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Review by Michael T. Steffen

Again and again readers mistake the
authorship of writing. When something un-
palatable comes across, we're disinclined to
read it. Poetry is a vessel from the old school,
one whose techniques for navigating are
subjected to the winds that blow, and the cri-
sis which is emphatically expressed in Gloria
Mindock’s new book ‘Nothing Divine Here’
in the first poem immediately announces
that the dilemma is at the source or well of the inspiration, where a force
like greed is being communicated so relentlessly, she can manage little
more than to trace the audacity and violence coming at her, in the absence
of grace and diplomacy, those gentler persuasions of the struggling heart:

I don’t dream anymore
I'm only a skeleton
thinking about water
cruelly hungering for a
harvest (“Water,” p. 3).

You can fool some of the people some of the time. While these poems
from Gloria Mindock aren’t likely to uplift readers, they will convince
their readers with their dismissaf,of foolery from the page.

The contradictions and metaphors that Mindock finds document a frus-
trated transformation of spirit light, as though now cast on an inalterable,
un-pliable clay. The dream of a caring response from the Buberian “thou”
of her address can only be reclaimed and reabsorbed in the ceaseless pres-
ence of our physical mechanical environment. It is this pervasive.

Sometimes when I sleep

I dream you love me

but when I'm awake your heart

fills with traffic (“Empty Field,” p. 11).

The observation is undeniable and subject to much of the rage which
these poems express. If the artist grasps no pliancy in this inspiration,
however, the stuff of art, in poetry language, is itself endowed with nu-
ance and play. By its nature poetry, witty, paradoxical, orchestrates the
relationships of its words. To take any of its statements too literally is to
be trumped. The apparently pessimistic sense of the title ‘Nothing Divine
Here’, while evoking the Divine, to human senses becomes as true of an
image as we get when we look, say, into the source of light —an alarmingly
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damaged perception of a black spot which we hcgoe isn’t permanent. “I am
what I am” —much human experience has agreed is the thing the directive
mystery at the center of our existence would pronounce of Him/Herself.
Mindock virtually makes visible that disappearance with the title ‘(Noth-
ing) Divine...”—Where?

And the “Nothing,” set mimetically as it were beside the Divine’s stub-
bornness to be, exists by virtue of remaining indefinite. Nothing is also a
wink at feminine determination, in the Shakespearean sense, the ribald
opposite of something, that physical void which nature haunts to fill, that
place of creation, and so the poet’s plangent song, sounding out anger,
danger perhaps, but certainly love in the persistence to find and make
expressions with this indelible obstacle of our human reflection.

‘Nothing Divine Here’ is a volume of poetry that will yield in measure
with the reader’s curiosity and nearness, quintessentially exemplifying
what the French critic Rolland Barthes termed the zero degree of writing,
from a voice like Philomela’s through the inner ear of conscience.



