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In Water Signs, Liz Kellebrew reflects on her coastal landscape and the natural and unnatural ways we inhabit our lives. Humorous, illuminating, and unafraid to peel back the complicated layers of living, this collection probes as much as it cradles. Kellebrew asks, “How does one cope with the uncertainty?” Her answers are manifold and, ultimately, hopeful. “Extend that love to yourself: make your heart a homestead.”

— Jessica Gigot, author of Feeding Hour

Lithe as shoreline madronas, Liz Kellebrew’s poems navigate the Salish Sea in reflections on nature, everyday solitude, and a changing environment. Effortless imagery pairs with staunch insights to create a mesmerizing read. 

—Gail Folkins, author of Light in the Trees

In Water Signs, a startling, heartfelt, and brave catalogue of the world around us, Liz Kellebrew echoes Mary Oliver’s instructions: “To pay attention, this is our endless and proper work.” Whether describing the feral beauty of a post-apocalyptic landscape, taking inventory of her surroundings, or playing with the trope of a midlife crisis, Kellebrew's language is lush and unrelenting, praising the clutter of human life as it intersects with natural world: “The sticky residue on a galley table, spilled juice or sticky bun. Scratched enamel, graffiti of keys,” and “Sweetgum seeds cluster in fractals,/ Spiny urchins ambitious as globes.” The result is a voice tender as it is stoic, reminding us that there are, “No predators here but us.”

— Kendra DeColo, author of My Dinner with Ron Jeremy
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Genesis

[image: image]


If we did start over with 

a new Earth,

Where would we begin? 

Would we be wiser and let well enough alone? 

Or would our first priority be 

Bringing back the iPhone?
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Pre:incarnation
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I shall write of a time long ago

That is not so different from yesterday, 

That is almost the same as tomorrow 

But with one difference: 

You won’t be around to witness it,

Not in your mortal shell.

But maybe you were there, by the riverside, 

In the crabgrass under the hoof

Of the draft horse, slender with hunger, 

Whose fetlocks were covered with mud.

And maybe you were there, in the shallows,

In the glint of a minnow’s eye,

In a buttercup yellow with pollen, 

Your heart a bright sun deep inside.
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Curvature
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How time unfolds,

Like the space between the crests of waves.
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Ferry Crossing: Spring
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Crossing Elliott Bay: 

Mount Rainier due south, 

Mount Baker north. 

No question which direction you’re heading. 

So many greens: 

True cedar’s new bundles of needles, 

waxy madrona leaves, 

dry scales of western red cedar, 

dark greens of hemlock and fir, 

the maple’s new leaves like opening claws. 

Clover and grass shin-high, 

clumps of daisies small and godlike, 

ever-seeing.

Blue: 

The waters of the Sound, bluer than sky, 

bluer than blue jeans. 

A blue so blue it is black and white, 

a blue that is purple in the troughs between waves. 

––––––––
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White:

The sky, as is proper. 

A haze of mist through which the ferries pass, 

steely as guns, buoyant as toys. 

Inside: 

The sticky residue on a galley table,

spilled juice or sticky bun. Scratched enamel, 

graffiti of keys meant for opening 

locks, vehicles, homes, 

places private and small, 

shrunken to the comfort of our animal minds. 

No predators here but us. 
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Hydrophilic Age
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They were living in the time of great water,

Trying not to rub their eyes

As the sea level rose and covered the earth.

The trees returned to sea kelp,

Red alder to coral reef,

Lizard legs returned to fish bone,

Horsehair to jellyfish,

Tentacles barbed with lace,

Hoof and antler became web and fin,

Torque and dynamo, fluid wind. 

We all became weightless,

We learned how to swim. 

Only the birds did not need to change, 

And instead grew in span 

Like pterodactyls,

Good luck dragons, Pegasus steeds,

And the seed of man was scattered in the ocean depths

Like insignificant krill.
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Id
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Layer upon layer,

How our darknesses are built.

Light upon light,

Many colors in the shades of

Our fathers’ eyes.

The mother’s womb lies open to

The ultraviolet light,

Ever reaching, ever pulsing

Divine birthright.

Upon which colors will my flag be flown?

And which heavy flowers laid upon my breast?

Wilting in the desert heat.

A toad, a salamander flickers,

A monarch flutters torn.

No refuge for cryptographers,

The lesson here is none.

If I could choose between the echo of air

Still in a quiet room

And the susurration of synapses

Passing electrons in my unquiet brain,

I would choose neither.

And, in the cool moss fragrance of forest air,

I would lay down my armor

And let myself breathe again.
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Equinox
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In my heart’s eye I know

The earth is tilting toward spring,

Riven inside a strait sea of brilliance,

The robins abluster with reverence.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

The Artist’s Garden
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My love is an act of war, 

and my garden is defiance. 

In it, I plant seeds of treason: 

corn, barley, scarlet beans,

an eyelash, a hangnail, a tooth,

a postcard, a pencil, a page from a holy book. 

I cover my seeds with earth and water them in the sun. 

Everywhere my fruit grows wild.
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