
        
            [image: cover]
        


dreaming of
kaleidoscopes

chris wind

Smashwords
Edition

[image: tmp_86b708fb3eb94877bc6eeadf56920c86_Eof1UY_html_6eef93ee.jpg]


Published by

Magenta

on Smashwords

[image: tmp_86b708fb3eb94877bc6eeadf56920c86_Eof1UY_html_6eef93ee.jpg]

dreaming of
kaleidoscopes

Copyright 1991, 2011, 2020 by chris wind

ISBN 978-1-926891-13-2
paperback

ISBN 978-1-926891-14-9 pdf

ISBN 978-1-926891-12-5 epub

www.chriswind.net

Cover design by chris
wind

Formatting and layout design by Elizabeth Beeton

Cover image by H. Pellikka,
used in accordance with the

GNU Free Documentation License, Version 1.2 and

Creative Commons Attribution-Share Alike 2.0

Generic and Unreported licenses

All rights reserved.
Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part
of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into
a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means
(electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise)
without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner
and the above publisher of this book.

This is a work of fiction.
Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either
the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.
The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners
of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have
been used without permission. The publication/use of these
trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the
trademark owners.

Smashwords Edition License
Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal use only. This ebook may
not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to
share this book with another person, please purchase an additional
copy for each person you share it with. If you are reading this
book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use
only, then you should return to Smashwords.com and purchase your
own copy. Thank you for respecting the author’s work.


also by chris
wind

Thus Saith Eve

UnMythed

Deare Sister

The Lady Doth Indeed Protest

Snow White Gets Her Say

Satellites Out of Orbit

Particivision and other stories

Paintings and Sculptures

Excerpts


acknowledgements

“crease, flip”
Canadian Woman Studies Spring 98, vol.18 no.1

“Modern Math” (a
series) White Wall Review
1998, no.23

“Blacks founded...”
Kola Spring 96, vol.8
no.1; Onionhead Jul94, no.24

“stranding” (“it’s like a
hunger strike”) Bogg Winter 95, no.67

“in the night”
Shard Summer 95;
The Free Verse Anthology Aug93

“To My Philosophy
Professors” Canadian Woman Studies
Winter 94, vol.15 no.1

“to be led”
Whetstone Fall
94

“hope chest”
Whetstone Fall
94

“girl market at
Gaina” Contemporary Verse 2
Winter 93/94, 16:3

“Fashion Statement”
Contemporary Verse 2 Spring 93, no.20

“padding” (“in essays and
reports”) Contemporary Verse 2
Fall 89, vol.11 no.4

“(for my brother)”
Women’s Education des femmes Sep89, vol.7 no.3

“On the occasion of your
Ph.D.” The Mattawa Chronicle
Fall 88, vol.1 no.1

“burn victim”
Canadian Author & Bookman Summer 88, vol.63 no.4

“now you want...” (“now
that there’s AIDS”) Bite
Spring 88, no.4

“electronic studio”
Contemporary Verse 2 Winter 88, vol.11 no.1

“rondo”
Ariel Apr87, vol.18
no.2

“fire, for phil”
Whetstone Fall
86

“to paul”
Whetstone Spring
83

“counterpoint”
Whetstone Fall
82

“hayride”
Tower Summer 82, vol.31
no.1

“this is the
season” Whetstone Spring 81

“solitude on the
steppes” Whetstone Spring 82

“crucifixion”
Whetstone Spring
82

“down a hollow”
Interior Voice Winter
81/82, no.1

“distance softens”
Canadian Author & Bookman Spring 81, vol.56 no.3

“youth”
Mamashee Winter/Spring
81, vol.4

 


Thanks to Shirley Gould for “to be
led”


contents

​solitude on the
steppes

i wake

four grown human
beings

later in the
evening

burn victim

i hurl my
screams

solitude on the
steppes

down a hollow

Portrait of the Artist,
Struggling

youth

this is the
season

Sonata for the
Dead

dreaming of
kaleidoscopes

i chirp

canary in a cave

we move

nuns

In An Art
Gallery

Vinnie

my pet parrot

it’s like a hunger
strike

Blacks founded great
empires

gameboy

Desert Storm (the
video)

you tell me about your
son

(Blind) Lady of
Justice

tanka

counterpoint

you will wash over
me

Aria Cantabile

no

your words scrape across my
skin

counterpoint

a rush of flames

distance softens, darkness
too–

to paul

leave

Modern Math

to phil

we who have cast off polite
camouflage

for my brother

in the night

now that there’s
AIDS

​“rape with a foreign object”

electronic
studio

evolution

crease, flip, crease, flip, crease,
flip

(for my brother)

To My Philosophy
Professors

in essays and
reports

to be led

Fashion
Statement

I have taken
vows

Crucifixion

when her mother
explained

agèd women
waiting

Mirrors in a
Funhouse

The Girl Market at
Gaina

On the Occasion of your
Ph.D.


​ solitude on the steppes


​
i wake

i wake.

the sky is like soiled snow
at a spring sewer.

there are tears in the
air.

every morning we leave the
apartment

they go to work, i go to
school.

we walk along
streets

hearing the ebb and wash of
the tide of traffic

as it sterilizes the
pavement with carbon monoxide.

they go to
buildings

that do not scrape the smog
from the sky.

i go to a displeasing
dome

by dubious
decree.

 


and then sometimes for
supper

we go to
McDonalds.

and i remember

sitting in
class

my gaze caught upon a
cocoon

up there

where the ceiling is
seamed

so pure and
white

i felt its rough softness
with my eyes

and when i saw it i
dreamed

perhaps i will
see

the butterfly burst
out.

 


and i remember

for my
Confirmation

auntie gave a
rosary

our fathers in diamond,
hail marys in pearl

so you can pray for the
poor, she smiled.

 


when i saw it i
screamed.

in embarrassment mother
smiled

thank you, she is too
young to understand

i will put it in a safe deposit
box

until she is
older.

 


i listen to
music

upstairs in an
attic

that is my room of my own
now

Beethoven boasts his
beating heart and

Springsteen makes me move
and

no one tells me turn it
down.

last night, i listened to a
song called “Sunrise”

the first few bars so
wakened into glory–

in the morning, this
morning

i rose

and bicycled six miles out
of the city,

i saw gossamer
glistening,

in the silver
mist,

crystal veins dripping
opal,

and as i sat in an open
field,

i saw the sun
rise!

 


and i thought,

i feel

therefore i am.

i remember hope and i
remember despair

but i forget

which is the key for
life–

1982


​
four grown human beings

four grown human
beings

each half a lifetime
used

sit around the
table;

playing their new game
of

Triple Yahtzee

because it’s
Christmas;

triple strategy

triple
excitement

triple fun;

it says so on the
box.

 


they sit

passing the bright shaker
of dice;

talking
seriously

knowingly

of the best way to
win;

it matters.

 


the properly-dressed woman
of forty-five

yells “Yahtzee!” in
glee

when the dice fall
right;

she carefully counts
and

records her
score;

she’s happy now.

 


she turns to me and
boasts

“I’ve had three Yahtzees
this game!”

and i almost
answer

i’m proud of you
mom–

but i bite my
tongue,

and my heart
bleeds.
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