers
     Now death’s ho tel
Ho tel of wel fare case loads
     Col lapsed un der the weight of mis ery
Am bu lances for the dy ing have sirened off
     New pine boxes for the dead re moved
Crane gone     fire en gines     po lice cars
     No more tur ret lights     spot beams
          Only the street-lamp dark
As the re mains wait for what ever
     Is to be done
Rain be lated in spec tor of the walls
     Rain do ing the dig ging



Down to the clut tered pit of death
     Yes ter day’s rain in a va ri ety of strums
Gur gling     burpling     cas cad ing
    Drip     drip    drip ping
        Down wrecked sto ries
Al le gro     ada gio
         Rain drop post lude
     Through bricks and plas ter and rot ting wood
Wet earth the smell of a thou sand
     De cay ing mush rooms
Yes ter day’s rain
     Down the tot ter ing cor nices
          No exit      exit signs
     Bang ing doors      up ended floors
     Crutches     fur ni ture     beat ice box
           Cracked mir rors
Rain in fi nal statament

SO I

And so I opened
        My apart ment door
    To the ring ing of bells
Bolted my self in
And said Merry Christ mas
To the cats



MAN

No man
              Is
                   An is land
              Is
                   An is land
              Is
                      Man

BERRY BRIGHTS

W here there’s a berry
         There’s a way
Where there’s a way
          There’s a berry
Where there are birds
         There are ber ries
               Berry-eyed birds at the ber ries
Greener the berry      far ther the bird
          Ber ries in the cream light
          Ber ries in the bowl
Ber ries too bright for the fresh-carved grave-stone
          Ber ries star tling the bay walk
Ber ries in a bas ket
Ber ries in a box
     Which came first      the berry or the mouth
A berry      a berry      popberries of the sea
      Bac chus ber ries fly ing the birds up side down
Berry down dizzy
     Up down dizzy
     Down dizzy



PAINTED OUT

Painted out,
     The woman who died in the night,
Painted out as if she had never been,
     Sun-cream paint glis ten ing on the first
          floor front
                     Door hanging open,
She would be sit ting in the lamp light,
     Cat fur ring the sill,
When I climbed the brown stone steps,
     Long shad ows into ve lour depths,
Mys ter ies of the man tel piece,
     Mir ror blue glint ing,
Cas tle can dle in brown-red glow

Sun-cream paint,
     And the door hang ing open,
The place small empty
     Now she is painted out,
The clear-browed woman,
     Hair in so ber coif,
Painted out in a glister of sun-cream,
     Her be long ings a pile of trash
          Un der her once win dow,
Painted out as if she had never been



ISADORA HAD IT FIGURED

IF Isadora
               I can
      Dance
              To her eu gen ics
Choose great Fa thers
          One per child
     First born must be mu si cal
Fa thered by Leon ard Bernstein or Julian Bream.

     Not be ing Isadora
I must mate with a dancer
          To achieve a dancer
     Nureyev
If he would be will ing to func tion
     Edwin Way Teal      the nat u ral ist
     How old is he      any way
Phys i cist      no thank you
     States man
                        Are there any

Lindsay for looks
     I must have Lindsay
          No mat ter what he pro duces

Ac tor
     I might sam ple more than one
Pinter the play wright
          He’s around      is n’t he
Louis Nizer      Nader     Udall     Fellini     Yevtushenko

     Fi nan cier
My young will need one
     Not Howard Hughes      nor Hugh Heffner
          This re quires more re search
I’d like a go at Billy Gra ham
     Re turn en gage ment when ever the re sults war rant
One mus cle boy
     I’ll have to bone up on sports
Tooth some as I am
     Who says they’ll all say Yes
          A wife or so might ob ject
I must have a sec ond ary     ter tiary list at least
Maybe I should just marry Marty



LATE TO THE KITCHEN

My hus band purples
            When I’m late pre par ing his din ner,
Each night I’m at the stove later,
     He fears I have an af ter noon lover,
A lover is not what I have,
               But love,
          A love pow er ful of voice,
A love from the be gin ning of globe time,
     A zillionaire hand some be yond men;
The sea is my love,
     Its rhythming waves,
Tug ging     toss ing     seeth ing     rock ing,
Wa ters sec       wa ters mel low
Satin rib bon wa ters      spar klers

I am late to the kitchen
     For swim ming the glory sea,
And I’m learn ing how to stay un der lon ger
     With out a snor kel,
The air spaces are there for my find ing,
     And I’m de vel op ing my ru di men tary gills:

Each day I swim out far ther,
        Come to the kitchen later,
    The sea wants me,
I swim across the con ti nen tal shelf
               To a drop so deep
I have yet to pres sure
Two miles down to the night of the sea floor,
The globigerina ooze of di a toms and radiolarian,
          And the dust of shoot ing stars:
I am dis cov er ing moun tains and val leys,
     Sea mead ows bloom ing with lillies and anem o nes,
Sea palms      sea grasses,
When ever I like I can go down
          Into the dark red belly of a whale:
Fierce fish pass me by,
          I’m not their food and they’re not mine,
I hear the sea crea tures,
     And they seem to note my bub bling voice:
Plank ton      al ways plank ton,
    I nib ble on di a toms and sea let tuce,
          Noth ing needs cook ing in the sea



My hus band com plains I taste like a salt stick;
          Am cold to the touch;
     Smell like a fish mar ket:
Track kelp and sea weed around the kitchen,
     And scat ter sand in the bed:
He still sus pects I have a beachboy lover
          When I’m build ing a blue pearl grotto
               Out among the anem o nes:
When I’m be gin ning to pres sure down
          To the neoned night
Of fish with lighted port holes like ships,
     Fish car ry ing lan terns on their heads:

When I swim to the sun-green up per wa ters
             To fly with the fly ing fish,
         Ride the backs of dol phins,
I snap the hooks of fish er men,
              Rip their nets,
      Bend har poons and mar lin spikes:

Mer maid that I now am
     I sur face to a rock is land,
My sea-green hair about my breasts,
          A rain bow sea pearl hang ing from my fore head
          By a strand of kelp;
My sea col lar is crim soned with al gae:
         I con found sail ors as I sit
               Wav ing a sea fan:
My hus band may come upon me one day,
     And be trou bled by the re sem blance
To a wife who came late to the kitchen,
          As I slide off the rock
               Into the sea



ROAST SWAN

What do you drink
                 With roast swan?
What wines while you cut meat
                 From the bones
          Of the tall white glider of wa ters?
White wine?      Red?
          One of the rosés
For feath ers ro se ate with sun set?
          Do you dine to the wine tones
               Of Swan Lake?
What do you drink with roast swan?
          Why not roast the wine
And let the swan fly free?

LOST

The lost Atlantis
            May not be lost
                   Down there
We may be lost
                   Up here



SHAPE OF A GRAND

World     a grand
       Lid lifted
             Triangled
     Dark pol ished
Shak ing off the globe
          In its ma hog any thrust to the skies
Ped als deep into the earth of res o nance
          Mighty pi ano forte
Al pine keys to an Ev er est of tone
          Black for est of sharps and flats
Grand     great grand
          For my tone-tipped fin gers
Grand in the wind of hur ri cane
          Pi a nis simo of rain-drops on birch leaves
Rack for world mu sic
          Earth the great shape of a grand pi ano

WHICH CAME FIRST

Which came first
     My little son has found a way
           Out of his high crib
                 Came first
Found how to open the ice box door
             Which
Pressed me awake with an egg in my hand
             Came first
Left a but ter cup meadow of bro ken eggs
             Be hind his run ning
          To wake me with an egg
              Un bro ken.



BOBBING BENEATH

Pumpkin heads
     Bob bing be neath me
My head up here brook clear
     Their tops in can dle flame
Smell of the scorched flesh of pump kins
     If I am not care ful I’ll be singed
Which means I must beat off the pump kin heads
     Send them roll ing down the hill
So I can breathe up here

STRING

String hanging from a hole in the plaster
     String a lit tle dirty
     Plas ter white as
I pull at the string
     Which pulls down long      long
            Lon ger
A big ball’s worth      a kite’s worth
          Hole black through
               To the other side
I knock at the door next mine
          A woman an swers
Says I don’t know what you mean
          There is no hole in my wall
I keep pull ing      pull ing      pull ing
     And there is no end to it
          The string



HIS INDOOR WIFE

HER hus band re turns to her
      Now she is dead,
Her true lover hus band,
     True love of sea,
Co mes to a wife no closer
     To his sea
Than the salt in her cook ing wa ter,
     Re turns or der ing cre ma tion
          With burial at sea,
     The sea man’s ser vice,
He scat ters her ashes
     Upon the salt-sea wa ters
Mak ing her his own

BAY WALK

CAN it still be there
                 The bay walk?
How can it still be there
                 Now I’ve left/
Snowy egrets across the brown ing marshes,
The bay spar kling about the ducks,
Speckle-berry branches of rus sian ol ive
          Bend ing low over my head,
Gold-crowned king lets among the pines
Ce dar wax wings in the ce dars,
Rose-hips and beach rose all on one bush;
          I smelled a cam phor flower,
          Mock or ange and Mex i can tea,
If I don’t hear it    see it   smell it    taste it,
         Can the bay walk be there?
Not pos si bly
          Now I’ve left



TIPPED

ORANGE cat on my back
       Wakes me to a fra grance
            Not par tic u larly cat
Why his whis kers are tipped orange pink
     He has grown rose buds in the night
If my cat can
        I can
      Grow rose buds at hair tip
In the dream state     I sup pose
     It will take del i cate vi bra tions
        Be tween me and cos mos
     For me to waken with rose buds
Then my cat and I will sit around
     On cush ions
Much sought af ter
     For our rose bud tips

EMILY

EMILY
     Of the moors
I am Emilie,
You are Em ily,
     I walk the shore
And my steps are yours.
     We walk into the blue vi o let dis tance,
You across pur ple heather,
I across golden sands,
     Yours the moor winds,
     Mine the sea winds.
I am of the world
     But not of  the world,
Your are not of  the world
     But of  the world.
I who lost my brother when I was six,
     Lost him by drown ing,
         Yet I walk the sea,



Won der how it was with you and your brother
         Across moors wilder
    Than the sea I walk.
In the waves I hear many voices,
          Hear his,
In the moor  winds you hear one voice.
As long as I walk,
     You walk,
Walk heather  to the sea

HEAR EMILIE GLEN READ

The fol low ing po ems are now on on our website as

MP3 files. If your com puter is equipped to play me dia

files, click on the link to play them. You may also save the
MP3 files for play ing on an MP3 player.

Late to the Kitchen

Cato’s Mid night

Por trait

Pu tres cence

Up to Us Chick ens

Pi ano Poems   
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