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10 EXCALIBUR April 7, 1988

EXCALIBUR LIT C
Poetry Winner: Anne Gray

EDUCATIONSHADOW NIGHT
One night I had a coffee with a man I didn’t know, as 
sweepers went late around the tables and garbage pails 
banged. He told me stories of places where he knows God 
doesn’t live, where men fish for nickels in subway 
gratings with cheap magnets and scrap like dogs for pizza 
crusts. The faces of New York’s people are coming apart, 
he said, and smiled. But Boston, he said, is worse. In 
Boston there is a hotel with many waiters, and mirrored 
walls, and golden stairs, and beyond the stairs there are 
the people of Boston, and between the stairs and the 
people there are bouncers. It’s like science fiction, he 
said. But then the McDonalds in Boston is dirty, 
everything is dirty, the tables are dirty, the seats are 
dirty, the hamburgers are dirty too, he said. In New York 
the McDonalds is clean, though the boy behind the 
counter may slit your throat.

while learning one summer how to protest 
i lived in a church with overfed mice, four 

czech and one Siciliangermans, a 
who crossed the atlantic in overalls
and arrived smiling, the turks got turned 
back; but pam made it from Scotland, 
scraped paint for a week at the foot 
of mount royal and then got lost 
in toronto, looking for goat’s milk, 
we practiced for a week being countercultural 

made yogurt and posters 
read back issues of Now 

then people flowed in with sponges 
rolls of paper and spotlights
we painted our Nagasaki down brunswick avenue 
white silhouettes in wet chalk smears 
dried in the august night 
myself klaus myself pam myself dog 
someone stencilled a dog? 

we laughed
a man came out angry with a hose 
and the dog disappeared, and half of me, 
like the dead that Japanese day

Honourable Mention: Kate Reider-Collins
pattern at 22 years

Honourable Mention: Michael Redhill 1. sucking in (a) i am allergic to penicillin;
i find out when i am live months old, 

in the emergency ward 
dark chances, my breath (h) i play in the poison-ivy patch, leap in the

pond to grab the sunfish, and lie in the 
shade during August days, sweating 
through unthought-of tonsilitis 

(c) in the alley behind the dance-studio 
a man hurts me

DINNER ON THE OVERLAND

Salmon with hollandaise or pot roast 
which coast do we face — 
we are trapped.
The whistle crows triumphant 
through towns — once 
we woke to it, 
sensed those trapped 
on the train — but now 
we are in the throat of it.
We hear the whistle 
of our own passing and we 
are nowhere, our stomachs 
revolving like compass needles 
towards the dining car. This 
is the currency of our travel, 
enough to make us forget love, 
our real destination.
Still, we will not fight the blue-eyed
Stewart with his menu; we smile feebly
when he calls us by our
first names. He knows
how to get off a slow-moving train, but
we are afraid to ask him how.
We are mesmerized 
by the smell of well-spiced meat 
that follows him, how he glides 
sleek as a cream sauce 
down the aisle, calling 
Dinner

2. my breath
binds two voices
one strains to know the earth isn’t flat

the other sinks in a straight line, 
skimming ruin

(d) from dance classes i learn to move 
with my hips, ribs

(e) later, i know how to make love 
(0 i fall

3. they rise (e) i forget how to fall well 
(d) i can feel the space around me 

i jump when anyone touches me 
(c) when i fall in the Iren! canal i pull 

the deck-chair with me, sinking 
the water comes in my mouth 
i hold on to the chair 
my dad dives, follows and lakes me from 
its hand

(b) i should wear a medic-alert bracelet

they fall

2. a grasping

1. my breath 
hurries 

dark chances
(a)

dinner . . .
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