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Praise for Elegies of Rotting Stars…

 

 

 

“Elegies of Rotting Stars by Tiffany Morris is a gorgeous and visceral collection that takes readers down into the depths of a dark, poetic cathedral. Within, stars bleed and ‘flowers drip like meat.’ The spiritual meets the unholy, and clouds dance like ghosts in an angry sky. Lush word choices surround every verse, and Morris does an expert job at evoking emotion, whether she’s navigating the striking cultural influences of the Mi’kmaq language or describing the earth’s sorrow. Readers will delight in the rich descriptions and haunting melodies so carefully crafted within this outstanding collection.”

 

—Sara Tantlinger, Bram Stoker Award-winning author of The Devil’s Dreamland

 

 

 

 

"If you own one poetry collection by a contemporary Indigenous writer, it'd better be this one. Elegies of Rotting Stars strikes like a scream; it is a cry in the darkness of a world hurtling toward environmental disaster, a sound felt through the hearts of every citizen of the Indigenous diaspora. Horrific, beautiful, unforgettable, it is as much a love letter to the Mi'kmaq language as it is an exploration of terror when our ties to our languages and Nations are severed. This book occupies the space between devastation and hope, proving that even in the face of genocide and separation from our homelands, we can always find ways to come home.”

 

—Mae Murray, author and editor of The Book of Queer Saints

 

 

 

 

 

"The power of Tiffany Morris's words wakes you up with righteous anger, heart-rending shockwaves of recognition, and restorative wisdom in the face of doom. She handles horrors both cosmic and specific deftly, like a magician. Elegies of Rotting Stars is a beautiful, masterful book.”

 

—Joe Koch, author of The Wingspan of Severed Hands and Convulsive

 

 

 

 

“What Tiff Morris does with language, with form, with imagery, is nothing short of awe-inspiring. Somewhere between poetry and prophecy, between ruin and rebirth, Morris is undoubtedly our most clear-eyed witness of the anthropocene and all that comes after.”

 

—Paula D. Ashe, author of We Are Here to Hurt Each Other

 

 

 

 

 

Content Warning

 

The following collection contains:

—Suicide

—Loss of pregnancy

—Graphic violence
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There Are No Simple Hymns

 

 

Mushroom hum: writhing

infinity. Severing time from 

fractal blooms unfolding.

Crystalline, the light

eats into our eyes and buzzes

sacred geometries 

into our skin.

 

Storm-hearted,

the woman marks prophecies 

etched in glass:

her breath rises,

then falls.

She boils the 

amniotic milk: presses

crushed violets 

to her mouth.

There are no

simple hymns.

 

Night screams onyx,

vertigo makes us holy—

falling to ground

like falling to aether:         

born earthen

dying auric

spitting angelic

rosegold revenant

spiraling nothing.

There is something printed

in our skin. Whorl,

bark, thumbprint—

vestigial regret.

 

The prophetess opens her eyes

and says: 

when the roses

blossom a color

never seen 

a universe is born in

platinum rot starjelly.

The old world 

fades into a sacred        

glowing hum: supernovae.

I Am My Own Haunted House

 

 

I want to find the things 

	that are made of smoke 

and let them find me running 
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