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ARCTIC MELT.

By Patricia Young

“We can't even describe what we're seeing.”
Chair of the Inuit Circumpolar conference.

They began to appear in nameless droves.

Fabulous creatures flicking their silver fins and ancient jewels.

A long lost mythology? Weird migration?

They lurched onto the tundra like bawling infants,

announced themselves with the subtlety of a brass band.

Wave upon wave, antlers vibrating, tails ablaze.

Who? we asked. Who are you?
One day they weren't there and the next

they were moving toward us with the speed

of a birchwood forest. We gathered to mourn

those passing swiftly into memory, the polar bear and arctic seal.

Time cracked. The century was thinner than ice.

We had 1200 words for reindeer but not one

for hornet, robin, elk, salmon, barn owl.

Try to understand: we had never seen a barn.

Never stepped into such a cavernous space.

We had never stepped into such a cavernous space.

Try to understand: we had never seen a barn.

Hornet, robin, elk, salmon, barn owl.

We had 1200 words for reindeer but not one for

a century thinner than ice.

Time cracked.

Swiftly into memory: the polar bear and arctic seal.

We gathered to mourn those passing

with the speed of a birchwood forest




o e E W

The new ones moved toward us. 2
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One day they weren't there and the next -- RAE: RAIMNEK LTS

Who? we asked. Who are you?
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TEMPORARY, A LAMENT
By Barry Dempster

Mist rises off the hyped green lawn

like a side effect, the morning sickly,

a headache of grey clouds. Buddha says
to love this too, every microcosm,

let the clammy seep through your bones
on its way to the soaked absolute.

And so you wring yourself dry again

and again, a pink washcloth smothering

a fever. You welcome the possibility

of flood, the entire planet

flowing through in soggy twosomes,
from earthworms with their liquid wriggles,
to those raindrops in the shapes of wrens.
You keep an open mind about everything,

enter the mist as it's entering you.

Later, the day finally repainted, you

drag a deck chair out to the delphiniums

to snatch a bit of sun, and realize

that this too is only passing through.

Buddha giggles the love word again.

In this relationship, it feels like

you're just supposed to lie there and let yourself
be fondled and stroked. Something is tickling
your balls, no, wait, it's your earlobe, and it's more
like a scrape. You're definitely a bottom,

six feet under all the blooms of mist, all the sun-

strings tying themselves to meaningless breezes.

Just once you'd like to reach up out of yourself
and hold on, like a kid squeezing a balloon

as it shape-shifts towards emptiness. Grab

the mist by the back of its straggly neck.

Slip a finger into a crack of sun

until it expands into a full-fledged flame.

Be bold, be possessive, tie Buddha into

knots, say no, you're meant to be mine. Of course,
this will achieve nothing but misery,

but your misery nonetheless. You and it

can sit under the moon tonight, the sky
offering no commitments. Call it friendship,
or dialogue, or heavy petting. It will feel
sublime for moments out of time. And then

it will feel reneged, like nakedness

revoked in the robes of a shooting star.
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TOPOLOGY
By Adam Dickinson

Which of these are equivalent:

a cup with a handle,
anight of drinking,
abloody nose?

Figures deform into each other

given certain assumptions.

A parasite can make a rat careless
in the proximity of cats.
Some lives require

more than one body.

Whose ends do decisions really serve?
Cat-shapes jump from the shadows.
All the vertices are even,

shock doesn't depend on what's new.

* A CAT scan may contain
as little as four different colours
hat no regions touching are alike.

at has no inside,
e.
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N | C k of the moments that would not, would not linger
after we unzipped the bright teeth of, and laid aside

By Eric Miller

the unbroken night of our leather jackets.

Sometimes the friendship of demons is salutary.

Demonic, Nick, you wereand my friend. }:, ?E

I didn't conjure you. You conjured me, as though B

Mephisto felt the need of a passive, conscript Faust BE: Bhu. KH

to authenticate his audacity in the night of the city. ﬂ ];;é . ﬂﬁ I ’-x» TZ ( J]l] % j: g ﬁﬁ\ g )

Oh, [ might assume your costumebituminous

jacket, jeans, arson-coloured shirtbut when o
I, BRI A A 3
Je ., MOEEEE, HERMMA.

you wore it you gleamed like something freshly

stepped frorr.l the forge ofl?ell with the fading fires TR ¥ F B AW, R AT B %

making you just tolerable in your glamour BESE A, R A R 2 T 1 T

to the earthly girls you met. Your smile was infernal, Sk AIE S A 75 38 i 2 7 o B e

e T 5 kAR 0 e € S AR

merely the emblem of opportunism Y\ K T A

not without conscience. Your smile instead PRI T R, A% N R B W ok — kE

sidestepped conscience, touching it lightly NN K6, TE K

on the shoulder and charming it and saluting it A5 PR I8 WL 1) A5 2 B 4 i 52 R (4 Rk T .

with an epithet by which it felt warmed, temporarily. YR EIT SRR A BT,

How women fell for you! At every club KRSRIF, il i, (L2 B AT AT I
A AL 3 3 1 2%

they clung to you, whereas I was always found

FAEBA R, RGN R, SEHERm,
ek, e S,

by a demure girl, a girl with hopes and blockages

whose conversation was the body I pressed 25 N UL T 140 5 W 0 405

while a quivering body almost speechlessly L AT Uk TR 7Ef e o,

folded into you, and opened. I was fairly good A R A e A, T R R Lot A R T
and you were, to adopt a weak, wrong R A EE N ER,

locution, bad, but we required each other. Bt B4 A R R SR T .

Those nights recur to me as bridges, hoardings, gates, AN ECRE 1) B A1 4K 0 18 b s AR 78 1R a0
girls, infinite walks without fatigue RIG AR T K .

Tkt Rap, REMAERS, A%, RIE,
EHHATHHAG R .
V2 RO E R L, B, EAS, KT, K,

into eclipse slick with sliding lustres, blanks
relieved by rivets, bylaws, midges, graffiti,

coarse obiter dicta that context refined, grand 519 B T A 11 98 45

ideas whose grandeur shadow magnified, parodied, SO T I T, A A AT
ancient occasional stars, viewless utopian architecture, R, ki,

metabolism so rapid that nutriment, it seemed, B By, BEOMIGEEAREmEEAR,
flew into us the way successive streetlamps SRS, ZikER, UHREGNE,
liquefy on a midnight windshield's surface. S B R WA, RS FEIRE N,

Before our appetites, their objects gratifyingly loomed FRBHIR dn b 2 e, 538 R Uit AT
MIELE AW R B AT, BALTES &8 k.
RN E AT, HEsSAWEmEL I,
TR EEARAT, PRI,

JRET S, B RATRE T

halfway into us, halfway beyond us,

intimate and independent as our shadows.

Not evil. Rather something alongside morality

HARA K, W2 HIEMEEAT AR
-~ AR 25 S B R b R T R R
i WL HAT,

i BRI, AT R, EIRE A,

ariver of heathen hell where you went boating
and took me for excursions, needing me

As witness, contrast, ballast, mnemonic friend
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5 R AR AN B I S5, 2. ==

AR RB M B S IRAE — S Growing pains occasion painful beauty. k

A L A e 7 B B 2 Could there be a king Tantalus #
whose reaching is repletion A
as here where the crack willow extends its bough,

i*: shaking, rippling to consummate foreplay

LRERL, Ri#odd, XRL (06N though its prime mover, the wind, absconds,
AR RGXH eloping with abysmal azure?

2 RBM%, M EeLt T EER (Fawer)
R A S EE T Y B

S TR, rheidk BAAFEAATER
£AE REIZHARLFAERRA NG

And, dead though it appears,
spotted with its own bark's defection,
the willow splinters, vivacious, wistful

like eyes tears have rarely ever left.

Leaves split and, liberating damp tracts of nakedness,
clothe the world's more extensive,
desolated nudity, dress the peeled eye:

we witness the very operation

A snail trail glistening after by which Ariel was tweezered
from the heartwood of old torment
Eric Mlller and music falls from the air
By Eric Miller among shadows sophisticatedly

1 outfitted by new leaves.

The snails ride into sight again, 3

war-horses of patience at a stretch . .
The wind's lovemaking touch all over us

dimly budding gluey care .
. . . we cannot reciprocate, yet such largesse
into probationary air
rolled across our nerves
ennobles our failure

with the thought and the feel

of such varicoloured flashing.

and the worms, long and little,
move laden in glint through puddles
like hands on love, slowly

where what is earth and what is water . ,
We want to have and hold the weather's inner snail-shell lustre

remains intractably debatable in the tepid light.
¥ piaiis against which our senses clutch as hopelessly as a Sisyphus

who loves his stone as his sweetheart.

And among diminutive leaves, .
Bright, sap-and-sweat-patched,

smelling of brok 1
- roken rufes the darling ball rolls away.

where the enamored hide their games, ; : : 5
. . But even its weight again relapsing
the foliate warblers invent . . .

imparts glistering

thei 1 high rupt dti
eir songs along high ruptures and tips shudders of delight.

and at the same time

in the music-naming mind . ) . .
5 . Isn't erosion bliss to the falling riverbank?
where remembrance and oblivion

look each other softhard

and soft and hard

once more in the cloudy mirror of the ear.
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Wedding Poem

for Anne and Winthrop
By Ross Leckie

It is only driftwood but something
in the crook of the branch and the way

the lick of the wood resembles flame

makes you pick it up and carry it home.
Its fingers grasp the fire of ocean

and the smell of its salt, a strand of

seaweed snagged and drying on its bole.

No longer having the weight of wood,
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it springs lightly in its cantilever,

as if in its grainy twist it remembers
birdsong and the delicate scratch of feet.
As you pass it back and forth to each other

your fingers touch and you sense
that the whorls on your fingertips
are an imprint of a quotidian faith

in the comings and goings of drift.
In the nub of the wood there is
a knot, that looks like a slip knot

tied by a sailor. You like to place
your hands on the density of the knot
and its smoothness burnished by the tide.

There is something in the way
it releases itself in sunlight
that pulls the knot the tighter.
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MOSAIC
By Jennica Harper

The big picture

is made of many small ones.

Walking on Robson

I hear the click, and turn

to see two Japanese girls, pleased
with their composition.

I'm what they'll ignore

in the background.

If the world's photographs

were laid out in one giant mosaic,

would we come together

to form one face?

One blurry-eyed traveller

*

Ablurry-eyed traveller. You woke
again after not really sleeping.

I know insomnia isn't romantic, but it's one
of those things that's beautiful until it's you.

Our holiday bed is smaller than the one at home;
aroom that's all window and no blind.
We do not know ourselves

out here in the country. We are blank.
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*

We are blank in this C(;untry.
All passports and “please” and pride
at being unlike the other.

We love that we are the other.

We other each other.

We like our anonymous faces.

*

We, like our anonymous faces,
numbly walk the streets.

Going places, finding addresses,
waiting in line — other people
are an inconvenience to be
tolerated. Otherwise, who
would take our tickets?

Clean our toilets?

Develop the photos?

*

No one develops photos now.
~ They save, resize, crop,
de-red-eye.

Anything to avoid a surprise.
It is a world without a double chin.

The light is perfect.

*
The light is perfect in that it focuses;

centres; composes. Eliminates

the strangers in the background.

Eliminates the background

so there is only what we know.

*
This is what you know:

your face next to my face

in aroom filled with light.

Yours is built of wedges.
Mine with bulbs: cheeks that bloom.

In photos we're mysterious.

We constantly double-take

My hair's that dark?

When I'm thin I look more like Mom.
Do I always look so surprised?

Th~e answer is yes, always yes.

Our answer is always yes.

To each other. To the photographer
who wants us to look happy.

Yes we will act candid for you,

Japanese girls.

Yes, we will be part

of the big picture.
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Fin-De-Siecle
By Chris Hutchinson

No tears. You can't entreat this feeling

to come forth, to lift above your oesophagus and

turn to fluid grief. Your tongue is chalk and the air,

the reverberating crystal of a wine glass someone rubs
a wet thumb along, a hum whose colour eclipses

these thin conversations about sex poorly disguised
as cultivated desire. This all takes place at a party
constantly played-out in some future time you have
invented, where your present needs have been replaced
by deep-seated and trivial regrets. Your guests

wear the occult glow of the well-fed and spiritually
tormented. What no one sees: In the mirror above

the bookshelf where the Poetical Works of Keats

decomposes
to blonde motes of dust, a shadow grows of your body
as it appears today, as dark water light gutters over

from a moon made of salt, a moon of fear, a hollow
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form the night runs its cold thumb along

as a single violin plays its single note

across the years.
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BECOMING
By Chris Hutchinson

Thrown headfirst
from the astral plane

the newborn dead

mistake the rushing wind
for a hand to keep them
safe, suspended.

At least this is how
I'll speak of it, unwilling
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to say goodbye:

Clouds like doors closing
and unclosingit seems

absurd to wonder why.

Meanwhile the living softly
procreate in the mollusc-dark,

creatures curled

in sorrow, devoted
to the world concealed

inside the world.
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FIGARO In your version of Figaro,
the one where Mozart goes mad, almost
By Barry Dempster everyone dies clutching their genitals

With apologies to Mozart

and his fumbling, foolhardy

Figaro, love is not a farce.

You sit there in the giggly audience
and watch as cads and cuckolds
hunker down behind cardboard trees,
sorrow on its knees like a trick

pony. They laugh because they know
that stage hearts are always fixed, some
kind of instant lacquer, the mystery
of desire hidden beneath

a shiny silk cloak. One quick sweep,
voila, the truth be told: delirious

ever after.

In real life, he can't sing a note,

and has the nerve to topple things

when you're both naked and supposedly
abloom. And her lies don't come with
giant winks or fingers tied up

like bows behind her spot-lit back.
You're on your own when the curtain
tumbles, just a vague few notes stuck

in a corner of your cheek. How '

to go home to an empty answering
machine. How to sleep when a fractured
piece of your heart keeps rolling around

your chest.

You wonder if any of your

sobs have hit high C,

if aria and whimper

originate from the same mouth.

To treat yourself like an opera,
sunken orchestra and all, Poor

me, Poor me echoing through the halls.
Every breath, a performance, a
projection to those far away

seats where the dead sit perplexed.
Is there a healing in the house?
Asilly, meaningless tune? Once
upon a scene you were a lover,
now you can hardly bear to sit

and watch.

like open wounds. No-one gets out

of here alive -- your favourite

cartoon. The last note warps

into a scream and the stage trips

over an invisible wall. You may

end up with someone faithless

in your arms, but you can always hum
him or her to sleep before quietly slitting
their throats
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The Critique of Pure Reason
By Ross Leckie

Is it that it is pure, that it is driven, that it is snow?
Snow in the reeds where I stand

as subject, as simple subject, as identical subject

in every state of my thought.

Winter cups its hands into time and freezes

itinto a skim of ice. Time is partly opaque,

its pack of crystals occluding knowledge of the weeds.
They are at the bottom of the pond, beyond desire.

This is neither elegy

nor ode. Itisice marked by the skate-edge of time.

I stand by my thoughts, here, at the edge of reason.
There is open water out toward the middle of the slough,
where the water birds congregate.

Iwas achild in a photograph. I was the ancient of days.
I was the man who didn't have a ticket,

who waited outside, waiting to glimpse the performers
glissando from stage door to the waiting limousine.

It happened in the theatre of the trees,

hovering in shadow, possibility and impossibility.

It is telos of snow. I had to wait to hear the whole song,
because reason is shaped that way,

it has that kind of beauty, categorical. Look at the graph

the ridge of the mountains make and there you will see it.

It is more accurate than true and more true than accurate.
The pond is in the shape of an 'O' and if you make an 'O' of your mouth
in the moment before you sing your solo, then there is the surprise

that you know its entirety as it knows the entirety of itself,
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the song you can't get out of your head.

But there is no song in the world of reason, just the cry
of a bird, just the breeze in the tree tops.

In the quiet I can almost hear the rustle of reciprocity.
I expected it all to be reasonable, but I stood there

in the snow; we were reasonable beings,

the pond and the imagination caught in the ice,

the cattails and the wind of my breath,

the necessity of ice and the contingency of reason,

the inalterable temper of antinomy.

The pages are opening into the fields and the trees are pure reason.
There is the intelligence of spruce needles, the way
they interlock and the way they enclose space

and make it intimate, the way they brush the snow,

and in the snow, at this moment, time is all [ have

to contemplate sunlight's interrogation of shadow

and the encroaching night's critique of sunlight

and that is how I know two plus two.
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Ripe
By Susan Elmslie

Silence is quicksand.

What you didn't say.

His face searching for words,

searching and flummoxed. You heard

small creatureschipmunk, mouse,

gecko, voleskedaddle into the underbrush,
clearing the path ahead of him, as he went off
to gather his thoughts.

Left to your own devices, you take an apple.
Turn it in your hand, polishing away

the bloom. It smells like new words.

You cut it, and the free half falls

over, tight as a tumbler in the Chinese circus.
Mirrored in the blade, a serrated smile.

You quarter it, and the second cut sounds

as different from the first

as one footfall from the next, the lion

and the lamb. A pithy argument, accusation.
In each quarter is the face of an owl: dark eyes
unblinking.
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Er war anders als wir
By Mitch Parry

In the photo you are a hunched bundle on the verge

of flight or collapse. Tight collar, wool, close-cropped hair.

The decorum of the age barely squeezes you behind




