vancouver-courtenay-calgary by George Browning
The ocean
is the last thing
to think of
leaving Vancouver
 
to the Island
offshore up to Sunshine
Coast where shells
sprout out of the water
 
like eggs in chicken nests
pluckt, eaten all
in an hour.
A thing taken
 
for granted this time
of year. But
think: next year
we will live across
 
the Rockes: earth
will be the largest concern.
A thin trickle of water
cuts thru cow country mud.
 
Shrimp sells for
three dollars a pound;
sunshine is dry with
wide white mountain clouds.
 
The plains
are ever present
to the eye
looking back, smooth as water.



Progress by Emma LaRocque
Earth poet
So busy
weaving
magic
into words
 
so busy
placing
patterns
quilting
stars
so busy
making
the sun
dance
so busy
singing
your songs
in circles
so busy tipping
moons
in dreams
 
Earth poet
so busy
touching
the land
scape
mad modern man
must make me
look at
cold steel spires
stealing earth and sun
dance.

To You Who Would Wage War Against Me by Kateri Akiwenzie Damm
I.
there are many lines
you have not traced on my palms
still
you think you know me
 
when i speak
you nod knowingly
as if
you've already read my mind
and are only politely acknowledging
the confirmation of my spoken words
 
II.
but you cannot possibly know
what i've been contemplating
these days
 
my head is full of blood
but you show no fear
and i do not trust my hands
which feel to me like stones
 
you do not cower when i approach
though i am like a runaway train
and i can hear your voice
cool and steady
while my brain screams profanities
into the air around your ears
 
our past has given you no reason
to be afraid
but still i am surprised you cannot see
the danger burning brightly in my eyes
the fire i am struggling to control
 
III.
as i sit stewing in the kitchen's false
light
with tears my daughter
comes to me
frightened by what she cannot see
afraid tonight to sleep
 
i hold her in my arms
singing soft words of comfort
feeling her heart beat quickly
beating against my chest
knowing before i can think
that i have forgotten us
for our stupid little war
 
knowing in the incandescent light
that anger will never move me
as delicately as she has moved me this
night
 


The Heroes You Had as a GIrl by Bronwen Wallace
The heroes you had as a girl
were always three grades ahead of you
taller than the boys in your own class
taller even than your brothers
and the layers of muscle ripening
under their thin shirts and jeans
made your palms itch
for something you didn't know how to explain
but wanted to sitting with your girlfriends
in the hot dry grass
at the edge of the parking-lot
where all day Saturday they worked on their cars
hunched over the greasy mysteries of their engines
occasionally raising their heads
their eyes flickering
to where you were included
as part of the landscape
 
Sundays they practised more dangerous manoeuvres
till your eyes stung with the smell
of oil and burning rubber
and once they built arches of flaming
orange crates you remember them spinning
through the air when one car missed
remember the screams that burned your throat
before you realized no-one was hurt
your voices fluttered like foolish birds
on the wild currents of their laughter
 
and now twenty years later the hero
who drove that car returns as unexpectedly
as the memory and just as out of place
you watch him study a display of bathroom fixtures
in the hardware department of Simpsons-Sears
he's grown fat and balding
and you think how easy it would be
to walk right over tap him
on the shoulder say hello
remember me and if he didn't
you could laugh it off
at least you've kept your figure
that's not what stops you now
though something does
and as he walks away
you can feel the dry grass biting
the backs of your legs the uncomfortable
angle of your knees as you sat just so
practicing your own dangerous manoeuvres
not being noticed not noticing
the other girls forgetting their names
the shapes of their faces reddening in the sun
(though you remember those burning arches)
your throat tightening again around those foolish screams,
you think you could explain it now
and that's what stops you
knowing you want nothing less
than for him to turn
peel off his shirt to show you
burn scars on his chest
and in the sullen landscape of his eyes
you want the faces of those girls
your own among them burning
brighter than any fire




Is the Pathetic Fallacy True? by Elizabeth Brewster
When I was a child
the stones were living.
Hot under my hand, they felt like flesh,
and sands slipped through my fingers
with a caress.
 
Yes, everything was alive;
 
the clumsy, roaring wind
stepped on the flounced pink dress
of the apple-tree,
tearing it to shreds
 
the puffed cheeks of clouds
 
the brook with its pebbled tongue
and the hoarse old grave old sea
its gravelly song
 
and earth itself
a brown warm girl
turning and tanning in the sun.
 
All false, all wrong,
somebody told me:
Winds are not lovers,
clumsy or gentle.
There's no blood
in stones,
no tears in water.
 
Nevertheless
sometimes lately when I touch a chair or table
I think I feel atoms stir
under my fingers
 
and at night in dreams I hear
the small remote voices of grains of dust
or the inaudible whispers of stars
 
as they will speak to me some time
when I lie with the living grass above me
and the wind my old lover
singing me to sleep
 
and to wake
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