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Lily

A woman sets out to discover why ghosts wear clothes. They appear at her
bedside: bereft maidens in gauzy consumptive gowns, broad-hatted river boat
gamblers, Civil War veterans with their heads wrapped in bandages. Did their
clothes die too? Or did some spiritual adhesive render their robes indelible - like
red dye on a thief’s hands?

One sun-scoured day, while walking in April snow, she sees a plane crash in a
nearby field. Spirits rise in the smoking wreckage. Their breaths blow lilies on the
air. That night the woman dreams she is in a huge warehouse with walls of clouds
and a skylight that opens upward forever. Naked spirits are everywhere, wandering
around fingering silks, trying on cloaks, tunics, kaftans. Adorning wrists with
bracelets, feet with golden sandals. They chatter among themselves, ignoring her.
Some walk through her; all she senses is a chill, astringent swish. The voyeur
within her spins with earthbound guilt. She wakes shivering to find her bedroom
window open, shawls of mist enshrouding her, soft and chaste as a nun’s robe,
caressing and kind, clean as the world’ first lily.
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john barton

FASHIONISTAS
OR WHY WE STOPPED BAREBACKING

for Marcus McCann

These days, happily, I keep
myself under wraps, a filmy reserve

coating me in a cling-free glow
reflective of sun-struck apples
or salmon steaks beginning to thaw.

‘What allure under denim

with a shirt still fresh from the iron
any lingering urgency sealed coolly within.

At last call, it makes men who can’t leave want to
undo me, a hostess gift or an after-hours snack
but sitting back at your place with a default

beer not dumbing down foreplay, how can I
forget myself in your designer darkness

my clever little skin all a-crinkle

glittery as you strip me of everything but

an instinct to love and a few heady inhibitions?

Fear shrink-wraps desire, leaves nothing
to error, dispassion custom-fit to the age

your day-timer pulled from a bedside drawer
my comings and goings logged with a wristwatch.

Eased up and contained by me, you push inside
limits our modernity may stretch

taut for us. Not once do we kiss after Reid McLachlan
Tomorrow
medium, oil on canvas

and skip breakfast: nothing gets out, nothing gets in. W redeanoes.ca/reid
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Cave Paintings

Suppertime arrives, merciful exit wound.

All afternoon, time’s directive abandoned us,

the clock’s pendulum drumming side to side in its box,
an ineffectual wrecking ball.

In the stone house in Burgundy

- even in France it can happen!-

my father and I are at loose ends,

unable to get a hold

for no reason beyond the ordinary.

A thunderhead of flies funnelled

through the doorways, landing
on sills and mantels, a tease of punctuation -
periods, quotation marks.

I killed a few, just in case,

for a spark that didn’t catch.

My father and I tried three times

to make conversation, put yeast into the air.

Really, we launched questions.

Finally, seated at supper, I report

on cave paintings, the sum

of an afternoon reading New Yorker back issues.
I’ve only visited undecorated caves,

but all caves go black when the flashlight’s dropped,
the sightlessness more pure than blindness.

Sacred iconography, teenagers’ doodles, maps

to hunting grounds - what I know now

is there’s no unifying theory.

As we talk, my father, who by virtue of age
has had more seasons of despair than I,
opens the table’s single drawer for matches
and lights the oil lamp on its hook.

The firelight hovers over us, a yellow circle

chalked on stone. A parachute.

The American Everyday Dictionary (1955).

the dictionary\s gone wild burst its seams
five hundred pages loosed
from a brittle spine a stack rather than a book

the preface (top of the heap) declares it an instrument
by which exact understanding in language is achieved
I'long
for such surgical clarity
but I am no one without longing

the book called to me mute cacophony
from a battered table at a church bazaar
its ragged pages already edging
toward the effable

I collect
lowly objects the near-forgotten helpless
chipped pitchers  rheumatic eggbeaters
wool socks gasping  for a mend I restore
utility it’s how I love

but there’s been violence:
red ink penned by a hand that trembled
from despair  or titillation silliness need
circles the word
prostitute
no concern for the definition a beheading!

but in the esses
a long single hair  with wave
laughs

across Stivvup stitch  stout-hearted

suturing the gash
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Dragonfly

high noon

Dragonfly
on my back

third time around hand-me-downs
already ready for one more wash
if I ever take them off;

lollygagging down

creek ridden sandy paths of
green and sepia scenes in
white sandals

strapped around socks;

plucking Raspberries from fallopian branches
amid Milkweed and Monarchs,

shimmying, reddening
nettle tickled calves;

crimson sky
burns low

moss-covered fallen logs and boulders:
a jungle gym of fallen heroes;

sinking, slipping, sliding
the muddy mounds of ploughed fields;

nibbling white, pink and purple petals:
a flossy, afternoon snack;
another quick moment of curiosity quelled;

freckles deepen, cluster

birds chime in with the
train,
whistles on time,

faithful dog and cake pan of berries,
pockets full of Quartz and Shale and Arrowhead

armed

with an era,

and a dragonfly

at peace

with the darkening dusk.
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City Crow

Take it off? he yells
and I dim the lights, edge
slowly toward the window.

Though it’s dark outside and I
can’t tell where this voice is
firing from, I know

this is the guy who taunted
me as I savoured a cigarette on

my balcony: Hey bitch! Suck on this.

And on Thursday night when
I couldn’t sleep and ventured out
to admire the moon I heard:

Show me your tits! But when 1
peered across all I could see was
an iron screen of balcony rails.

Should I leave the curtains
closed? Give up smoking? Stop
staring at the sky?

I decide to turn into a crow,
soar through darkness, find out
where he lives

and as he opens his wide
rude mouth, stick my beak
in and rip his tongue out,

fly off and let it drop
under an ambulance, racing

through the city.

On Cleaning

I'm in love with lemon polish, the knife-edge
gleam of a bathroom mirror, linens stacked

in uniform rows. I make a checklist every day

and put each thing in its proper place because every

object has one: a coat has a hanger, not a chair

a glass has a cupboard, not a counter, and dishes

are never left to drown in a sink full of greasy water.
Although I tried once to ignore a stain—the one

we left on my carpet—I couldn’t resist scrubbing

it out right away. I'm relentless as I hunt for dust

that lurks in places where no one can see it, but I know
it’s there because I can feel it. This is why

I lift up furniture and clean with a vacuum so loud

it makes my one-room apartment shake: every cropped
picture rattles in its frame and threatens to jump

from the walls. Until I finally shut the vacuum off

and as the motor expels its final moan, I think: better this
than sit at my desk, with its coffee cup stains and broken
shelf, ailing lamp and piled-up mail, scattered books,
poutine-crusted forks and scraps of stunted poems.
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Marc Adornato Marc Adornato
weebot ferret-bot
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Anxiety Dream

It’s always about teaching,
even though teaching hasn’t been my focus
for ten years.

Last night, I couldn’t find my notes.
I didn’t even know what course it was.
I had nothing to give.

I’d mislaid the anxiety too.
Instead, I was intent on finding the classroom,
taking nothing with me but the sense

that I owed them this much:
to show up, to stand before them
naked of any purpose

but to confess my poverty--
just stand there, empty-handed,
pretending nothing.

Things to do in the pouring November rain

Contemplate the quality of water so cold

it is half a degree from ice.

How it slides over skin, leaving the thinnest coating
of itself. How it settles and seeps to the marrow.

Contemplate this from somewhere not in direct
contact with the rain: exercise memory.

Make sure it isn’t a work day.
Put off all errands that take you outside.

Light a fire in the fireplace (because of course

you have a fireplace). Choose the kind of armchair
that hugs you. Turn it so that you can watch

the play of flames and coals

and still see the rain glazing the outside of the window
with liquid ice.

Hug an afghan around you--

some warm colour like a deep red or a chocolate brown.
Settle in that chair with your hands wrapped around

a mug of hot chocolate or aromatic tea or

coffee with brandy.

Savour the spread of warmth outward
from core to skin.

Consider the grayness of clouds and city

as an aesthetic experience.

Be glad.
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Antigone Variations

such as

we aim

we aim

a clouded grasp
or an else

a shameful else
or else reasons

sometimes trouble anything

senseless

we aim

we aim without
anything less
perhaps less
lest we grasp
nothing else

if just

nothing

proven

for meaning

rejection amends
though hastily unwritten
sometimes I think

if meaning

lacks belief

or disobeys

or forgiveness

intentless

yet why not
disagree not
as rules grace
but as warning
any warning
graces

any grace
sought
entreated

4

others understand

error sometimes

after each confused

each shuddered intent

oversteps nothing 5

borrows inarticulate

afterthought who nowhere

the unwritten trust or near

others crave and indeed
unwritten
or aware
will aim
at least
clutching
upon each
each end
ends each
further

or
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Stefan Grambart Stefan Grambart
Autoperambulator Subterranean Arachno-motive
www.magicforestshop.etsy.com www.magicforestshop.etsy.com
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Light Focused Through Our Lens

Do you remember
when I came down from the sky
to live in you

how there were bells calling faintly,
tingling like the jangle of moored boats at the wharf,
a faint sea air scent and taste

and the pull of moonlight across waves
as though everything had been poured out there for me,
and I swooped down from the daylight dark daylight dark

and how I came down with my

memory of songs and stories

and how I sailed through starlight and darkness and strategy
and chose you, singing on the back porch

and there were years to cross and danger

before I found you and you breathed me in

I remember how the night arched, a body stretching long limbs,
shuddering, the tremendous exertion around me

and silence--

we moved through that night in our quiet

and when I came through to this world,

wet and caressed by that primordial friction

do you remember the tune the stars were humming
as lunar winds stitched up the rent I left there--

Let’s not forget how I shouldered through so quickly
and the midwives caught me and placed me before you

and how we looked and looked and looked into each other
in recognition and inquiry

wide eyed and pulsing

and silently looking

until you reached for me;

and how the midwives had never witnessed anything like it

and then I made that cry
that marked us all along the continuum--
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Drug

tangle mix of sky of sea of earth:
my drug is a suave narcotic
more alluring than opiates

distilled by exertion,

breathe in that salt scent early musk

innocent knight sometimes brave beastly bruised doux
heat of barefoot boys young running over

summer grass struggling organic garden

sour-sweet heat under hats our

sons my sons

who race safe in summer’s arms

when mine are distant are spent

are not bending in the garden, but toil at the bench
dispensing legal doses

to kiss an infant’s head is pure touch,

smooth cranium caressed by motherpalm is good luck
but to breathe in that faint thrill

of summer changed to scent--

fragrant, heady corona, halo of light--

is to reach through fire
and draw back renewed



