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Edmonton

 


1.

 


How I want to run with you, young only in
spirit,

Living in cosmic puberty, through this
sandbox.

These dreams that we could be giving each
other —

I saw them living in the towers and on the
streets.

You can ask the luminescent blue-stone
rabbit.

 


2.

 


We could make a bigger
Indian fortress with cranes.

Every bowling alley could be a charity, an
embassy,

A place where capitalist schemes are
incubated

And hatched. The people could salute your
majesty.

You could be my Victoria, my Elizabeth, or
no one.

 


3.

 


Until the sidewalks become a pair of ribbed
legs

Wrapped around each other;
until the reflections

Of all mirrors bring us face to face at a
bus stop

On a cold morning not even the subway
police

Will own, I am the fare-evader of love and
travel.

 


4.

 


Think of those stolid souls who run the
granaries,

The storehouses of sprawling collectives, a
union

Of conservatives sharing liberally. Attack
birds

Fly over the swamp trails and over the
frontiers

Of NATO. The Canadian geese are militant
too.

 


5.

 


I took the conceptual footbridge past a
pristine

Outhouse in an oil-town bird-sanctuary
brimming

With Canadian geese and things whose names
are

Unspeakable. Lakes, ponds, fountains, a
bouquet

Of industrial pipes — evoking the Anglican
God.

 


6.

 


The municipal steel cross within a parking
lot

Commemorating the war-dead, ticking off
wars

Like love affairs. And who am I to deny
romance?

I cannot pause here. The construction goes
forward.

We worship every amphibious vehicle in the
chaos pool.

 


7.

 


This strip-mall prosperity-gospel is almost
everlasting,

Outlived only by the casino-driven
governments

I have paid my slot-slut tithing too. People
panic

And head toward the exit door of my life.
Bless them.

They must save themselves. I savor the metal
roses.

 


8.

 


This is the sidewalk to nowhere. But I
believe in pork,

So long as a goodly, godly portion winds up
in my plate.

Those lone seagulls are not thinking saintly
thoughts.

They have a high calling to steal anything
small enough

To fit in their greedy beaks. Oh, Holy Ocean
of Sin.

 


9.

 


We’ve stuffed a thousand rusty horses inside
of this

Oversized motorcycle. We will posture like
bull elk

And rumble into the big city setting off
hormones

With the sound of our engines. We came
freshly

From the gas station that comes from
nowhere.

 


10.

 


Suspended globes of water and leafy globes
of fire:

The future of nature will be made by human
nature

Which emerged from nature itself. We’ll
play

Checkers with cities, prairies, lakes and
towers,

Then roll a battle-ready
tank into Churchill Square.

 


11.

 


In my fantasies, Scriabin music would
emerge

From row after row of suspended glass
panels

Leading to the offices of alcoholic
bureaucrats

Who are more efficient than we are. The
core

Of this city is like a collection of prime
ministers.

 


12.

 


A series of circular tubes is on the march,
heading

Toward the penthouses of that conditional
love

I confess to have been craving. All of my
dreams

Are like Sikh temple spires holding forth
above

A collection of urban hayfields in
semi-innocence.

 


13.

 


The coming and going of sporadic
thunderstorms

Darkens the ancient wood of defensive
fortresses

Within cities of locked churches no one
attends.

Jesus Himself gets whiter the further north
you go.

At the pole, the deities must gleam like
platinum.

 


14.

 


I can’t decide whether to go post-modern or
build

A log cabin. This is a surging river of
indecision.

Maybe a geodesic dome among the pine
trees?

How about a townhouse of hardwood and
steel

Hovering over drug addicts? Let’s
procrastinate.

 


15.

 


Imaginary clothes drying in an imaginary
breeze

Created by the passing of a conceptual steam
train.

The clothesline was used to create
installation art:

The feathers of a dozen headdresses,
representing

Afro-Tribal ceremonial societies from New
Orleans.

 


16.

 


One thousand of us could comfortably live
inside

The median of this four-lane road. You could
build

A concrete pagoda in the middle. I would
bow

To any icon you were in the mood to invent.
Blind

Faith will make this park-bench home more
bearable.

 


17.

 


Come share this twisted wrought-iron throne
with me

And we will rule over a kingdom of
multicolored bricks.

Each cell of your face appears under this
microscope

As another face. All beings are comprised of
all beings.

Even as stone statues, animal life will fill
our limbs.

 


18.

 


My real mother, who has no name, gave me a
star,

But she made me share the earth. She warned
me:

There are two birds of prey that can hurt
you. Don't

Infuriate an eagle, and steer clear of
saints. Run all

Over the playground. Ignore the adults
completely.

 


19.

 


These high stairways of wood and dirt and
stone

Will lead us up to the mystic-cloud
flag-lands where

The symbols of symbols wave valiantly in
honor

Of tepidly-uncertain, semi-willing,
quasi-patriots

Fully ready to half-fight a semantic war in
absentia.

 


20.

 


You could find yourself in a galaxy of
antique autos

In Sherwood Park where the most ardent
believers

Reluctantly concede that Agnosticism is the
default

Mechanism holding Canada together. This is
why

I miss Alberta every day. Eight million
gods. No truth.

 


21.

 


The distant roadway to a distant skyline to
a distant

Inner-self, like the
ongoing battle between landscapers And
mass-proliferating dandelions, always irresolvable,

Never finalized. It's like a sky within a
box within a sky

within no box inside a stratospheric
non-conclusion.

 


22.

 


The hatchlings are everywhere and somehow
immune

To the chemicals, undaunted by a sea of
refineries.

They take over parking lots and sidewalks,
growing

Very fast. People walk around them. The
American

Goose, almost gone, can't compete with these
beasts.

 


23.

 


My shoes and boots are so big that they
leave footprints

Rivaling the three steps of Vishnu. We are
becoming

Masters of everything outsized. Layer after
layer of Replications of replications — security guards are
eyeing

Anyone unenthusiastic about conformity. I
always agree.

 


24.

 


I keep eating fish-and-chips and flee the
very sight

Of green, leafy vegetables. There is no
ghetto yet

That has intimidated me. If there's meaty
food there,

I'll go. The redneck backwoods don't scare
me either.

If there is a bus, and potatoes and a grill,
I'll be there.

 


25.

 


In this city of sculptures, we will follow a
single theme:

Undermine all themes and spin the wheel of
incoherence.

Eventually the confusion may accidentally
open minds.

In the chaos of disorder, the true
underpinnings show up.

With open space as our guide, we cannot fail
the non-test.

 


26.

 


Every shade of brick in every pattern known
to man

Supporting a series of luminescent blue
bricks with ads

Sporting impassioned pleas of every sort,
both lofty

And carnally banal — all these hang on the
hard ledge

Of the countryside. This makes conversation
redundant.

 


27.

 


The vegan warriors can barely make a
beachhead here.

Alberta becomes more stubborn the more North
you go.

There is no vitamin anything and no fiber
nothing when

This video takes you to the shore of the
oil-tar sands.

Monoliths crawl along the highway. We can't
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