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For several days in June, my city of Calgary underwent the largest evacuation order it has ever seen,

one of 33 communities in Alberta to declare a state of local emergency during the worst flooding in the
history of the province. As the rising waters engulfed homes, businesses, and much of Calgary’s downtown

core, the fact that economic and social activities interconnect with environmental processes was inescapable.

Despite the massive disruption to the city, extended power grid failures, damage to roads, bridges, and
CTrain transit lines, and with the municipal water filtration system struggling to keep up with the incoming
silt and debris, most Calgarians managed to resume ordinary life fairly quickly — at least, those who still had
homes. The total damage to this city and other Alberta communities, though, has become a long-term
problem. While announcing a preliminary $1-billion provincial recovery fund during the early stages of the
response, Alberta Premier Alison Redford commented, “I don’t want to scare people, but I want you to know
that when we talk about what’s going to happen, we’re talking about a ten-year plan” (“Alberta Flood”). The
thought of a decade long recovery is indeed sobering. Her statement, though, is actually more soothing than
it is frightening because it assures citizens that an eventual recovery will occur, while concealing the more
unsettling possibility that the next so-called “flood of the century” may happen before this envisioned ten-year
recovery has reached its conclusion. While climatology cannot predict individual events or determine whether
a particular storm is the direct result of climate change, it does tell us that increasingly severe weather events

will occur with growing frequency. In other words, as climate damages continue to accrue, we may never fully
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“recover” from a specific event or put the disaster “behind us” before the next one arrives. A statement that
envisions an uninterrupted process of recovery after a climate-related disaster is ultimately a statement of
climate change denial.
In July, Alberta country musician

Corb Lund released a tribute song for
\ victims of the flood called “Blood, Sweat &
Water,” in which he sings, “Come hell or
high rivers, come droughts or come
blizzards, the horses of Calgary will buck”
(“Corb Lund”). The lyric is a reference to
the social media slogan “Hell or High
Water,” which became an unofficial city
motto during the massive cleanup efforts in
the submerged Stampede Park. Sure
enough, the intensive restoration labour
allowed at least a reduced version of the
101" Calgary Stampede to proceed as
scheduled. Lund’s lyric captures the spirit
of resiliency that is necessary in the face of
such disasters, and speaks to the
spectacular results that come about when
the collective will of a citizenry focuses on
a singular pressing task. At the same time,
though, such statements and slogans

reinforce a deep social resistance against

the need to examine and modify everyday
behaviours. They declare a collective promise to replicate endlessly the cultural practices of the modern era,
even if this means fighting the shifting locations of floodplains and the limits of the earth itself. They
resolve never to change.

Change, though, is inevitable. Even the intensive mobilization of resources (the desperate extraction
of increasingly inaccessible fossil fuel deposits, the need for infrastructure to be replaced or moved away from
vulnerable locations, the demand for temporary evacuee shelters) needed to maintain “normalcy” as we
surpass ecological limits is itself a change from the previous norm. Just as our practices of negotiation with
environmental factors must adapt to new realities, so too do we have a deep need for adaptive cultural,

literary, and artistic statements that submit our cultural practices and assumptions to an ongoing process of
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questioning and change. We can usefully respond to climate disasters only if we dispel the notion of the
isolated event, and recognize droughts and storms as pieces of a larger climatic and ecological picture, one
that requires us to reevaluate which behaviours — which development and construction projects, which energy
policies, which food products, which collective visions of the future — continue to make sense, and which
ones are causing us harm. Silence on climate change is climate change denial. And when the costs of even a

single climate disaster are so high, denial should be called out as counterproductive.
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This double issue of The Goose invites thoughtful reevaluations of a number of topics. Derrick
Denholm’s excerpt from his forthcoming book on the rainforests of B.C.’s north coast offers an astonishing
insider’s look at the practices and dilemmas of the forestry industry. Examining the limitations of forest
ecosystem resiliency, Denholm shows why industrial forestry products are not as “renewable” as we might
like to think. His personal experience, detailed research, and self-conscious manipulation of syntactical
conventions cast new light on the implications that forestry practices have for social and environmental
justice.

Arn Keeling’s photo essay takes us into the abandoned mines of the Canadian North, providing a
window into the discoveries of a larger collaborative project that Keeling, an environmental historian, is
leading along with John Sandlos. Their work uncovers the ways in which mineral development is tied to

northern colonization, the dispossession of aboriginal communities, and long-term environmental impacts,
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revealing that even a “dead” mine lives on for inhabitants of the area.

Harold Rhenisch’s essay on the Similkameen Valley in B.C. is a meditation on the connections
between memory and place, drawing powerful links between the wars of the 20th century and the concepts of
nationhood, belonging, and exile that shape our relationship with the places where we dwell.

John K. Grande’s contribution is about the Earth Art show that he curated at the VanDusen Botanical
Garden in Vancouver in 2012, whose participating sculptors created “earth sensitive artworks as scuiptural
environmental prototypes for art-nature integration in the 21* century.” These artworks include Nicole
Dextras’ “Little Green Dresses” made from locally sourced plant materials, which encourage sustainable
fashion practices; Urs-P. Twellman’s “Earth Zipper,” which zips open the grass lawn surface of a park,
revealing the “naked earth” that lies beneath; and Chris Booth’s slow motion “Transformation Plant”
sculpture that will gradually open over a period of 30 years as the supporting wooden structures are broken
down by fungi. (You can see some of the preparation for the Earth Art show at
http /] www.youtube.com/ watch?v=30Bn3Uw3bhs.)

Beth Carruthers looks back at the pioneering eco-art SongBird project. Launched in 1998, SongBird
was an interdisciplinary cluster of art events and installations in Vancouver. Carruthers reflects on the chord
that the project struck with the public, and on its lasting implications for social conversations on
sustainability, culture, and artistic practice.

Landscape artist nik harron offers a look into his unique visual representations of the environment in
and around Kitchener, Ontario. Working from “mental photographs” that account for the history and
ongoing evolution of the landscape, he creates images that confront the human impact on natural places, yet
also bear witness to the ultimate transience of our own industrial landmarks.

Through a stunning set of images, Adam Simms’ photo essay documents the remains of outport
communities in Newfoundland that were abandoned after the Resettlement Act of 1965. The controversial
resettlement project uprooted entire communities in an attempt to concentrate Newfoundland’s population
into larger centres. Simms’ work suggests that this very process of abandonment “has shaped the
Newfoundland identity and defined a sense of home that is intricately tied to place.”

The poets featured in this issue are Fenn Stewart, Garry Gottfriedson, Rebecca Geleyn, Jesse Patrick
Ferguson, Ken Belford, Basma Kavanagh, Sandy Pool, Richard Skelton, and Autumn Richardson. Telling us
that “columbus squirmed out from his coffin / and renamed himself Monsanto,” Gottfriedson links the
imperial theft of Indigenous land during colonization with the contemporary corporate patenting of
manipulations to the genetic material that sustains us all. Kavanagh’s wetland poetry creates an intimacy of
engagement, where, mirroring our own sensations, “The pond skin puckers, shivering with pleasure,” where
gradually, but surely, “We are woven into the night, tightened into place.” Ferguson speaks to our
contradictory relationships with other creatures by holding the image of an overfed captive bullfrog up against

the mounting decimation of amphibian popuiations around the world, or by recounting his famiiy’s long fight
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against colonies of bees and wasps, leaving unspoken the haunting knowledge that today bees everywhere are
dropping dead as though sprayed with poison. Pool offers an excerpt from her recent book Undark: An
Oratorio, from Nightwood Editions, which takes on the voices of women hired early in the 20" century to
paint glow-in-the-dark watch dials:

Here, we lick

our iips, point brush tips, paint

dials in daygiow shades.
The revolutionary glowing paint is made from radium, and the women who performed this work developed
horrific radiation poisoning. Pool’s poetry exposes this history, leaving us to consider the deadly ties between

the rush to exploit technological innovations and the lasting impacts of environmental injustice.

~Paul Huebener

Cover photo of Canmore flooding by Dianne Chisholm
Calgary flood photography by Heather Brook

Works cited
“Alberta Flood Recovery Could Take 10 Years, Says Premier.” CBC News. CBC, 25 June 2013. Web.

“Corb Lund — Blood, Sweat & Water — A Song for Southern Alberta.” Corb Lund. Corb Lund, 12 July 2013.
Web.
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Garry Gottfriedson

5 Poems

Adam Simms

Unsettled: Newfoundland
{photo-essay}

Jesse Patrick Ferguson
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From Columbus to Monsanto

there are words for legal theft
like terra nullius

“property of the enemy
belonging to no one

and open for the taking”

it derives from the church’s theology
to take over the land and people

to authorize hysterectomies

to sterilize indigenous cultures

to become rich over indigenous bones

cardinal thoughts deem others inferior

as legalized theft is a western construct

stuffing the capitalist's mind full of cagey jargon
for the church

for the government

for the scientists

from an act of god

columbus squirmed out from his coffin
and renamed himself Monsanto

the larva that spewed the maggot

the flies that ate women’s carcasses

the cancers that killed men

the ghosts that drove children mad

like mengele, columbus and monsanto scientifically proved
that the manipulations of life form exists
and that science is a new religion called ‘greed’

it crawled out of the caskets containing their hearts
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and into minds that envisioned eternal take-over

the coronation of twins is expressed through patenting
a technique of dominance

a hybrid of genetically modified genomes

a construct of legalizing piracy

a writ hand-signed by monarchs, popes, presidents and CEOs

Indigenous people know

that guns and canons are now replaced with needles
and that business is owning a piece of nature

for the church

for the government

for the scientists

for the rich

terra nullius hides in the Jeckal and Hyde of man

clawing at the stitches that bind their corpses

living in memory as each country juxtapositions for rule and dominance
making up the rules for the evolution of greed

and finally, stomping on those who love their homelands
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In the Forest

peace turned up loudly

for a moment, the skins of pessimists were aware
and then boisterous clomping on forest floors shifted to
allegro and ballon on pathways over twigs
serenading butterflies with the blues

ears perked dog-like

straining for the chirp of birds

telescope eyes scanned bushes

on the lookout for bears stuffing their bellies

full of raspberries and strawberries

lulling spirit songs

out of honour

in respect of

because of pity

and then the forest falls

chainsaws and machines rip heavy metal music
trees drop

turn to planks

butterflies flee

die screaming

Chicken Little pummels from the sky polluted
worms boil to the surface of earth as evergreens plop
mountainsides slide into the river and become mud
salmon float belly up infected with parasites

black bears scavenge garbage bins

knee-bent tourists rummage the debris

click, click their cameras

believe they are one with the wild

until they are eaten alive

google can’t help anymore

gps has a virus
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there is no safe place on sea or land or sky

labourers scream to return to solace

drop their powered faces onto their oil layered hands
shame is the sound of money exported

angst is for the love of your company

peace dies of cancer



in a world gone soft when dogs bark

no self-respecting man gets warm hands
working as a corporate prisoner

the spine in our country labours off the land
and in the hands of indigenous folk
who are the root-diggers

who are the berry pickers

who are the hunters

who are the horsemen

who are the fisherman

who are the pharmacists

who are the healers

never walk the streets phone to ear
but know emotional and spiritual security
streams from the silence of land

and that wars are Wage(i against

who have become prime ministers
who have become presidents

who have become corporations
who have become millionaires
who have become slaves

who have become miners

who have become the greedy

all believe in ink and rage
when the dogs bark at night

in forests or cities death is inevitable

and war is a luxury you should be afraid to miss
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Rendered Natural

eradication began with pope alexander IV in 1492

divine will turned acts of piracy into charters and patents

the pope and monarchs laid
the groundwork for colonial extermination
of 72 million North American Natives

genocide deepened the pope’s love

canonical jurisprudence was the duty
that transcended ‘savages’ into the contraptions of copyrights
butchery, pilfering and confiscating resources were the first

patents rendered natural

eurocentric notions frame piracy

and drives their impulses

labour intensified theft is legitimized capitalism
since monsanto has replaced the princes’

their goal is to discover, conquer and own the souls of Indigenous folk

the duty to christianize is now interchanged
with the duty to commercialize
thus, the second coming of columbus is entrenched

with the utilization of biotechnologies

this means the gift is no longer a few beads, pots, pans and chickenpox
but cancer, the mass sterilization of women, and now men

the theft of children in the name of civilization

it is the gift of poverty
the bright lights of skid-row
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the men who drive by seeking whores in their own mothers
the penitentiaries stuffed full of Indigenous men, women and children

the barbwire that proves Indians are truly captured

it is the harpers, the presidents and popes of the world

who anxiously pimp their citizens in the name of economics

the desire has not changed since 1492
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Starkly Reverberated

cultural imperialism serves to
colonize and assimilate Indigenous thought

before extinction is achieved

for instance, Indigenous spirituality is a commodity
seized and put on the market by plastic medicine men

who want to save the Spirits before annihilation

the new agers caught onto
exploitation and expropriation

by way Of bOOkS and eiders

like scientists armed with scholarly declarations of war
ordained by poiiticaily correct gods

devoted strictly to claiming the Indigenous voice

and who are mandated by the government and church
to do so righteousiy and swiftly

the new agers were softly relentless

and SO, both the scientists and new agers began to
articulate and pursue the repackaging of Indigenous thought
marketing it with supremacy zeal

thus, white oppression perpetuates

it is ideological subordination

starkly reverberated

and it drives
economic and poiiticai authorities to
raise a bastard child named

cultural imperialism
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GARRY GOTTFRIEDSON, from the Secwepemc First Nation (Shuswap), was born, raised and lives
in Kamloops, BC. He is a self-employed rancher with a Masters degree in Education from Simon Fraser
University. He was awarded the Gerald Red Elk Creative Writing Scholarship by the Naropa Institute in
Boulder, Colorado, where he studied under Allen Ginsberg, Anne Waldman, Marianne Faithful and others.

His published works include In Honor of Our Grandmothers: Imprints of Cultural Survival (Theytus
Books, 1994), 100 Years of Contact (Secwepemc Cultural Education Society, 1990), Glass Tepee (Thistledown
Press, 2002 — nominated for First People’s Publishing Award 2004), Painted Pony (Partners in Publishing,
2005), Whiskey Bullets (Ronsdale, 2006 — Anskohk Aboriginal Award Finalist), Skin Like Mine (Ronsdale,
2010 — Shortlisted for the CAA Award for Poetry), and Jimmy Tames Horses (Kegedonce Press, 2012).

Gottfriedson has read from his work across North America, Asia and Europe, and frequently gives

creative writing workshops and lectures. His work has been internationally anthologized.

Photo credits: above, Lightning storm; below, refineries at night: Barry Ryziuk
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Fenn Stewart

3 Poems
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Virion Factory

Go to lakes, and seas and oceans 1.
Rescue the virus 2.

Take an interest in the ocean

Kill plankton 3.

Dead organisms sink into the deep 4.
Lock away their carbon for eons 5.

10 to 20 times longer: eons

Float free in the sea
You don’t need an electron microscope

You don’t need an ordinary light 6.

Hair structures light; the light

of fresh-water, of amoebas in the ocean

light is not a copy of an eon; it is not the sea
you cannot find a megavirus

you cannot find a megavirus in the deep

you cannot manifest the features of a plankton

every one is irritated by a single plankton
grow and grow and become a light

you need all these genes; these deep
attractive unsuspecting oceans

take over a thousand, virus

you need all these seas

copy yourself

invite a host cell

grow Hair-like structures

Attract unsuspecting amoebas

prey like mellifluous

like a hisgh-tide water-taxi drinking game
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you know, Similar features
Have over a thousand genes
g

like Fresh-water amoebas

And anyway Everyone is initiated from a single particle
Everyone Grows and grows and grows
everyone become a virion factory

this is Why you need all these genes

this is why you were found off the coast of Las Cruces
this is why you were recovered as part of a general trawl
in the ocean

for biology

for interest

I am Co-cultivate
I am some potential host,
I have one thousand genes,

I have them on my wall in a frame

My genes are grey or nefarious

Or attractive or not auspicious

and so I grew and grew and so I became virion factory
a single particle

the biology of my interest

a potential host

scraping of small cells

co-cultivate
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index to an homard

a crevice disproportionate, insensate
cold water is an argument: sweet meat
the language of real men is healthy or depraved -

and yet, I obtrude often on his pubiic molting.

with walking iegs he navigate this murk
but most unwisely he discards his swimmerets:

is this my own dislike — vivid sensation —

or a foolish hope, like daffodils, or krill?

curling and uncurling,
I carefuiiy exclude his giﬂs and mouthparts,
his gaudiness; my own inane

Phraseology

his strangeness, my awkwardness (o Catullus,
when he looks ‘round, with his attenae, for generai approbation —

such indolence? it almost kills me)

behold, the rustic life of a lobster. It is all bitter silt, all elemental feeling.
organic senility, continual reflux

(o sickiy and stupid consciousness

I am almost ashamed by the falsehood of shell and mud)

he is so curiously elaborate, so culpably particular

I duck his strictly true assertions

but greenish blood does circulate his veins

like sisters all alive o

& he’s carried all the while into my marvelous heart

he is an homard served to the naked dignity of man

and this sensation in his wings
his ganglia

it is my stapie food
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The Fish of Lake Ontario

drumlin kame moraines rebounding
it is all still gradual silt southwards
stonehooker

Dundas shale

an uncertain reservoir
a turbid shoal, corps allongé

soft, weak, Silurian

and zebra mussels in particular
a lamprey benzo[a]pyrene

the PCB is juvenile

can aramite stage lead?

in mirex the mercury streams carbon

where the chloride breeds

a secretion from his cavalry face
a tail entirely spotted

a slender silvery tongue

dancing loam

singing fish
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FENN STEWART reads and writes in Toronto. Her work has appeared in The Arcadia Project, Open
Letter, The Capilano Review, and ditch, poetry. She is the author of two chapbooks: An OK Organ Man
(above/ground, 2012) and Vegetable Inventory (forthcoming Ferno House, October, 2013). She holds a PhD
in Social and Political Thought from York University.

These poems originally appeared in An OK Organ Man, a chapbook published by above/ground
press in early 2012. The pieces in the chapbook were written in part through pilfering text from various
sources, including Philip Dormer Stanhope, Fourth Earl of Chesterfield, Thomas Hobbes, John Locke,
William Shakespeare, Friedrich Nietzsche, Voltaire, William Wordsworth, Wikipedia, Jonathon Amos, the
OED, Google, email spam, the Internet Anagram Server, and various websites about Lake Ontario, & its

fishes, & its pollution.

Photo credit above: L. Szabo-Jones

~

Rundle Bay, Canmore, Alberta Photo: Scott Cressman
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Adam Simms

Newfoundland

Unsettled
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During the summer of 2012, I photographed the relics of 12 abandoned outport communities that

fell under the 1965 resettlement act shortly after Newfoundland joined Canada as it’s 10th province. My
intentions were to document the traces of what was left behind, to experience the atmosphere of places that
once existed, and to explore the concept of home in relation to culture, identity and place.

The rugged Newfoundland landscape shaped and defined the livelihood of these communities; I
envisioned large schooners in the harbour, fishing boats out to sea, colourful staggered houses, and a strong
sense of community that depended on each other for survival. There was an overwhelming feeling of nostalgia
as I envisioned what these places were like, and what the culture of outport Newfoundland would be today if
these places continued to exist. It was impossible to be consumed by a romantic notion of space and time
before thoughts of houses floating across the ocean to their new destinations, nature reclaiming the landscape,
structures falling apart, and an immense sense of loss re-emerged the harsh reality.

I have dedicated my artistic practice to understanding the relationship between identity and place, and
like other Newfoundlanders, I still consider Newfoundland to be home after abandoning the province many
years ago. As memories of resettlement are embedded within all Newfoundlanders, I believe it is the process
of abandonment of the outport communities that has shaped the Newfoundland identity and defined a sense

of home that is intricately tied to place.
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ADAM SIMMS is a Montreal-based visual artist whose practice is rooted in contemporary landscape
photography. Inspired by the identity and landscapes of his Newfoundland origins, his work often constructs

narratives that contribute to the understanding of culture and place-based identity.

Adam has produced several photographic projects such as Unsettled (2013), Where Did you Come From To?
(2008), Washed-up (2009),Sublime (2010), and Newfoundland (2011). He has participated in solo and group
exhibitions, as well as public art installations across Canada. Adam is currently working on a project focusing
on the 1965 Resettlement Act of Newfoundland and how the abandonment of outport communities shaped
and strengthened the sense of identity in Newfoundland.

Alongside his exhibition record, critics have written about his work in publications such as Photographer’s
FORUM, The Montreal Gazette, The Montreal Mirror, Nor’'Wester, and Fugues. Adam is the recipient of
several grants from The Provincial Government of Newfoundland and The Federal Government of Canada
and was selected as a finalist in the Best of College Photography 2011 by Photographer’s Forum. To see more
of Adam's work go to: http://adamsim.ms/.
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Basma Kavanagh

excerpts from

One Moon in the Marsh
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Bats bob across the blue-dark like lures, tugged by hunger, turning and wobbiing, little ripples
ﬂowing out from each, inscribing air in eccentric rings. Peepers pierce the falling dark to breathe
through its weight. Sound and no sound overiap, an elaborate pattern forming from one thing
and its absence: peeping and not peeping, a binary, fingers knotting an intricate lace as wide as
the night, as long as the spring. What would night be without these instructions?

Toads sew the edges of the pierced darkness together with the straight stitches of their trills. They
climb on top of one another to grip its soft cylinder, slip egg after egg in strands between each
stitch, beading night’s dark seam. Raccoons come crunching from the woods, down from tree
crotches that held them through bright, uncanopied afternoons. They fan out, chirping and
quarrelsome, nimbly grasp the lacy tube along its length, cast the net of night into the river. They
hook their fingers in its fabric, drag it to the muddy bank, heavy and twinkling with smelt, trout,
stars.

They wash their fish at the water’s edge, a fresh sheet of darkness pierced while they work. Sharp
teeth snap little threads of bone, furred chins silvered with fish and water.
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V.

The evening smells tart and damp-earthy, like sorrel and mushrooms. Peepers crank up, make a
mesh of sound. Red-winged blackbirds trill and burble, tightening dusk to itself. Rana pipiens
snores, and pipes. Grasses whisper up, push flowers from their rolled sheaths of leaf. Mute
constellations of Amelanchier flowers glow against blood dark leaves. The water’s still, blank

surface ripples to life with the dab-dab of minnows feeding.
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XI.

I descend the raccoon trail through jewelweed and wild cucumber skeletons to the water, startle a
green frog, wait for dusk, listening, listening. “Two days of wind and rain,” trill the toads. A
mosaic of broken cattail leaves, round seedcases and a ground of duckweed decorates the pond’s
northwest shore, ﬂoating piazza for amphibious sprouts. Sodden spirit faces peer from each tall
Typha wand. Minnows swarm at the shoreline—luminous, blue-grey, moon-colored. They
Wriggle under detritus, ﬂop in shallow water, nab their otherworld prey. A lone Bombus bumbles
past, working late.

The sun emerges from a snarl of clouds for a moment before it sets, turns everything rose-orange.
The pond skin puckers, shivering with pleasure. Bufo and Bufo harmonize tremolo, amoroso.
Their little rattles of flesh ripple with longing, a tenderness bordering bliss drawn from pouches
of night air. That little bird who sounds like a peeper—the sora—its sad kyaa-kyaaa, pealing.
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XVIIIL

Gusts silver the water. The little skunk cabbage cousins— Calla pa[ustris—suddeniy bloom, leaves
up, cupped towards the green—white beaded spadix wrapped in its bright white spathe. A
kingfisher swoops, chitters, circles, doubles back to a bare branch, elastic-stringed as a bat. His
branch disappears in the dim iight, then his blue feathers. Only the white collar shows with a
Cheshire-cat gleam.

A changeable sky. Whitish 1ight bounces suddenly before darkness settles. A pair of geese ﬂy
loudly over, but don’t stop here for the night. A bat labours with duck-like intensity against the
wind. A clump of new reeds nibbled to nubs, their foamy interiors exposed. Wind genties the
peepers for a moment, leavening the cries, making them porous. We walk in and out of wefts of
song, dense, doubled, trebled. We are woven into the night, tightened into place, shuttled by
blackbirds flitting energetically from tree to brush, clump to clump of aquatic plants. Toads snug
the warp, nudge us, pry a few threads from the fabric, wrap them with glistening strands song,
egg, sperm; the sqoij of sqoijuiku’s doing their important work, birthing the season from moist

bodies, naming the moon.

BASMA KAVANAGH is a Nova Scotia visual artist and poet currently based in Brandon, MB.

One Moon in the Marsh consists of a prelude and 28 short parts, written during nightly visits to a wetland
during the month of May (2011 and 2012). Basma has a published collection of poetry Distillo (Gaspereau).
She has exhibited and published her work in Canada and internationally.

Photo credit: Basma Kavanagh, “Cups” from her art installation Bio/Poiesis exhibited at the Art Gallery of
Southwestern Manitoba from 20 June to 19 July, 2013.
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Waxwing in Hawthorn (with Apologies)

Sticking to the city snowblowers’

freshly cut swaths through snow banks,

I was homing toward my warm apartment.
When I stalled and dug out

my notebook to write you down,

I could have cut off my hand,

should have plucked out my eyes

and packed them on ice,

better yet, left just the eyes

and put away the rest.

I guess what I'm trying to say

is that I want that I should be left out

of what 'm saying, that there not be
something cute or clever

about the human condition

hidden in your plumage, which just then
was completely full of December sunlight,
siightiy puffed up, it would seem,

against the cold that numbed my fingers.

So. There you are: Bohemian Waxwing
trilling the frosted branches of that Hawthorn,
chatting up your mates in the next tree,
self-sufficientiy heiping yourself

to the clustered red haws.

Your throat and crown the colour of peaches
sliced by two black stripes swept back

from your noisy beak, right there

and there across the eyes.

Dull crest, but bright flashes

of canary-yellow at tail- and wingtip.

Wings otherwise grey as wet asphalt,

road salt on boot rubber, an old man’s beard.
Or, better yet, as the wings

on a Bohemian Waxwing.

Right. There you are.
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The Coleman Frog

Museum specimen now, the Coleman frog lies