
poc'u i)r Skye' (inir'/isa/t

ive' leadedfijor t' ic'h
and ]uirl1 j1c'w,
t1hrongZh grass andi brus/i
aund daneed once
boîdies eclose
fôÏr ivait.
andc vc'//c/W sun
lor mnusic

vo11 saiti
bc' a kit' /71 bc' a skiy
s) iveiv<rt'masAs a/nc
i rubbed agains thte bNue
andi iiotliiigiicss
ececcpt w//cre ivîe toucht'd
thec skrma,, amlii

aund tJîcrc' ivas more'
i sai bc'met
so î'ou said i ivas a iiowt
amti swva 'ed l1h' a rcci
îî'hc'n i'oiispo(kc
w/zien i ,noîed to ciubrace voie
î'ouer Ic'av'cs wt'rc s<)jf )rYc'rs
upioni 1m3'làce

i spuimi iid cires
V<)u caieght me a/nd said
bc mie si. i said
i ain a Ioi>n tai/ in/ia dee'p i'cice
a/nd tret's a/nd snow s/ook wliei i spoke
i said so//îct/iig is faling
Y'oîesaid nmore' siow but

t/zr c'v ere ivillo w sccds
taki/îg r(x)! agai/is!t te rock

Now tracks we left I've gathered for the stove
to seal up tight a trinity of love
as unexplained, as unreleased as n/gb t.
AIl the wills that ever were will burn
and end in ashes when we die.
The traîls of our exploration
passed us by.

But Mhen wil the caribou corne?
When wil they corne to eat frorn ry hand?

Vhe sky roars down with animails
Don 't look! Don't look!
There must be a million reindeer
solid as land!

from 'Fan tasia on Christian's Diary'
b>' Phyllis Webb
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Dreams?

between waking ancd coffee
we s/cure dreains compare
mnessages received
[rom deep places dark stairs
that /ead down to din i/g/i t;

the maîi wit/c a /cook for a lcand
lias t/he face of o/d friends
yocc sm//e approach h/m
and lie marks your face w/t/c the steel

as you step back in pain

i sit watching wo/ves
move towards me
fiîrougli blackberry vines
ut t/he top of the orchard
it is day but t/ce swvift gray
si,. oke du//s thec sun

1 thought / knew
this old occlard
and you
thought you kncw
o/d friends

Poi/y Steele

Love Song No. 2

open arms enclose
vacant space lips move
to van/s/ced face, love
reaches ernpty air
no one there.

L, Hargrave

A POSSIBLE A UTOLIOGRAPIIY

lu /jaekeîs of photographis, in [Il/iier,
t/he seas<)/ of c/ther eu/or, wve stt/)
to a/i cxpiorc'rscia/ncc witl (>1r liats
t//c color ofs/oit'.Ouîr eyeskc'*o.

The Arliii' ivorked at ni'v bi.-th, un' laàtiier,
in Cherokt'e drcss anid language oftrinkee's,
jouight the swordcd Ar/n ' with onliv a kiif
anîd his liair the cuior of *bnesii irc'.

New corporais of distant ar/nies dan tzee/10V
anîd kiss o/i the sea's newest isiand.
The explorers have inacie it. My daughiters
cli/mb ini»fàce, fàl in/ voieanoes, brightc'u iike leaves.

Aned ,îow plio tographers tu ne.
Let thein /id us, -asicep ini tropical capes.

joseph Matthew

coidi» tracking home [rom the bus
/ lhawed imyseif over thoughis of you
and fann a i/urne from a s/g/nt spark
ieagined t/he perfect poem about us
to shine up the street wrapped in dark

/ quick/y created the flower-situation
where rosestreains and moonstones captured t/ie essence
of us. i practised reading a/ould
to the class. But yoa, beiny imupatient
came out to meet me we wa/ked home
toge the,; eaving the sammershine, the prez'ty petals,
to assure the feet of the common crowd
w/i/c we bartered t/ce last of our twigbritt/e bones
to command t/ce dry [ire under blankets of snow.

T. Butler


