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            iDaring and vulnerable, this is the highly anticipated new collection from Griffin Poetry Prize winner Billy-Ray Belcourt.

            In The Idea of An Entire Life, Belcourt delivers an intimate examination of twenty-first-century anguish, love, queerness, and political possibility. Through lyric verse, sonnets, fieldnotes, and fragments, the poems—sometimes heartbreaking, sometimes slyly humorous—are always finely crafted, putting to use the autobiographical and philosophical style that has come to define Belcourt’s body of work. By its close, the collection makes the urgent argument that we are each our own little statues of grief and awe.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            iiPraise for The Idea of An Entire Life

            “To read Billy-Ray Belcourt’s The Idea of An Entire Life is to experience genre as a place between landscapes, but also beyond them: horizon as ‘line break,’ infrastructure as ‘wound,’ ‘an image of a forest someone else / was supposed to know by heart.’ These poems are achingly beautiful. Belcourt writes what’s already broken, breaking in real-time, ‘in order to repair it.’ How this new form might arrive, ‘miraculously’ but also diligently, an act of recuperation and courage that’s on-going, ‘meandering’ but also (always) ‘incomplete,’ becomes what happens when we read.”

            —Bhanu Kapil

            “This was beautiful. I am wowed, again. There were moments when I lost my breath. The Idea of An Entire Life engineers a lexicon for us to decipher what it means to be wedged between a staling futurism and the em dash of colonial chronicle. Where the body is a poem and the poetics of embodiment are found in grammatology: in the enjambment of a horizon ‘between me and my / ancestors,’ here a semicolon proceeds finality in asking ‘What if when my life ends there is still more life?’ and the queer Indigenous rite that with a huffing comma we ‘continue living.’ Belcourt creates a blueprint, mapped on waxy hard ground, the world the stylus etching out designs beneath: quotidian utopias, reverberant chambers, the portcullis of history, the choreography of a bedroom. And I too, like Belcourt, peek from the margins and of his sonnet weave a wave.”

            —Joshua Whitehead, author of Making Love with the Land

         

      

   


   
      
         
            iiiPraise for This Wound is a World

            Winner of the Griffin Poetry Prize • Winner of the Robert

Kroetsch City of Edmonton Book Prize • Winner of the

Indigenous Voices Award for Most Significant Work of

Poetry in English by an Emerging Indigenous Writer

• Finalist for the Governor General’s Literary Award for

Poetry • Finalist for the Robert Kroetsch Award for Poetry

• Finalist for the Gerald Lampert Memorial Award

• Finalist for the Raymond Souster Award

            
                

            

            “This Wound is a World is a decolonial wildfire from which the acclaimed writer Billy-Ray Belcourt builds a new world and it’s the brilliant, radiant, f*cked up Indigenous world I want to live in…. [His book] redefines poetics as a refusal of colonial erasure, a radical celebration of Indigenous life and our beautiful, intimate rebellion. This is a breathtaking masterpiece.”

            —Leanne Betasamosake Simpson, author of Theory of Water

            “This book is a monument for the future of poetic possibility. It is rare to be able to call a book something so grand and full—and have it be utterly true. That’s what This Wound is a World affords us: myth and hyperbole pressed into a lived and realized life. A reckoning for and of the wreck—bravely buoyant, alive, and finally here.”

            —Ocean Vuong, author of On Earth We’re Briefly Gorgeous

            “This Wound is a World is a wonder. It is filled with humor, sadness, sadness about sadness, sex, profound and profane lyricism, and above all power…. The book is a world with worlds inside it. It means to de-colonize any possible reader’s pre- or mis-conceptions about what it means to be alive and Indian today.”

            —Tommy Orange, author of There There and Wandering Stars

         

      

   


   
      
         
            ivPraise for Billy-Ray Belcourt

            “No one breaks your heart as elegantly as Billy-Ray Belcourt.”

            —Eden Robinson, author of Son of a Trickster

            “Billy-Ray Belcourt is proving himself to be a literary genius. His poetry and prose are tender and brutal and brilliant.”

            —Heather O’Neill, author of The Capital of Dreams

            “There are few writers who can authentically capture the beauty and complexity of Indigenous existence both on the rez and in the city like Billy-Ray Belcourt.”

            —Waubgeshig Rice, author of Moon of the Turning Leaves

            “Billy-Ray Belcourt’s voice is uniquely plangent and self-aware.”

            —Tommy Orange, author of There There and Wandering Stars

            “Belcourt is the rare writer who composes from, to, and because of the soul.”

            —Claudia Dey, author of Daughter

            “Billy-Ray Belcourt uses a dexterity of language and form as a container for memory and nostalgia as vehicles for truth about a still-blooming present.”

            —Hanif Abdurraqib, author of There’s Always This Year

            “Belcourt crafts sentences like only a poet can, each one precise and shimmering. He writes with ferocious intensity and beauty about Grindr hookups, queer Indigenous friendship, police violence, the open wounds of Canada’s residential schools, loneliness, and longing.”

            —BookPage

            “Belcourt sheds light on the transformative potential of love.”

            —Publishers Weekly v
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               AUTOFICTION

            

            
               
                  How we exist in the world

                  depends on how we describe it.

                  Have I always been firmly in the world?

                  No: I’ve been autumn in the middle of August,

                  I’ve been happiest when my life feels

                  like autofiction. Alas, the twentieth century

                  never ended. We are all subjects of the twentieth century,

                  I say to a stranger I just met on the internet.

                  It sounds like a riddle for which the answer is the body.

                  There is a blank space inside all natives that history

                  lays claim to. Every winter, I take pictures of the snow

                  because the snow reminds me of my impermanence.

                  Mostly I want to be undone without being ruined.

                  A native truth: the present is as beautiful as it is brutal.
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