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Thanks to the poets who made all of this possible.




Local Positioning System


This corner is where the gutter backs up and the road floods.


It is dry now and everyone will forget until it rains again.


Keep going, up past where kittens popped out of the drain once, summer balls of fur and eyes, in front of the house where the piano teacher lived;


she said ‘you have the hands of a flautist,’ so the piano lessons didn’t go far.


This line of trees was lopped around when I was in high school,


see how the branches have been cut to make a canyon for the power lines to pass through. It’s all built up now: No. 32 is on the spot of the Paddock of One Sheep.


They’ve put a second storey on No. 29 and the hedge around No. 26 used to seem like something from a fairytale; things are taller when you are littler.


Turn right at the corner with the apartments. There was a girl who learned the violin, she lived in the one on the lower left. Mostly windows are blind eyes but at dusk


she’d put the light on, stage lighting her bowing. Exhibitionist. Maybe I was smarting from my piano teacher’s words, but I see her ghost in the window every time I pass.


It’s a long straight road next. In summer it is the best way to town because of the plane trees


The temperature drops 10 degrees instantly. And in autumn it rains itchy fluff


with the cockatoos up there ravaging the seed balls. No, that’s


not a cockatoo.


It’s a scrap of paper in the wind.


Jane Downing




First Morning in Venice


How easy to lose one’s point of origin,


the tourist at the next table reminds us.


Even once around the square


and you could be anyone anywhere,


one minute a temporary lagoon dweller


the next a misplaced fixture in time and space –


implausible spec in the eye of the camera.


She would be lost still, she claims,


were it not for the old man


who led her back … eventually …


through a succession of frescos,


across a fifteenth-century plaza,


somehow threading three floors


of hospital corridors


long ago inhabited by monks.


In one room they fixed his left leg,


in another his right eye, and there,


part of his heart. Returning him to life


time and again. Miracolo.


We listen like children intent on believing,


the walls of the hotel’s breakfast room


closing in. We dismiss the guide map,


cold cofee and half-eaten pastries -


hungry for a tale of our own.


Outside: fabled alleys, web of waterways,


arched bridges, rumoured hauntings,


refugee history, the anonymity


of carnival masks - all waiting


to waylay us from whatever task,


whatever path it is we think we’re on.


Jane Williams




Commit to Your City


Our mattress is bicoastal, our books


well traveled, all the dishes chipped.


The sofa is new, a commitment


to a bigger apartment, a lifestyle that affords


plants on sunny windowsills.


We see our new city through eyes


that have seen many cities, lived


in a few, sipped the water, sampled


the restaurants, survived the public


transportation, debated the merits


of parking lots and community pools.


Here, we see the bland light


of people passing one generation


to another, the same chance


at swing pushing and shop ownership.


We are confused by this,


attempt to acclimatize while mentally


arranging our apartment back


into a box, and writing down lists


of city names, wondering what


is strange there, what detail have we


forgotten about geography?


Caitlin Thomson




What if I Knew of the Upstairs Lounge?


My feet were in the same sneakers


that squeaked the St. Francis gym floor,


when I first stepped of the sidewalk


of Chartres in August of '75,


crossed Iberville Street, near


the wooden stairwell where men


once climbed sixteen steps through


a steel door to a space where


the simple was spoken freely: Did you


see that cute guy in the square? . . .


John's got a new boyfriend . . .


I told my sister last night . . .


It was a lounge where men


found their own stories


in the faces mirrored there.


On long study breaks, walking


the Quarter, how many times


did I pass? I'll never know,


I never saw, I never let myself


dream there were steps I could climb


carrying stories like mine. But


what if I'd heard of the lounge,


how it ended on a June Sunday in '73


during pride on parade in cities


less Southern, less Catholic? The stairs


turned wind tunnel, an inferno ascended.


Sixteen minutes to extinguish


the fire and thirty-two lives. What if


I'd heard in my sixteenth summer


walking home after practice? The news


on my radio, its single earphone


and the tied strings of my sneakers


tangled in the sweat on my neck.


What if I'd heard? What if I knew


what followed the fire? Investigations


were half-hearted at best.


The newspapers cackled:


Bodies stacked


like pancakes,


mass of charred flesh,


literally cooked--


faggots like food, not people that mattered.


But what if I'd heard? Back when I twirled


a bottle of pills in my hands, quietly


drunk on the tile floor by the toilet,


after parties with friends who


didn't know me. Would hearing


have been enough water to douse


my doubts, make me swallow? What if


I'd heard all the jokes that rushed


through that city those days


in late June: Did you hear the one


about the flaming queens?


At first no church offered burial.


Instead the city's punch line:


bury them in fruit jars. What else


would you do in New Orleans back then


with the bodies of gay men?


But what if I'd heard before


my fire turned to ember? Would I have


marked the taut skin of my forehead


with their ashes, like a Lenten reminder


to let outrage flare into courage.


I'm haunted


by what I might have become--


a young Phoenix, beautiful, fierce.


James Croteau




Domestic


Home as a haven. bolt hole. leave the world behind. no longer a stray dog. unwrap layers of the real self. palimpsest. onion. couch potato. a bit overcooked. location of creativity. quirky alones. do research. write novels. symphonies. build collections. too many possessions. to protect. fill you up. clutter. now seen as squalor. pathological home alone. too empty. site of threat. sharehouse. narratives of grotty terrace houses. sense of community. sex with improper strangers. ideas & food stolen. home is the hunter. walking on eggshells. headache from compromise. a house is not a home.


home as a place of nostalgia. library as a home. art gallery. museum. this feels like home. says client to psychotherapist. faux home. surrogate mother. sheep may safely graze. too expensive to maintain. marriage home. tete-a-tete. & baby makes three. the kinderarchy. children rule. rosemary’s baby. we need to talk about kevin. tantrums. pester power. some never leave home. merging generations. tolerance required.


neighbours. acoustic torture. arguments & vibrations. unwanted tintinnabulations. the best neighbours invisible & inaudible. renovations. facades in lieu of an inner life. new kitchens. paint jobs. If you rent don’t complain. no changes. upgrades. a bird of passage. my real home is elsewhere.


old tvs radios. too obese. buy more. update to slimline. anorexic objects. disappearing fast. but chairs & sofas for lounge lizards become more corpulent. my bed. rumpled installation. tracey emin. without sex drugs rock’n’roll.


home as landscape of strangeness. unheimlich. zoom in. black umbrella drying in kitchen. vampire bat. shelters mourners at rain-sodden funerals. an ailing heart. broken ribs. dread reveals itself. it is nothing & nowhere. icicle. a transparent fish. Swims down the plughole.


Carolyn Gerrish




Dudgeon


do your neighbours know you write poems about them?


my friend asks as she sips her tea nup! my reply


above us ms thunder thighs does her dance exercise


boobs bobbing in jesus loves me t-shirt


she bangs on the floor thumpbumpthump


smeasure time lost forever


or is this her god’s displeasure in me down below?


my heart races jaw clenched shudder in the bones


while she extends her life is she ending mine?


t.a.b terry home from the club huffs and puffs


tops up with tinnies his telly-vision full blast


black and white celluloid chatter until 2am


downstairs deaf mr stinky reeks of urine


in an attempt to catch the clock


his radio wails a chorus of right wing overkill


next-door doof-doof’s electronic trance


agitates my heart rhythms into arrhythmia


to the beat of a bass track band


even the building walls contract and expand


understand the need for walls of sound


give illusion of solitude knee jerk reaction is let fly


tibetan monks chant mantras for turbulent times


instead cave in down low play stony ground’s alchemy


throbthudthuds continue as background to seething rage


offer politely more tea?


Jenni Nixon




Woman Crying in the Supermarket


There’s a woman crying


in the frozen food aisle


of the supermarket,


her tears are turning to ice on her cheeks,


her feet are encased in a pool of frozen tears.


She has one hand clutching her trolley


somewhere between the frozen peas


and the ice-cream compartments,


her other hand holds a mobile to her ear,


her mouth is slightly open.


People file past her, they look, stare,


they want her to move.


The aisle is slippery,


beginning to ice over with her frozen tears,


trolleys become stuck,


clogging the whole aisle,


even Security can’t budge her.


Soon emergency workers arrive


with sharp tools and pressure hoses.


The ice is chipped and liquefied around her.


Lifted and placed in a trolley


like a tumbled statue


she is pushed through the fractured ice
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