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loon chicks
on mother’s back

the weight of it all

dry lightning
her mattress scarred

with cigarette burns

worry stone a black hole at the centre



charity
how hard it is

to ask

hungry for life
our bellies still

remember

day moon
(dis)appearing

sister’s thin face



dank
bathroom
a
silverfish
swims
between
my

toes






a cloud atlas
the fluid definition

of gender

family dinner
my grandchild asks

if I'm a man



social
constructs
evergreens
bowed
down
with

snow



pay equity
she swims against

the current

hot (fl)ashes the combustibility of womxn’s rights






ultrasound butterflies instead of a baby

cows and calves
bawling at weaning time

my breasts ache

sunflower
I turned around

and you were grown



feather the nest

empty

first snowfall
the sweet nothings
that never melted

on your tongue

angry words
the gossip of gulls
drifting



passing train how quickly we forget our promises

visiting rights
some silences are louder

than others






shoe laces
tangled between spans

wisps of fog

street kids
shadows fold
into the night

loneliness
the holes we fill

with something else



star-nosed mole
we search for light

in dark places

rehab
finally
a
lapse
in
the

rain






attic trunk
our hands are stained

with old secrets

inner demons
some days she remembers

to forget



climate
change
she
shrinks
away
from
her

uncle



tumbleweeds
we must not speak
of this

reconciliation
tundra swans against

the wind






tent city
salamanders scurry

in all directions

homeless vet
a red leaf flutters

above the grate

frost warning
a refugee loses

his fingers



neon lights
a cardboard roof

sags with snow

thrift shop
the ins and outs

of fashion

eco-tourism
the gap widens between

rich and poor






window fog
I write your name

on the moon

hospice visit
a baby bird opens

its mouth

snowed in
the rounded shoulders

of my mother



veined hands
the abandoned eggs

of scribble-larks

pillage

jackpines
the arthritic shape

of wind



meteor showers
the time it takes to lose

a memory

sunset the narrow space between here and gone






redacted
the women they might

have become

sakura
my mouth full of stones

at the news

datelines the ones he crossed without permission



horseshoe canyon
your name comes back

to haunt me

cyberbullying
the buzz of a high voltage arc

the stalker go(ogling) every woman he meets
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oil slick the way we colour our world

plastic soup
our children inherit

the recipe

melting sea ice
those who do not believe

those who do



permafrost
a polar bear’s paws

sink deeper

muted sun
wildfires rage

across the border

tsunami
my friend tells me

not to lose faith
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beamed up
headlights point skyward

after the crash

fa(ulter

intensive care
the last cuneiform

of snow geese



MRI don’t really want to know

frost-filigreed
the seasons pass slower

without you

pentaquarks the five stages of grief
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