
  The memory has as many moods as the temper,


  and shifts its scenery like a diorama.


  ~ George Eliot, Middlemarch


  A female human being is born out of her mother’s fair body, branded with a strange, plague-tainted name, and let go; and lives a while, and dies. But before she dies she awakes. There is a pain that goes with it.


  ~ Mary MacLane, I Await The Devil’s Coming


  RICHARD GERE’S GRAND PIANO


  Here. This is it:


  you’re a waitress.


  You bring people French toast


  and bacon. You can’t pay the Hydro bill.


  I used to think of you as somebody


  grand, like one of those pianos Edward


  fucked Vivian on in Pretty Woman.


  Maybe you are.


  Maybe your greatest talent


  is gleaming in empty foyers.




  I AM RIDING TOWARD AN APOCALYPSE — I THINK IT’S MINE.


  Watch me on my bike.


  On Facebook.


  On Instagram.


  Watch the sun beat through a lawn tree.


  I want to go to sleep there and burn


  until it is quiet through me like woods,


  but even the woods are in perfect rows,


  planted by a man in boots,


  his back trembling.


  I saw him in a documentary.


  I call these thoughts death,


  but my death is no longer original;


  I saw it in a documentary.


  You already said that.





  ADVERTISEMENTS


  TV shows imagine God is listening.


  They signal this with synthesized violins.


  My idea of the idea of God


  is a good ol’ boy


  in a cardigan, His hands


  resting snugly in pockets,


  winking at the television,


  asking me what I’m selling.


  I’m not so sure. We watch a girl


  at The Gap fold a sweater. I cup a breast,


  measure my waist, and ask God


  if my sanity is that sweater, collapsed


  in a box with a ribbon around it.


  Ahhh, He gasps, the girls in their Revlon!


  and starts to boogie to the jingle


  like a new man.





  SEARCH


  Type in girls


  and Google pulls up its skirt:


  thumbnail upon thumbnail of cunt


  dildo in wet cunt


  cellphone in wet cunt


  zucchini in wet cunt


  Colin Farrell in wet cunt


  some kind of mythical creature in wet cunt


  big cunt


  bare cunt


  French cunt


  German cunt


  vintage cunt


  cunt new and improved


  cunt like you’ve never seen before


  cunt on the beach


  cunt in the forest


  cunt on the rocky shores of Labrador


  her cunt


  your cunt


  my cunt


  cunt in the dark


  cunt on a yacht


  cunt under a pretty dress trying to hide from a cellphone camera


  cunt of the week


  cunt of the month


  cunt of tomorrow


  ex-girlfriend cunt


  new girlfriend cunt


  cunt that looks vaguely familiar, will haunt you


  cunt like whoa


  cunt like no


  cunt, like, maybe get a labiaplasty?


  cunt in white cotton, black lace,


  doing its kegels, drunk on itself,


  post-orgasm, post-modern, pre-med,


  pre-second-wave feminism, pre-Playboy,


  prenuptial, preternatural, post-coital


  cunt for president


  cunt for prime minister


  cunt for PETA


  cunt with a grudge


  sepia cunt


  adorable cunt


  lonesome cunt


  cunt right there in your bedroom





  THE FIRST TIME WITH PAY-PER-VIEW


  Her body was an ostentatious palace


  where he broke all the furniture.





  PHOTOGRAPH


  You tell me to look into the lens,


  which I think of as your mouth.


  The air is heavy with appetite.


  You adjust my head with two fingers,


  brush the hair from my face,


  tell me part your lips,


  part your knees.


  The woman you’re watching —


  What does she look like


  and


  did we both have you?


  You like her, I know.


  You’ll develop her:


  a bit of generosity.





  COUNTRY DRIVE


  The wheat fields wave


  their cinders,


  all the gold hurts my mouth.


  Inherent in the repetition


  of each passing plot is delusion,


  mainly the figure of a woman,


  not me exactly,


  but a version,


  the me that dies in the nightmare.


  She has started to show up


  in all the familiar places.





  BEES


  They cruise the windowpanes,


  drone into autumn, sup on wallpaper vines,


  their feet sanding


  the bedroom sills. Antennae stalk


  my body as they make


  their honey


  from blooms they find,


  unknown to me.


  They scour the kitchen floor.


  I scare easy, make a peach pie.


  We eat together on the back porch.


  They comb my mouth,


  fly out when I speak.


  Before I leave this place, I’ll


  douse the hives at night.


  I’ll spray and spray and run,


  turn to watch the bodies pour out.





  THE COUNTY


  i.


  The light lies on the lake for so long


  it might never leave, until


  black gathers along the clothesline and beneath your hair,


  climbs up the deck stairs.


  ii.


  When I was a child


  dusk made me homesick for a resemblance.


  Before the film flickered on at the cottage drive-in


  I’d whirl on the playground carousel and hope to die.


  The movies brought us other selves,


  my parents beside the car in lawn chairs,


  their faces unavailable.


  iii.


  A bird slams the windshield.


  It lives but leaves feathers.


  I flick the wipers.


  Yesterday, a fox flashed in front of my car


  to cup a rabbit in its jaw.





  ROTATE


  This piano music


  chills the blood.


  I drink warm beer.


  The static on this record is a past


  I dance with.


  You said no alcohol.


  I did say that.


  Exceptions.


  On the phone


  he still calls you “my dear.”


  Absent-mindedly.


  But you pause.


  I pause.


  On auto, the record player


  restarts itself


  but I recognize it


  as the dead in this house


  rising to repeat themselves.





  FREQUENCIES


  The radio preaches.


  I put my mouth to the speaker:


  Who sent you?


  Tell it lies


  about the truths


  I’ve never told.


  I spin the dial,


  love watching


  the indicator coast


  along that silver line, frequencies


  marked like gas stations and rest stops.


  I call the station and the DJ says


  he worked country radio in Alberta once,


  hated it, moved back. Ontario’s


  the best, he says. My mind swats


  a fly and I hang up.


  He plays the song


  and my other rises


  to take the floor.





  LETTERS FOR YOU


  i.


  The men around here drive pick-ups.


  I watch them coast from the fields


  in the evening, windows down.


  We lock eyes when I’m out running


  and I plead, turn to see if a glance


  is in the rearview.


  Their bedrooms are elaborately


  simple; I’m a girl in them.


  Sauvage, that’s what you called me,


  but it’s how I think of you, and it’s the opposite


  of their want, which can be fed.


  Cruel though, how their damp sheets


  promise a forgetting.


  ii.


  Forgetting.


  Tricky, that.


  We tried to do it


  by moving away


  from our past


  and into a house together.


  While you sleep


  I walk around the empty rooms


  with a blanket over my shoulders,


  hoping to recover someone.


  Not in the dining room.


  Not in the study.


  So I shed my clothes


  and climb on top of you,


  trying to find her.


  iii.


  Mid-morning walk.


  You made observations


  from your jacket:


  how grave I was in my pretty hat,


  how you’d always imagined


  Anna Karenina looked like me.


  I parted my lips but didn’t say anything.


  Don’t be strange, you said.


  Be strange, you said.


  Back inside my mouth


  fell open for your cock


  like a string puppet’s.


  iv.


  We stayed up


  making purple-black flowers


  bloom down the side of me.


  We hoped the neighbours


  would call the police


  to stop us.


  Someone, stop us.


  v.


  How quickly


  we travelled


  each other


  in that other direction.


  When you moved inside me,


  we were astonished.


  I think of it now as a grip


  we could not remain under.


  Here, there, a beauty returns —


  one of yours —


  I turn away from it.





  THE MISOGYNIST


  Every night she sits in the room with the big bay window, drinks a beer, and imagines the city moving closer. She sees herds of high-heeled women walking down County Road 2. She wants to rip their heels off, throw rocks. She wants to hunt them. They would run stupidly, she is sure, then, Jesus, she thinks, who am I? and tilts her beer.


  Now she paces and puts on a record of Soviet Army marches. The noise fills the cottage and impedes her ability to listen for intruders. She always listens for them. Men, she knows, might be waiting outside her bathroom window, or maybe her bedroom window, to climb in and rape her. All night she can’t sleep because of the men potentially waiting outside her window: squatting, lurking, silhouette cut-outs like that kid used in Home Alone to scare off the bad guys. Except these ones are outside, not inside, malicious and silent, not laughing, dancing.


  In the morning she brews coffee and goes out to her back porch to meet the gardener, the first of the men to work for her. Later, the contractor will come inside to fix the wall where it meets the ceiling in the sitting room and she’ll stand below his ladder, hands on hips, and watch.





  FATHER’S SON


  I’ll say it:


  I am afraid


  you’ll end up like your father,


  alone in the woods with a blonde


  retriever. I watch him setting rock


  in the mortar of the new cottage,


  think of his hands on a woman’s body,


  how your mother’s face was no stone.


  He prefers this: still structures


  leaning into autumn.


  Gutting fish, stringing up deer to drain,


  online dating with women he dismisses


  as stupid. He wishes they were nineteen,


  he says, he wishes for a daddy complex.


  I swim in his lake,


  track your movements on shore.





  ASTROCOTTAGE


  Crickets chirp


  on the Jumbotron.


  The animals are mascots


  to your shotguns, to nature,


  which is twenty-two here


  and wearing a string bikini.


  I saw a deer raising herself


  from the meadow,


  but it was a beer ad


  about chugging cans


  as cold as lakes,


  it was a head


  on the cabin wall,


  it was the forest shuffling off.





  SMALL CITY


  When I lived there I roamed shopping malls


  on lunch break. They advertised Katy Perry


  was coming. I sat in Starbucks obsessing.


  The university kids couldn’t tell


  but the men on their computers could.


  I puppeted my arms for them, my mouth.


  One followed me home through a snowstorm.


  A snowstorm won’t stop me!


  It was a declaration of psychopathy, like my moving


  was a declaration of psychopathy. And that word


  declaration, an icicle glinting in the infrequent sun,


  on one of those days I felt we were living


  in a farmhouse,


  dinner fresh from the oven,


  snow a violence spun for us,


  like fate was a thing we would die doing.





  CURIOSITY


  He entered every watering hole he ever saw on Queen Street.


  He went for breakfast and dinner and coffee.


  He entered greasy spoons and empty trattorie, bars


  with signs like White Magic Psychic.


  It didn’t matter. He needed to eat.


  He needed to know how it was inside.


  She likes this about him. She imagines this is how


  he feels about women. Their outsides


  draw him; he is curious


  about their taste and the way they feel,


  the experience of them. She can understand this.


  She can understand anything. She is sitting


  at the back of a coffee shop


  watching the barista smoke quietly on the stoop.


  There is a sign on a balcony above him


  that says Vienna House Bakery, she wonders


  if that is what she would find in him:


  oven-warmth and rising.


  Her lover sees many storefronts


  inside her. When he says,


  “I would ask you to marry me


  if you believed in marriage,” the hope


  goes out of her. His idea of it


  is the diner in the Edward Hopper painting:


  all our loneliness under a glow, the couple


  just beyond reach, and the milkshake slinger


  in his white hat, promising.





  KING WEST: BRIAN


  “Melissa will probably want to do something domestic tomorrow, like go to Ikea.”


  Will she suck his cock today?


  They make purchases together:


  white mugs and shower curtains,


  and he asks about the wine she’s chosen


  for their dinner party, and she goes on


  wearing her dark-wash jeans


  and when an explosion of colour suddenly leaps


  from the fog between them, out from


  that spot in her mind that is still hers,


  still free from some ad on TV,


  direct from the sparking edge of her teeth


  she bares up from his lap,


  he almost — just for a second — loses


  his hard-on, lives inside the gentle


  arch of her hand on his knee,


  the horse-muscle of her neck.





  TRINITY BELLWOODS PARK: GIRL


  “Rachel! Your bush is showing!


  You’re not wearing any underwear!”


  Her body leans into the grass


  with its bright legs


  and high-waisted floral jumper comeback.


  She spreads her fingers around a Pabst Blue Ribbon


  and lifts her face.


  She doesn’t know if she’s an American Apparel


  mannequin or a woman with


  a body she’s learning.


  She wants every boy in the park, and none.


  Yesterday she sat in front of the mirror


  brushing her hair,


  wondering what belongs to her.


  She presents herself to the world


  like an art show, different concepts


  behind each look, hoping


  the critics will elaborate.


  Her last boyfriend


  wanted it bare.





  LIBERTY VILLAGE: SEPEHR


  “Four girls masturbating together in a hotel room is so unnecessary.”


  We broke for lunch,


  chose sushi.


  Do you find this California Roll sexy? I asked.


  What I meant was: How do you forget?


  Rice fell from his mouth.


  I watched an interview with an ex-porn star.


  They asked him to reflect on the difference


  between porn then and now.


  When I was working…


  I remember being turned on to a point sometimes…


  I would actually shake…I’d hate to see that go away.


  They filmed him tending the garden


  and cooking spaghetti for his wife.


  We office back in to caption clip after clip,


  Redheads, Blondes, Busty Brunettes.





  LOVE, MONTREAL


  It makes me wet to think of


  the way your fingers touch objects —


  coffee cups, corkscrews,


  bike chains, and faucets.


  You asleep quick, like a man who


  works with his hands,


  and the car headlights


  from Rue Sherbrooke steal
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  YOU AND I IN THIS HOUSE


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  




  BEAUT


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  




  INSTAGRAM


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  




  VICTIMS


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  




  BODY


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  




  WITNESS


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  




  MARGARET HANNAH


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  




  PHOTOGRAPH OF MOTHER


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  




  CANCER


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  




  THE COUNCIL


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  


OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
1 A

SN All the Gold
Hurts My Mouth

v S
ehouse poetry






