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In July of 2007, The New 7 Wonders were chosen by internet ballot from a list of
21 finalists which included:

Easter Island The Acropolis The Great Wall of China
Stonehenge The Kremlin / St. Basil's  The Sydney Opera House
Petra The Taj Mahal The Pyramids of Giza
Kiyomizu Temple The Eiffel Tower The Colosseum
Neuschwanstein Castle ~ Alhambra The Hagia Sohia

Angkor Wat Timbuktu The Statue of Liberty
Christ the Redeemer Chichén Itza Machu Picchu

Inspired by this project, the poet Ea (Marcy Jarvis) ran a very successful poetry
contest honoring the finalists in October of 2006. When the New 7 Wonders were
chosen in July, she then decided to join forces with her friend Pennye Goins,
whose silver winning poem would become the title poem of this collection —
Sentinels.

Both Marcy and Pennye exhibit their poems and photos at Allpoetry.com and
flickr.com. It is from these two lively internet sources that they collected this
work, often by posting the photos in poetry writing competitions.

Thank you to all the photographers and poets who helped realize this dream of a
book that would be made available to the public at the base price lulu charges for
a book of full color (that is, at no mark-up and at no profit to the artists or
editors) as a gesture of promoting poetry and art in celebration of these cultural
landmarks.
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Sentinels...

made of play dough
stood guard over me
in the night

long before |
consciously knew

of Easter Island.

| lined them up

in circles

around my bed

drifting off into oblivion
knowing | was protected.

My hands only wanted

to make these figures

as though my imagination
was stunted by them.

How eerie it was

when | first saw them,

the Moai which guard the
ancient island.

Pennye Goins
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Could those lichen clad granite lips but speak, that stone formed countenance
call its features to contort,

Would you tell me faithful sentinel; On what dread Medusa did you cast those
unsuspecting eyes?

Or could your kin reveal, if their watchful eyes, unblinking, cold, steady, might
make an instant’s dark comfort,

What walks among us now, unknown, unseen, that dealt, to disguise its coming,
this fate to you fearful guardian?

Or is it in its coming we should birth our fear? Is this disguise your choice; to
garb your vigil in stone?

Do you set your eyes upon the future still ancient warrior, in waiting, and
watching, and waiting and watching.

Set hard against the wind’s keening knives and its spattering sea birds, braced,
tensed, hard glazed as cold as bone,

On what distant line do you set your unlidded guard, the shorefall, horizon, the
cloud skim, the stars?

Oh ancient ones, you timeless soldiers tensed yet bid be still in your readiness;
Hold ever fast,

Each muscle rock and sinew steel; quivering each unseen beneath that stony skin
aching, straining, for the call to battle,

Let me shelter in your lea; let me lay my face against the cold reassurance of your
ageless body at last,

To shelter for a moment the guttering candle of my frail and fleeting existence in
the wind shadow of your ageless sentries.
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For what foe would dare such enemy, such conflict, that against such an army
the first spear would throw?

Or dare your wrath my cold, heroic barbarians whose very body, cold
unwavering rock, is of the unyielding earth itself.

From time, through time, for time, still you wait, scanning the endless stellar
horizons for the black sails of an unknown foe,

Though yet - what invader would suffer your rage my selfless, stoic ancients,
when your very gaze itself might hold tight the gates of hell?

Michael C. Sullivan
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Watching, watching, ever watching...
We, Hotu Matu’a’s children,
breathing prayers to Make-make,
ranks of stone on Rapa Nui

silent, sighing, facing seaward

all our eyes now blankly dreaming
which once flashed like pearl and coral...
History has floated by us,

we have watched the spoil, the fallen,
all the passings-by and landfalls,
villainy and celebration,

lives and loves, and devastation,
ancestors forgotten, children

playing by the surf at twilight...
Where are all our lofty builders?



Gone across the endless ocean,
past the island of the seabirds

to the long land of the mountains;
fallen, crying in our grassland,
stricken, dying and forgotten;
mingled in the blood of strangers.
Now our prayer to Make-make

IS a secret incantation

whispered by the passing breezes,
guessed from seabirds’ idle crying,
known to skulls, to crawling beetles,
never from the living voices,

never from the shouts and laughter
of the folk from Rapa Nui...

They have passed into some quiet
island in the furthest sunset.

We, the Moai, standing, stoic,
blindly facing to the ocean

less in hope than desperation,
voiceless, lean and enigmatic,

with our ghost-eyes pearl and coral
watching, watching, ever watching...

Marie Marshall
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Why heads?
did their
they in

do was

it? What
Who was the fool who cut the last tree?
dead they
the killed
to honor Did the
Seeking one living.

soul
ask,

does

any of
this

make

sense?
Will
the

spirits

of the
past

approve
of our
folly?
One day, one man, one saw, cut the final tree. And that was the end.

Dennis Dawson



The men bring the nets back to shore

and watch the Birdman snatching eggs

again

and he'll be given blue-headed lizards, obsidian eyes,
and dust-caked women with beads, or discover

the coddled children by the Moai who are free
happy children, dark Chilean children

who are the sons and daughters of dark washerwomen
or the men who take the palms to the rocks who ask
MakeMake the secret of the Rapa Nui.

The scenery of acrobatic faces constantly

calm, like God laughing in the far distance.

They went to feed the mouth of God

and the loping children danced desperately

without a second thought and

so fierce

they reserved themselves as slaves.

It was the first time, the great first time

with a thousand spirits sent to the laps of great stones
and all of them were reduced to listening.
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MakeMake watched his Birdman fly
with an Englishman

into a fish that shone on the sea,

the blacks of boats a thick

and unforgettable stigmata.

Suspended in the long

song of silence, the Moai,

like chasing monkeys, pace the shore
crouched

amazed in the marvelous gathering
of the groaning inconsolable.

Terese Adler
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The sooty tern has spit out its eggs

on the big islet.

A clan chief sitting on six decades built

the Moai, sexless and conversing with

seven partners about the ritual.

He built them best and so his man

the original and ultimate one

the solitary soldier of his seed, his son

his son sets himself on the reeds

in the ocean, which is jealous of the temple and birds.
So the son, chest puffed like packed baskets,
gave himself to the waters, the reef,

the mature crown of land, sistered.

"My sooty tern! | carry your offspring

in my mouth like mothers."

And the priests drew him in basalt,

drew him as a birdman who delivers the litter
of the manutara from his own

unprotected courage.

The birdman, stuffed with sweet

potatoes and spice and the hot faces of fame
pressed against his skin,

parted kindness loud enough to hear

itself crack, parted it

for the reeds and palms and earth

of seven chiefs.

2=



The raged land spit them
all out.

Years later, the Moai toppling
like extinguished madmen
bear the crown of the islet

as small unanswering children.

Terese Adler

Marissa Neave



