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CIVI L AND CIVIC





Back Roads

It is a beautiful car; it is a concession line.

Late light, amber and broken by the ashes

and cedar groves, streaks the dirt road now

and into the future. Three deer appear just

ahead, still as lawn ornaments, at the edge

of a field of farmed firs. Shots do not ring

out and the buck does not collapse forward

onto its knees, heavy head falling to its rest

on the wet grass, doe and fawn away into

the thick green. Instead, the motor purrs;

they stand their ground as we pass.

Shoot, see those deer? Where? Look.

At the crest of a hill is the house we love

to admire, way out here. The owners rake 

at the edges of their lawn. It’s a stone farm

house. They do not invite us in, of course. 

We slow, their home in our sights. They do

not see us. Not really. The light sinks in
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fast and pools of dark collect in the valleys

as we take the turns slower, resorting 

to headlights. Silhouettes of barns cut dusk

exactly the shape of themselves and birch

march up hillsides, as if determined to escape 

reflection by the river, or be caught by that 

roadside painter who would sell the night sky

out here for big bucks back in the city. 
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Foxhole Prayers

Game Boy takes Kabul. I am reading

my brother’s letter, bursts of friendly fire 

overhead—you’ve sure got a mouth of sugar, 

he says of my last letter, my swearing.

How can I write back? 

My nights are boredom, 

then violent lacrosse dreams. Except when 

I hear voices—Give’er and git’er done—
as we storm it all. But I can’t admit this. 

He’ll say it’s what I pined for outside the mall. 

My brother is away for a B and E.

So far away from Tina B.’s tits,

I put a local girl’s in my sights for fun. 

She looks like an immigrant from back home. 

She is beating a rug with a stick.

I cannot do Tina; 

I am shooting her.

I am shot. The feeling is sucking, warm. 

A blow job to the heart, this death. 

A silver cross dangles loose from a throat.

I am lifted away; above me faces talk. 

It’s my brother. 

Hey, he wants to know, 

do they even have them anymore, foxholes? 
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Woody and Wiley

Winter bluster, felling what’s left 

of a backyard aspen, attacked first by grubs 

then a Pileated Woodpecker.

Black, with a red crest and white throat,

it is larger than in the cartoons.

We stared, star-struck for a week.

Working a foot off the ground, hammering,

the hound took a weak charge for it just once.

After that, the bomb ticked away undisturbed. 

Undergraduate philosophy is

what it is, but if a tree falls 

on a suburban house it’s your own fault.

So there’s your father and I armed to the teeth

with a plug-in chainsaw and nylon cord

one-upping an electric brush and floss,

the know-how of a YouTube how-to,

nervous neighbours, polite as Canadians, 

looking on as it claps like August thunder, teetering. 
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Sunrise the next morning I survey the scene

from our upstairs bedroom window. The stump

is stark; sawdust on the snow; a neat woodpile.

Where there was risk, there is only this gap.

I can now see through to Pinewood Street where 

a coyote’s heaving ribcage sharply stops, 

snorts, reads some slight change on the wind, 

a tree’s absence perhaps, then disappears 

between bungalows at the city’s unsure edge.
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Ravens, Working Holiday

Together, don’t they toll an unkindness? 

Oily slicks of solder blue and char black, 

they are despoiling the japonica 

of quince. Young toughs at a bazaar.

She is nearby, finally poolside, prone, 

conference stoned from adlibs, air con, carbs.

She is event-planning AstraZeneca

reps. Still young and bearing fruit.

A severe caw, a cast-off mai tai, 

a pineapple-skewer is throated, lodged; 

convulsions escape into majolica

sky, then gone. Always more, she thinks.

She swims over to the bar, bronze forearms

touch down a cocktail that smells of melon,

she welcomes musculature, Frangelico

as familiar music connects strangers.

She is not first to see the white raven,

red-eyed, wrong, but it speaks mindfully to her—

Dylan echoing Ovid, harmonica;

by the pool’s side she acts on those dark vowels.
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Travellers

In the room at the Hilton where later 

we stole robes and slippers, I saw 

a sun set over your exhausted naked 

continent and the stars gave bearings 

for overland crossings to come. I saw 

the sun rise too, glinting off your city 

towers, their chrome, their glass, altering 

my aspect, assumptions, perspective. I saw 

your river, a depth alluded to, eddies 

to avoid on a reach for the mouth. I saw 

your ruins, guessed at the history, 

the razing, the shame. I remember.
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Bungalofts in Bobcaygeon

The vermilion and rust of the rising 

fall hill, the nag of work and obligations 

among blue notes. A barn’s green roof. 

Heifers. Hay bales. And across the way 

a real estate hoarding—believable 

as Mercury; just off-sweet like horehound.

At lunch the conversation went that-a-way. 

Rain slick on your hair; my soup thickened: pear.

Rosemary remains.

We don’t go far now. 

There was an afternoon long ago, when

we were attracted to the sentimentality 

and politics of a homeless girl’s dog.

Now we have improved, and withered—

I like barns and soup. You’ve noticed it too.  

18



Emergency

A stretcher’s tripped the sensor eye. 

Double doors swing open, night cold 

slices in, lancing the room cleanly, 

my blanket, me. I am chest pains. 

I am monitored. My nurse points:

“no cell phones.” I am forced, to be.

I watch my own stats, heart sore.  

I listen to others. I listen.

In a culvert, says a meek voice, then, 

Leave her, leave. Then, Please stop.

I hear muffled frenzy, TVs 

at news in the waiting room 

passing the time for the triaged 

bloody, the doubled over, the high. 

But: “no cameras allowed.”

The waiting goes unrecorded.

They found me in a culvert, she says.
In Emily Township. Where’s that?
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A nurse touches Culvert Girl kindly, 

who makes her face do a smile. 

Through a meagre slit, the dawn 

gleam oranges the cars and trees. 

My chest rises and falls, marks time. 

Many sleep, lulled by a child’s moans.
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Rest

I.

I can rest at the retention pond, admire

autumn sumach rusting its still surface.

The water I once knew was never at rest,

it was swell and chop, tide and riptide—

you and I sunning our torsos, eating chips, 

licking salt and malt, Riesling, squinting 

in the hard light and cobalt of Bondi Beach.

More shorthand, still Sydney, the ass end 

of Oxford Street in the YW’s café. 

But Canada too, McNab Street, Hamilton. 
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II.

I cannot rest. A boy and girl straddle 

the bench; the boy is working up courage 

for two, before my arrival sours 

everything—my failing, gaunt body. 

He stands, hands shoved into hip pockets. 

She flips open her phone. I part my lips, 

exposing my gums and teeth in a smile,

shuffling by into the cool, you alongside. 

A satellite records this for its atlas 

of now. Whatever, he whispers to her. 
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Civil and Civic

You talk across periods; I draw on arms 

with blue pen, The Clash, et cetera.

With gall you hang posters, know the slogans.

You savour the word disobedience,
chew chocolate first thing in the morning, 

as I follow you around, onto the bus, 

ignore exposed hip skin winking love, love.

Trapped, wet in a tent, some bitch recites Brecht.

We play Hacky Sack.

They open tear gas.

An act born from a crowd’s seething will

I heave the blunt harm of a brick at helmets

and shields, a slow, magnificent arc. 

My brick in flight is like a dove, you shriek.

A boy falls and is crushed. We are all filmed.

Two cars are torched in the square after dark.

Over there you haver at a statue’s feet,

the bronze general dismounts and runs you through.
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Isadora and the Swallow

A caught earthworm at struggle, 

a primitivist dance, 

a neck-scarf-meets-spoke end.

Through the window pane I try 

talking the jittery bird down,

plead, cite habeas corpus.

But it keeps an awkward watch; 

it’s in mid-kill after all. 

When it writes a skyward page, 

moving on with the last dance,

I recognize loss, that old

unforeseen pinprick in time, 

and know without knowing what,

that my worm, she left her mark.
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Key Messages I: For the Death of an Acquaintance

Be shocked and saddened. Have words fail. 

Be reminded of a quotation that brings 

comfort as you seek answers to questions.

Say it seems impossible . . . as if the back door 

might swing open and that bright smile, 

the very one we so badly need right now, 

would enter and make everything okay.

Prompt others to recall their similar stories 

and ask that they take a few moments, share 

something of the person everyone knew, 

the one so many, 

so many, called friend.
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Border State

I. Chevy

On a walk without a path I discover 

an ancient, curvy Chevrolet giving 

itself over to soil, brambles and rust,

doors thrown open as if he just pulled 

over and stopped it right here, his girl 

leaping out, bobby socks and pig tails, 

necking on that herringbone rug until

the sun fell and dark milked their skin 

to equal shades of American, impossible

love made too early, and so abandoned 

in mid century south of Mason–Dixon

in mid lust to bush and rain for tomorrow.
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II. Soil

At the St. John’s House dig, 

behind glass display cases, 

for the earth took us in

bones, tools, relics of early 

industry, the quotidian of 

colonization is organized, 

it soothed our pain with 
rain and snow and wind

numbered, plaques, history 

in graphic-designed context— 

bones are private parts 

in case the stillborn child, 

feverish Yaocomico Indian, 

shivering slave, object to 

soil us over quiet again 

such sudden subjection. 
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III. Frame

Rising from former fields of tobacco, 

corn and wheat, shadow houses emerge 

at dusk, ghost frames cluster, the charcoal 

outlines of roofs, walls, chimneys, churches—

a sketched city that once stood upright, proud.

On the headstones, names line up.

Having changed, iPods on, the townsfolk

forego their posts as blacksmiths or bakers.

It was a perfect day for reenactment,

a soft sun shapes the roof lines, the smoke

trails off into the sky and I stay, just sit,

as the earth groans low and long after dark. 
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IV. Slave

Miss Else is her name, and this is how

she refers to herself, despite my discomfort,

in spite of her. 

She’s in the third person; 

this moment is politics, her cleaning, my being

cleaned until there is nothing left but staged 

talk between us. 

This is how it still goes?

Then the gardener arrived, Marine jets over

the Chesapeake, dim memories of Roots
and a discomfort 

the size of my foreign 

countries erupt as I shake his thick hand.

A nothing moment for him; it’s all mine.

I am un-American; 

this is well forged.



30

V. Crab Cakes

Night and the light on the Patuxent River 

glows and shows its ability to calm

even when I am hungry, even when

the world is old and I hold a cold song

so close I can hum and mumble its words

into the Atlantic air. Stop time and

lemon wedges with coleslaw will be sides

to everything this bold place needs to survive—

Fox News, Polaroids of ball teams, trophy 

catches stuffed, back when fish grew that big.

America looks as one imagines it and

the crab cakes, they are riverside and rich.
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Placebo Poem

Outbound on a bracing constitutional

a pair of retired physicians, friends, 

question conventional wisdom—as in,

ought not a heart love only while still 

young enough to safely skip a beat?

Control, randomize and double-blind that.

They will take the enigma, the unsound,

rogue charm of the sugar pill with them.

What was, and was not, in the literature?

One swigs rye from a silver flask, brilliant

is the burn as it slides way down, while 

the other intends love by saying, so long. 
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Who Will Serve Nanaimo Bars at the Funeral?

When the last of them is, themselves, buried

Who will serve Nanaimo bars at the funeral?

And deviled eggs? And the coffee in urns?

When the last of them is, themselves, silent

Who will hum wartime songs drying spoons?

And the phantom pain of the Great Depression?

How will it ever come up idly again,

That lesson in frugality, stoicism?

And the Jell-O salad? The wobbly hymns?

In this church basement, at this funeral,

There is tan linoleum, wainscoting,

Worn carpet, a neglected piano.

The vibration of now is at my hip, 

My phone, it’s killing me. I can feel it

Arresting my patience, sensitivity,

As they turn to look. Specters all. Christ’s cross

Loose and askew on the wall marks an X. 

I text across time to the other side 

Of the world: brother, I am here, yes, yes. 
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Somewhere, A Voice of Spring

Air brackish, concrete dust, tics, plastic 

sacking, rust rivulets from rotting metal, 

rats, stains from the soupy fluid that runs 

from bowels, or blood or bile—I ignore this. 

I see instead a shaft of light migrating 

up the wall. I feel it against my cheek, 

my hand, its welts. This is fertile. 

I am a tree branch claiming this light.
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A Dictator Awaiting Trial Is Translated

You will live inside my lines,

thought the translator, be kept, will

conduct business, make your life, 

or make do, within this inside

space. 

These words now map my

cell, border a country imposed 

not by cement walls, impositions 

of simpletons who stack lines

and bars and believe that my

being is contained, that the will

of a man would so cave inside

this cell. No. Those words live

because country is a giver of life,

it makes all dreams and imposes,

supposes, that despair lies inside

my country. Yet these dotted lines

(drawn at Versailles? Not the will  

of tribes, or mine, for sure) open my

country to freedom. Let it heal my

mind, give up all things for life,

when, like a chained dog that will

gnaw off a leg to clear the imposition,

I too may deny country. Erase lines.

My abyss. I, country. I, inside.
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Outside air exchanges with inside, 

an untrained hand meets eye, my

killers, silence and self, are lines

spoken aloud, like imagined life

drawing upon itself, air imposed

on lungs, past republics that will

now act together, but one day will

again refuse like fists clenched inside 

pockets thrust deep and imposing—

maybe a hopeful hand, reaches in my

own? Gives a pump as if to say life

is still on. I will read my own lines.

(Translator: The question of free will? Me: It’s not my

country on the inside? Not my sentence? Not my life?

Belief is hardened fear. Life is imposed. Your fault lines.)



How Ridings Swing 

So now I am at the constituency office, the flag 

is dangling at half-mast. Some sneakers thrown 

over the power line. They just hang there.

He has a nice pamphlet rack in there, courses

and places to access services. Do you not find

we say the word community an awful lot lately?  

He makes a pretty decent speech to the right 

crowd, like at the Legion, or Rotary, without

notes, and with good local bits so you can see

yourself kind of in the greater thing, and feel

really connected to the economy or maybe 

Afghanistan or Obama. Do you not find

we say the word actually an awful lot lately?  

I like that he mentions Tims because everyone 

has that in common. And hockey fundraisers. 

I admire good causes. Before, he was a small 

business owner. Entrepreneurs are can-do and

they value hard work. I work too. He’s like me.    
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Key Messages II: For the Release of a Report

While important progress is underway, 

this report is a call for sustained action 

and investment in order to meet targets 

set by earlier reports.

“I want to commend the hard work 

of the good folks behind this report. 

Your efforts to reach the goals will 

continue to have impact.”

The report also notes ongoing needs 

or commitments to, and programs for, 

mechanisms which are essential to 

understanding results.

“Since our strategy was launched we have 

continued to protect the process to help 

us work towards goals. We must sustain 

research in this area.”

“Be assured, we remain dedicated 

to our scorecards, benchmarking, 

ongoing engagement, and broadly

objective reports.”
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We are a national, community-based 

association of volunteer umbrella 

organizations forming a multi-sectoral 

advisory group 

that steers or coordinates services or efforts. 

We are accountable to publics and grateful 

to funding agencies. For more information

we welcome feedback.
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After Painting Wild Apple Trees

A mile east, the oxen steam, nose-blow clouds 

into the grave chill, puff, shake soaked leather.

He heaves a mattock at a stubborn stump.

Through her still-young pout she sucks at damp hair.

After hewing pine, she suggests apples,

which he bites wide-mouthed, wincing with the sour.

Oxen huff. Let it rot, she says plainly.

He over-arms the core at underbrush.

Two hundred years of light drips this clearing.

No apple baubles: a post-fruitful palette

limns limbs, their osteoancient gestures

canvas a feral orchard, gouged, layered,

verdure and crowded, yet sky and white,

frame woolly chance as harvesting this delight.
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A Vice President Spends Time with Her Children

Our sleeping bags are inside-out to air.

A family of dreams set free. On the lam

more like it. I dreamed again of northern 

Australia, that night trapped with Nordic

tourists and mosquitoes in Kakadu.

Would I go home to him? I tried to want to.

I summoned the ancients for direction, 

those whose songs carved out the country there, 

rivers and canyons, animals and birds.

I chose Lars because he had no English.

The boys bitch, pitch tents; Doug’s helping 

out at the clinic on the cell. I’m kindling.

My urge to turn back is conservative, 

I suppose, a wormhole in my mother’s 

old edition of Kipling I pick at

again on this trip. I open up left-

overs to make a sandwich they will reject. 

I’m a vice president, as of last week. 
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A corner office, away from people.

They jetted me off to tour our plant 

down south, a torrent, a torment, a vista 

cut by tributaries of lucrative rust, 

slaughterhouse blood, and floating fish. 

At its bank, burnt forest and foam floes. 

Let’s celebrate, said Doug. We’ll go camping.
You love camping. Yes, it’s my time with Lars.

We make daisy chains and a fine campfire 

not to chant into and shriek around but

to better light portable hand held screens

and reread the same dull page of Kipling.

41



Horseplay

Spume on bit, bridled bareback, riding clutch,

heads bowed, mane alight, cantering misguided,

limbs whip limbs; the mature trees scaffold 

dawn fog, a milk, cold bathwater, mucky hooves, 

softened leather and palm sweat, thigh chafe, 

dog-tired, whacked and stiff: Yo! Whoa. Stop 

agog at the feral dog, snout down a wombat hole.

Jodhpurs, crop, hop a creek, the platypus halts.

Picnicking, “Make you a dandy,” a golden 

dandelion chain. For fun, on the ghostly court, 

stroking balls back and forth over an imaginary 

net, calling a lark about “let,” forehand approach, 

before a leg up, and away to the gatehouse, handsome; 

trotting click, clop on the cobblestones, lashing 

them at the fence, couple a saloon-bound outlaws 

armed with sugar cubes, carrots and apples, 

and rest in tender agony between mounts.
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Soffit and Facia

Asset-backed paper was the new poetry,

that which was unwanted and misunderstood.

But there’s a bet someone got out early, 

quit bundling a million monthly moments 

of misery, before being in the hole 

lost its cool, went red in the face, fell apart.

Then, hot dreams of property ladders 

extending up forever were sugar pie. 

Sweat-equity evaporated in a lick. 

There were no words, just actions recalling 

ideas we’d forgotten our fathers knew:

make sure things are kept up and look nice,
and, pay with cash. The neighbour replaced 

his soffit and facia, those unsung heroes. 
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Worms

With the rain came worms, up out of the grass,

onto the road and my boy’s boot stomping down

in a gleeful squish. Yes, I tried a few half-hearted 

must yous? But I stopped shy of killjoy.

On U.S. news, it’s Black Friday, a Walmart 

greeter is trampled to death under heel and toe.

It’s over, the rain. Wet asphalt has that smell

about it. Wait up, I say. Ahead, black birds feed.
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Clocks and Moons

Make a fist, I say innocently

to the innocent, who cannot

yet tell the time, count, swear.

I recede from the moment

as someone drives off, leaves us

standing in the blowing snow,

me considering in which order

we teach violence, defense, 

self-awareness. For his part,

it’s just always about looking up.

The flurries come down from

the moon to our faces and tongues.

If we were closer to perfect, this

moment could be sold.

If I were a drunk, the ending 

might be tender, depending,

instead of only short words—

we are called into dinner.
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Puts and Takes

In the park my child swings and slides. 

It’s springtime again. That accrual of 

ripe smells, that encumbrance of fresh hope.

We name crocus and tulip, leaf and shoot

along the pathway. I have self-seeded. 

Can journal entries lie? Again it’s year end,

that subjective smudge ceding then from now,

when accounting talk pencils its way into 

the business of language. Close the books.

She has fallen. Both knees in the red. 

At the sight of herself: inchoate scream. 

I wait for sound. Hurt is an open mouth. 

Local spirits stir. I await sound. Cold.

Clouds gather. Hailstones. I scoop her, run

with my daughter across the park shielding 

her from narrow blows with myself. She kneels

on the ice and grass. The sky is a bruise, 

the yellow light throbs. Still, I wait for sound. 
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Still Life with Infant

A bowl of mandarins in a warm shaft

of light, dust particles in gentle flux,

the sound of nursing, a recipe open

at your bent-over consideration.

I open a vino verde and pour.

In ten minutes the children will arrive

with grandparents in tow and your sisters’ 

babies, Hazel and Maisie, will be handed 

around as battery powered toys and talk

and outside cold will empty this fine quiet

of its separate peace. Like everyone else 

we’ve given Edwardian Christian names

and this is a matter often discussed.

It’s a restoration of dignity, 

I offer, right as Ivy shrieks in Spanish 

from the other room, joining Dora 

the Explorer in Nickelodeon song.
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No Notice

There is no orientation 

here unless I cite basics: 

gravity, north, yesterday.

Listen, I say, what I’m 

trying to get at is that 

this place I’m at lacks 

its own sense of purpose 

in a larger accounting. 

Half pissed, I’m grasping

at this with you, yakking 

away, and you nod at me, 

footnoting this moment 

to later reference as that 

period I went through, 

that patch where I didn’t 

know where I was, at all.

You’ll bring it up, no doubt,

to show me that I’ve been 

48



and gone from here, and 

survived it all, before now.

And as you do, I see this 

for what it is, a place

forgettable and unforeseen 

at the exact same time.
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His Love of a Cadaver Is Requited

Accusatory glare, sun about dirty hair

caught as if a statuary find, you 

deserve a title and bronze cast—I drive 

on but your priceless look remains fixed, 

needing a fix, needy, enduring.

How safe is sanity? Why do you ask?

Nice it is you, the sweet-smiled man

who drove away that day, the light,

toffee, I walked to the Don River

and sat among the weeds, thinking

of the house you and I would buy

and how, with drugs, we’d love. 

Inside you now, today we have blaming 

of parts, your sculpted ballerina’s pose, 

your upturned nose, your heart makes 

my lab partner question how unclaimed 

you really are, but I am hungry for more,

to explore and work on, saw and vice— 

Nice it is you, that I’m in your hands

again, the neglect of my liver under

your thumbs, my soul is a sparrow,

I dance into your arms, do all things 

inappropriate and French, tickle and

rock like a doctor and his mistress.
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Whenever I hear Edith Piaf, you sashay

by—the one I truly loved, your body

memorized and clutched, and words—

which in our case we have not got and 

were not wasted—remain coded, blue, and

young, at once elated and ashamed.  

Nice it is you, that I live on in a mind,

in the touch of a sure physician.

When you cut, it will always be me.

A sparrow frightened in the dark. 

I lived for no one, my heart held out

for you alone, for your private aviary.

51



Elegy for Civic Hospital 

The sun rises cleanly into wet stillness 

glinting off the night shift worker’s side

mirrors and rims, parked over behind. 

In moments they will emerge from the new 

hospital, dopy, spent, and see it too. 

For now only early nurses know. 

They photograph or stare, or cry—for whom? 

The ornate concrete frame of the front door,

a faceless mouth in final agony,

and a piece of the old wing, is all.

The rubble is sinewy, drywall chalk,

pipe ends, rebar, coax cable, fibreglass.

A goddamned rainbow appears and from 

the hurt earth come forth moans, whimpers, words, 

whole sentences whispered, spoken, shouted,

a half century of voices erupting

in a horrid sonic chorus: is it?
Cancer! It is not broken? It is lost.
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It is infected. It has to come out.
Doctor’s orders. According to the nurse. 

Do you know where you are? We’d like you to 
leave. You cannot go today. Please die now, love.

The bulldozer fires, jabs it twice. 

My daughter was now born at a space up 

there—imagined flights lifting off the ground. 

And now all the dead have no place where a last 

breath was taken and they no longer can be 

so easily touched by us, here and now. 
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Summer, 11 A.M.

I pop washed raspberries into my mouth,

sat at our sill, one after another.

Below the city is as horn-pressed

and sworn as ever. I read it over again.

I feel a breeze, see drip-drying sheets.

String theory isn’t all we first imagined.

It’s the radio. A voice proves it with

a languid metaphor lost to open air. 

We clocked hours on this ledge. I reach 

for your name, hand, as if time was wire.

Over there is patience and white laundry.

I inch back. Listening works. I lost.

The construction was a public-private
partnership—oral and wet as a tongue

my recalcitrant dreams will lessen,

leaving sure facts like movies not films;

ouzo, houndstooth and baklava all in

moderation; checkers not backgammon;

that bus ride up the New South Wales coast,

and the time out east we had nothing to eat

but almonds, fiddleheads, and sharp cheese.
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Key Messages III: For the Birth of Life

We are committed to today’s accident.

This is a potential opportunity.

It would be premature to speculate.

What we do know is that from a thermal spring

slithered a stakeholder, community member,

future neighbour, ancestor.

Let me be perfectly clear, it is our

intention to be accountable.

And, while we take all future allegations

seriously, we support, fully support,

the progress of the process to determine

where, if any, risk lies. But until such time

this matter warrants close monitoring.

Please, patience. You’ll know the minute we do.
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Big Bang

She cracks her first egg into a white bowl, 

says, Daddy, that was the big bang.

The yolk is a dashed galaxy and she 

pokes lightly at the whites in a disturbing 

cosmology, pinches up shell pieces 

confirming creators clean up their tracks.

It’s just another first for her at three,

she is overloading on them, so much so,

that by day’s end she is an economic bubble, 

gorged on a fantasy run, teetering

on this stool, proud at having breached

the privacy of an egg, at whipping it with a fork.

In the pan she stirs it, until she is pushing it,

having changed it altogether once again.

We eat together in a peculiar quiet.

This may not be her first memory,
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she may not recall it tomorrow or

even next Easter when we paint eggs 

hard-boiled. But then, she doesn’t finish it.

I don’t like it, she says. I don’t like eggs.
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Last Notes 

As the last notes sink into cedar baffling 

the dark hall’s expanse is at pause, just 

then the applause surges and a thousand 

nervy endings fire until hard house lights 

do whatever the opposite of dim is called 

and burn off a thickly set joy. Chatter.

Clutching programs, gloves, taxis swerve

at the idea of merlot presenting at my lip.

There is a secret about your wrists tonight

that the waiter senses too. With me, she’s 

with me I privately coo as those last notes 

replay until I can no longer hear them, one 

quaver rushes lost into the next. A cello’s 

note cuts, a spun-out pain begins to tumble 

from your mouth, speech that is free, but 

you are following a score. All this, from 

a hank of horsehair drawn across catgut.
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