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| take this picture of myself
and with my sewing scissors
cut out the tace.

Now it 1s more accurate;

Where my eyes were
every-
thing appears







DISEMBARKING IN QUEBEC

Is it my clothes, my way of walking,
the things | carry in my hand

. a book, a bag with knitting -

the incongruous pink of my shawl

this space cannot hear

or is it my own lack

of conviction which makes

these vistas of desolation,

long hills, the swamps, the barren sand, the glare
of sun on the bone-white

driftlogs, omens of winter,

the moon alien in day-

time a thin refusal

The others leap, shout

Freedom!

The moving water will not show me
my reflection.

The rocks ignore.

lam a word
in a foreign language.




FURTHER ARRIVALS

After we had crossed the long illness
that was the ocean, we sailed up-river

On the first island

the immigrants threw off their clothes
and danced like sandflies

We left behind one by one
the cities rotting with cholera,
one by one our civilized
distinctions

and entered a large darkness.

It was our own
ignorance we entered.

| have not come out yet

My brain gropes nervous
tentacles in the night, sends out
fears hairy as bears,

demands lamps; or waiting

for my shadowy husband, hears
malice in the trees” whispers.

| need wolf’s eyes to see
the truth.

| refuse to look in a mirror.
Whether the wilderness is

\ A real or not j
& ; ; n who lives there.
W\ depends o
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THE PLANTERS

They move between the jagged edge
of the forest and the jagged river
on a stumpy patch of cleared land

my husband, a neighbour, another man
weeding the few rows
of string beans and dusty potatoes.

)\,r-,‘ > A e i ' e = They bend, straighten; the sun
S b : R lights up their faces and hands, candles
flickering in the wind against the

unbright earth. [ see them; | know
none of them believe they are here.
They deny the ground they stand on,

pretend this dirt is the future.
And they are right. If they let go
of that illusion solid to them as a shovel,

open their eyes even for a moment
to these trees, to this particular sun
they would be surrounded, stormed, broken

in upon by branches, roots, tendrils, the dark
side of light

as | am.
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PATHS AND THINGSCAPE Won 4 %P\
o .

Those who went ahead e P p. 4 !
of us in the forest i‘ : :
bent the early trees

so that they grew to signals: ‘éf“" & %

. f‘“-\g P
the trail was not S| @ e @
among the trees but AR
the trees 7

of birds flying in the shapes
of letters; the sky's
codes;

and dream also \ S :
the significance of numbers (count A% é E
petals of certain flowers) !

\
" l 4
In the morning | advance ‘ ) | \ 3
through the doorway: the sun ! 4 :
on the bark, the inter- "\,

\

|

e )

S !

and there are some who have dreams L) f \

wwisted branches, here

a blue movement in the leaves, dispersed

calls/ no trails; rocks 3 4

and grey tufts of moss 2 i
<

The petals of the fire-
weed fall where they fall

| am watched like an invader £
who knows hostility but
not where . :i

v

The day shrinks back from me
VWhen will be —e AR e
that union and each ; i )
thing (bits —~————

of surface broken by my foot

- I WS
step) will without moving move ____:7/ , b

around me

into its place ,.._/’“ \



THE TWO FIRES

One, the summer fire

outside: the trees melting, returning
to their first red elements

on all sides, cutting me off

from escape or the saving
lake

| sat in the house, raised up
berween that shapeless raging
and my sleeping children

a charm: concentrate on

form, geometry, the human
architecture of the house, square
closed doors, proved roofbeams,
the logic of windows

(the children could not be wakened
in their calm dreaming

the rees were straight and still

had branches and were green)
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The other, the winter
fire inside: the protective roof
shrivelling overhead, the rafters
incandescent, all those corners
and straight lines flaming, the carefully-
made structure
prisoning us in a cage of blazing
bars
the children
were awake and crying;
| wrapped them, carried them
outside into the snow.
Then | tried to rescue
what was left of their scorched dream
about the house: blankets,
warm clothes, the singed furniture
of safety cast away with them
in a white chaos

Two fires in-
formed me,

(each refuge fails
us; each danger
becomes a haven)

left charred marks
now around which |
try to grow




AOASAIM A I )|

KING IN A MIRROR
slow | i 2,

2189\ nsvs2 o gsslz &

zvoigilsn sosl Tir2 |

bS)‘jZ\,:
21918wW gnowz sri bns rliss

bsnsdoids able vm bssizc
21001 10 21iad stidw sdi bris s

Bstead my skin thickened

ark and the white hairs of roots
sdguond | s0s81 mooliis

BEeirloom face | brought
llsdaggs bsdzu1o 5 s e a crushed eggshell
:2irdsb 1sdio 3 bo other debris:
bsisnedz sislq snids na plate shattered
Iwadz sdi bso1 129107 < 'forest road, the shawl
219118l o 290siq bsysosb sibnl ja decayed, pieces of |
bsnissz bad s1sd nue s the sun here had stained
qwoloo 2u018d1sd 2ii s barbarous colour
219mit sl 1tz nworg 2b own stiff, the fingers
2giwi 28 sl e as twigs
19118 bsasblivwsd e Sbewildered after
1eomls bns 2185y ns years, and almost
892 18 roidw 2bud\bni ‘

; \Dn1 uds, which can see
baiw sdi v

gnilos1o divom -
91t ai Aoor s 9lil s

\82 OF B\
2ids 2i 18\

o bnil oy
918 ybesils voy sqsrdz ol

: 1acw 1ud
" 1erls astiogiot svad voy i
poy 1svooeib 10

(awon! 1svsn svarl




DEPARTURE FROM THE BUSH

I, who had been erased
by fire, was crept in
upon by green

(how

lucid a season)

In tme the animals
arrived 1o inhabit me,

first one
by one, stealthily
(their habitual traces
burnt); then
having marked new boundaries
returning, more
confident, year
by year, two
by two

but restless: | was not ready
alrogether to be meved into

They could tell | was
100 heavy: | might
capsize;

1 was frightened
by their eyes (green or
amber) glowing out from inside me

I 'was not completed: at night
| could not see without lanterns.

He wrote, We are leaving. | said
I have no clothes
left [ can wear

The snow came. The sleigh was a relief:
its track lengthened behind,
pushing me towards the city

and rounding the first hill, | was
(instantanecus)
unlived in: they had gone.

There was something they almost taught me
I came away not having learned,




DEATH OF A TOUNG SON BY DROWNING

He, who navigated with success
the dangerous river of his own birth
once more set forth

on a woyage of discovery
into the land I floated on
but could not touch to clam.

His feet <hid on the bank,
the currents took him;
he sunrled wath e and trees in the swollen water

and plunged into distant regions,
his head a bathysphere;
through his eyes' thin glass bubbles

he looked out, reckless adventurer
on a landscape stranger than Uranus
we have all been to and some remember.

There was an accident; the air locked,
he was hung in the niver like a heart
They retnieved the swamped body,

caim of my plans and future charts,
with poles and hooks
from among the nudging logs

It was spring, the sun kept shining, the new grass
leapt to solidity;
my hands glistened with detasls.

After the long trip I was tived of waves
My foot hit rock. The dreamed sails
collapsed, ragged.

I planted him in this country
like a flag.
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THE IMMIGRANTS
the old countries recede, become in time have crumbled, their tongues

They are allowed to inhent perfect, thumbnail castles preserved stumble among awkward teeth, their ears
the sidewalks involved as palmlines, bricks like gallstones in a glass bottle, the are filled with the sound of breaking glass
exhausted and soft, the deep towns dwindle upon the hillsides I wish I could forget them

lawnsmells, orchards whorled in a light paperweight-clear. and so forget myself:

| to the land’s contours, the inflected weather

They carry their carpetbags and trunks my mind is a wide pink map

only to be told they are too poor with clothes, dishes, the family pictures; across which move year after year i

to keep _it e i . they think they will make an order | arrows and dotted lines, further and further, e

has noticed and wants to Kill them; or the towns like the old one, sow miniature orchards, \ people in railway cars "

pass laws which declare them obsolete. carve children and flocks out of wood ‘w §§
E s hanrn their heads stuck out of the windows

M;L,l”’n;l L'h, hzllzg . . but always they are too poor, the sky at stations, drinking milk or singing,

o - smelling of vomit, is flat, the green fruit shrivels their features hidden with beards or shawls

infested, emaciated, their skins grey

day and night riding across an ocean of unknown
land to an unknoun land.

sy . in the prairie sun, wood is for burning
witn travel; as th St )
$ they step on shore and if they go back, the towns

N ——









DREAM 2: BRIAN THE STILLHUNTER

The man I saw in the forest

used to come to our house

every morning, never said anything;
[ learned from the neighbours later

he once tried to cut his throat.

I found him at the end of the path
sitting on a fallen tree

cleaning his gun.

There was no wind;

around us the leaves rustled.

He said to me:

| l\.“ because I have to

but every time I aim, I feel

my skin grow fur

my head heavy with antlers

and during the stretched instant

the bullet glides on its thread of speed

)
my Soul runs mnocent as hunl'cs.
[s God just to his creatures?

:
[ die more often than many.,

He looked up and I saw

the white scar made by '
ite scar made by the hunting knife

p [

‘x”ul’!’- [ gk?f

around his neck

When I wok

t remembered: he has been gone

ars and not heard from




CHARIVARI

“They capped their heads with feathers, masked
their faces, wore their clothes backwards, howled
with torches through the midnight winter

and dragged the black man from his house
to the jolting music of broken
mstruments, pretending to each other

it was a joke, until
they killed him. [ don’t know
what happened to the white bride.”

The Amenican lady, adding she
thought 1t was a disgraceful piece
uf f‘u\mc\s, }'mz»hcd hcr ca

Note: Never pretend this isn't
part of the soil too, teadrinkers, and inadvertent
victims and murderers, when we come this way

agam m other forms, take care

to look behind, within

where the skeleton face beneath

the face puts on its feather mask, the arm
withm the arm lifts up the spear

Resist those cracked

drumbeats. Stop this. Become human))




with lantemns

at the kitchen door

tremble through memory, nipples across water
and a moon hovers in the lake
I know

orange and prehistonc
watching the bear I didn't see condense

itself among the trees, an owtline

might the surface of my mind keeps
tenuous as an echo

only as anecdote

We laughed, safe
I lean with my feet groum intangible

because I am not there

it moves toward the lighted cabin

a stampede of bellowing, one
below us on the slope

where my family gathers

@ mute vibration passing

between my ears

but it is real, heavier

than real
in this visible kitchen

cven by daylight here
it absorbs all terror

Homs crowding toward us
where forgotten birds
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THE DEATHS OF THE OTHER CHILDREN
The body dies

little by little

the body buries itself

joins itself

to the loosened mind, to the black-
berries and thistles, running in a

thorny wind

over the shallow

foundations of our former houses,
dim hollows now in the sandy soil

Did I spend all those years
building up this edifice
my composite
self, this crumbling hovel?

My arms, my eyes, my grieving
words, my disintegrated children

Everywhere I walk, along
the overgrowing paths, my skirt
tugged at by the spreading briers

they catch at my heels with their fingers







