CENTRED
Doctrina Lux Mentis
(Learning is the Light of the Mind)

1.

A freshman, I am in the library

on a Thursday night, up the marble
stairs at a carrel to the left.

Ladder of books, bouquet

of highlighters, spiral of inky

notes: this is my home: poems
and plays over my shoulder,

history behind my back.

Angels hang
from the ceiling downstairs,
student angels fashioned
in Fine Arts lab. They hover
for Christmas, which is about
to come, when we will sing
on those steps before the Gospel
and T.S. Eliot are read beside
the card catalogue. Later,
through the snow, our professors
will come carol, their voices
weaving a wave in the sky
like the notes I make
on this college-ruled page
to learn, to keep, to give away.

2.
Centre was reading
& listening
talking
& singing
gathering scattered notes
and then somehow
via rivers of coffee
and midnight trips to Convenient
for stale bear claws
tumbling jumbled thoughts into an essay
typed on corrasable bond
on a Royal Portable non-electrical typewriter—
the last period hammered in
just as birds woke in the trees.

It was sleeping through breakfast,
then sitting in Doherty auditorium



numb to a lecture on Picasso--

your mind cubistic with lack of sleep--
trying to stay conscious

till you could turn that paper in.

It was going through the line at Cowan

coming back to a table of friends
with barbeque (which had been
pork roast and would be chili.
Saga Food Service being what it was)
eating between bites of sleep
and crisscrossed conversation

“Hey, did you get that paper done?”

“So what happened to Terry?”
“Are you coming to the march?”

For it was also 1968, 69, 70,
King’s death and Bobby Kennedy’s,
the Chicago convention and Kent State,
picketing so black students
could get haircuts on Main Street,
marching against the war.

It was reading the names of the dead
all day, all night
under trees in front of the library,
knowing that some of our names
could be added to the list.
It was classes cancelled
so that we mourned together
part of the nation
part of the world.

It was fire when a topic
finally caught your heart
and you read and wrote
and read and wrote
till the page seemed to gleam
with promise
and the world widened
as your eyes opened
and the past deepened
as the future beckoned
and you felt yourself
a center
of becoming
the you
you were meant to be.



3.
I arrived in 1967

in a red, white, and blue dress
and left in 1971

in a brown and beige one.

4.

From Ezra Pound

to the stages of mitosis

to the Franco-Prussian war

to idiomatic uses of the pluperfect tense:
those were our days.

Doctrina Lux Mentis

and they meant it all right

those professors—Feese,

Cantrell, Somville, White--

up front opening doors like mad,

doors we had to read and think to get through
only to find more doors waiting

Lux: a lot of good luck

and good looks in those classrooms,

all of us with the shine of well-fed youth
in our Villagers or jeans and workshirts,
our Papagallos or hiking boots,

taking notes on each other

as well as the text

for we were also required material
demanding much study, some of it close,
trying to learn

what we were made of.

Climbing trees

and the water tower
in search of ourselves,
standing inside

the Flame.

Reaching for connection
while keeping cool
even when down on our lux.

Doctrina—she could have been
that girl you sat next to

in genetics. Doctrina Sabrina—
from Louisville, am I right?

And she could have dated
what’s-his-name: Brent Lux.



Worked in Cowan. I can see him
now, scraggly blond hair in a net,
his head just visible through

the dishroom window. Ugly job,
man. Me, [ worked at the library.

Doctrina: all those books,
opening like minds
open, those pages turning
like the heart turns:

blood
and tears, all our juices, synapse
leaps and spinal pulses,
someone’s life
brought to bed of a book
delivered by other hearts
into our hands: under

standing: the intricate promise

of the world always to be more
than we can grasp or imagine:
poem, tyrant, atom, self. We

know we will never know, but

will always be learning, if our

lux holds. If our doctrina does not
become doctrinaire. If we keep
ourselves centered, our minds open
as they were opened here.
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