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Visitation
When east is light 
And west is night 
Out walk the ghosts of men. 

When east is light 
And west is night 
They seek their brethren. 

When above is night 
By candle light 
The hearts of men beat fast. 

When above is night 
By candle light 
Wonder how long it can last. 

When full of dread 
They fear to tread 
And minutes bleed by slow. 

When full of dread 
They fear to tread 
Those ghosts, they will not go. 

When sky of morn 
And sleep forlorn 
They clamour from their beds. 

When sky of morn 
And sleep forlorn 
Still can’t shake them from our heads.  

and 
minutes 
bleed by 
slow
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DNA Speaks 
Alleles and loci 
By any other name 
Still shape our outsides 
Yet inside we are the same 

Is it your DNA working 
Or is it mine 
All through these mutations 
We’ve grown over time 

My hair is coarse 
Your nostrils wide 
Different adaptations 
Yet the same inside 

If bothered by ancestors 
Either simian or lore 
It matters not 
What came before 

For the mirror my brother 
May mask our genetic tide 
But our nucleotides whisper 
We are the same inside.  

but our 
nucleotides 
whisper
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The Music 
It’s beautiful in it’s simplicity 
The theory of everything 
Just like the flick of finger on a string 
The music that is our world 

Poor Einstein worked his fingers to the bone 
Everything, he wanted 
But more was there than E=MC2 

And he died unrequited 

It’s beautiful in it’s simplicity 
Defining the gravity 
Dimensional variability 
Big bang in the eleven 

If possibility is infinite  
Does it matter what I do? 
For every door skipped there’s one I go through 
In this world made of music  

but more 
was there 

than 
E=MC2



The Chordates
My kingdom is Animalia 
  as I am chordate 
  a vertebrate mammal 
 (the proof’s in the navel) 

I was born formed as any eutherian primate is 
    into the family Hominidae 
    trickled into 
 Homo 
 Homo sapien 
 Homo sapien sapien 

My genus the master of fire and stone 
      of the hairy class 
      and the only one who wonders 
      if we’ll ever know  
      all of our factors 

My kingdom is only one of five 
     and perhaps the most unsteady 
    as Monera and Protista are hidden well 
      Plantae has learned how to survive on its own 
 and Fungi has no qualms just taking 

We the chordates travel the edges 
      and depths of the world freely 
      teetering on the edge 
      but the only able to appreciate it 

My kingdom is Animalia 
     as I am chordate 
     a vertebrate mammal 
 (the proof’s in the navel!)  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Chemical Taste 
I never thought that life 
Would be the opposite 
Of what my education taught me 

I was bred to be modern 
Unaware of the effects 
On the rest of the world 

And when I stood to question my class 
It fell on deafened ears 
of satisfaction made accessible 

Yet through this world  
The line continues: hungers 
For that which will fill the void 

In the other countries 
The children wonder how this chaos 
continues 
As they go to work 

So I sleep in chemical dreams 
To purge the guilt of 
White boy scouts vs. black boy workers   for that 

which will 
fill the 

void



Peterborough Night
In the garden grows weeds 
disturbing the order of the seeds 
I try to control for my benefit 
and against them I rage. 

The more I fight the weeds 
the greater my interest grows 
like strangling vines 
yet still I push on. 

I put up fences 
both visible and intangible 
as my favour pits one side 
still further against the other. 

I am lulled in the winter 
when they are forced back 
by forces they can't control 
but they lay in wait. 

And each new year 
a new batch believes they have 
the ultimate answer 
to taking over that which came before. 

The invaders ranks diversify 
and pop up in places 
I'd thought I'd won over 
and I'm only trying to do what's best. 

So each day I wake 
to fight the war against those 
who thwart my plans, 
to do what I think's best.  

like 
strangling 

vines



Just In Time 
We’d frown complacent to the ebb and flow 
Of the darkened waters tide 
As if we as men could control the ebb and flow  
And not the moon inside. 

We forget that we are not the creators 
But the created pack 
And that the more we try to destroy 
The more will fight back. 

So we whisper in the darkness about the rights 
We are suppose to have culled 
And about the men who are suppose to 
Keep us safe from ourselves. 

These whispers in the dark mean nothing 
When a wind storm builds in lies 
And the game of who blames who 
Matters less than who survives. 

So we grasp our hands and mouth silent prayers 
Against the forces we home to tame 
And yet there is only sad eyes in the mirror 
Of who is to blame. 

Though the nights are dark and the waters rise 
The calm yet to begin 
The thoughts go back to better days 
And how to rebuild again. 

With every storm like every failure 
They return from time to time 
But after each the sun comes out to greet us  
And always just in time.  

of the 
darkened 

waters tide



The Shortened Sight 
The wars carry on 
        Like handprints in cement 
                Of boys long forgotten. 

These fingerprints divide 
           They taint the waters 
                    So long in calming 
                          With ripples to waves 
                                   Across boarders forming. 

Pats on backs for gooey treasure 
        Controlled by big brother Sam 
                          They make toasts to their boys 
                                    The children who’ll place their hands in these moulds 
                                             
These fingerprints of these lost men 
           Leave their marks on younger men 
                      Who taught to break 
                               And taught to fight 
                                       Leave their prints 
                                                  And their shortened sight.  

with 
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Program
Staring through the eyes of tedium. 
When will they learn 
That it is not about the need to heard the mass 
But to find the people that can  
work themselves. 

So to play the game 
Is to become the shepherd 
Over the lost mass 
Chosen as weak within skilled 

Divide and conquer 
Be unavailable and work from home 
So that we muddle through our days 
Just enough to remain 
Under the thumb. 

Staring through the eyes of tedium 
Wondering why the power is lost 
Told that I am the cog 
In the broken machine.  

under the thumb



Sameness Is A Myth
Sameness is a myth 
in equal measure for the animate 
 and inanimate. 

One can never love another in the same 
 reciprocal nature 
 as a relationship can never end 
 the way it began. 

The mountains are growing where they are not crumbling 
 and the forest's tress are growing  
 as their neighbours are cut down. 

Sameness is a myth 
that most of us cling to 
 to justify actions 
 meant to mean cohesion 
 that justify tradition and fear and religion. 

We create taboos 
and accept them as labels 
 the beginnings of falling in and out of 
 the sameness 
 the scope of the lines we create 
 to judge ourselves by. 

The world is changing 
 - no matter how short the units we use -  
 and to not notice 
 is to live in the sameness 
 and not gain sight 
 amongst the blind. 

amongst 
the blind



Organic
~ organic ~ 
the thud inside  
  my chest asylum 
  which harbours this devil 
 whose thunderous hooves 
 pound a rhythm at the mention 
 of our history 

~ pitchfork ~ 
his barbed instrument 
  pulls at empathetic viscera 
  while red leaf flutters 
 against the sky 
 and the march of Secord, Rield and Trudeau 
 recant their stories 

~ enraged ~ 
the thump inside 
  as we’re told who we are 
  not who we can be 
 when the sun rises southern 
 he wonders, stumbles 
 at the lies to we.  

pulls at empathetic 
viscera



Peterborough Night II
I wonder 
if the others will be able 
to find their fingers 
amongst my possessions. 

The air hangs muted 
A humid veil invitation 
finding purchase inside my home 
and fleeing the sky. 

Night along the Otonabee 
the night of desire for many 
who struggle to make do 
in spite of those they elect. 

We all know the rain is coming 
never enough to break the heat 
only enough to make it  
just that more insufferable. 

In the dying city 
the people walk the rails searching 
for the shortest path 
between home and the fallout. 

The cats run feral through the night 
between the gardens  
bringing chaos to order 
and the hope for a better tomorrow.  

night along the 
Otonabee



To Dream 
I was born with words 
that no one could read 
etched across my DNA 
 and now just before I fall asleep 
  these characters appear 

If only I could decipher 
my own inner dialogue 
~ at least I could know 
 where the compass is pointing 

But I, like all before me 
are born illiterate to our own story 
and taught through time 
 that the plot is lost 
 but never that it was stolen 

And from behind the curtain of lies 
I pierce the veil 
 ~ and prove to myself I am true 
     for the bow and compass point 
     to the horizon of my dreams  

and from 
behind

the curtain of lies



Elusive One 
I settled down by the side of the sea 
To spy a mermaid in the waves 
To hear her song 
And tell her of life on the land. 

I’d packed us a picnic lunch 
In the hopes of surprising her with fruits 
And that apples and oranges 
Would taste exotic on her briny tongue. 

I sat on the shore and cast in stones 
Hoping to rouse her curiosity 
Yet only the gulls dove 
At my smooth rocky signals. 

The sea that day was calm and alive 
With the fragrance of salty decay 
And I poured two glasses of wine 
To add to my surprise. 

And as the wind shifted back to the sea 
I cast the cores and rinds down to the tide 
And blew a kiss to the waves 
And to my elusive beauty.  

and blew a kiss to 
the waves



Rebuttal
When I was a child 
I thought I knew what home was 
 ~ as the walls and roof of protection  
  and the hope  
  to settle 
   and call one place my own. 

I have no childhood home 
 other than the shadows of memory 
 selected by emotion 
  and fragmented by 
  a child’s eyes 
  never again re-examined. 

There is a home filled with secrets 
 and one filled with lies 
  one lies amongst 
  a complex dream of discovery and freedom 
   the jigsaw 
   through hallways disconnected. 

I choose the memory to explore the benign 
 and how one closet 
  could hold a demon 
   and yet another desire 
   to topple and totter 
    removal and rebuttal.  

other 
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The Sea Is The Sky
I walked to the end of the Earth  
and found the beginning of the water; 
which was just an illusion 
of paradigm, 
not puddle of colossal size 
 resting on the Earth -  
 a different density 
 of atmosphere. 

I reached my hands to touch the sky 
but couldn't figure where it began; 
was it the corridor where the clouds careen 
or the breath of the gust 
just above the grains 
 beneath my shoe -  
 there is always something  
 on a higher plain. 

I looked at the water as clouds above me, 
and the gathered water before me, 
and wondered when would all realize: 
that we all live on the mountains  
and the sea is the sky.  

just above the 
grains



Boreal Forest 
I’ve anchored myself  
Amongst the needles and erratics 
And crooked creeks 
 begging for bare feet 

It’s incandescent life harbours 
Our northern souls 
And we often beg inward 
 to return – though money’s always tight 

Though my fog thickens 
With every passing day 
My being remembers the embers 
 of warming northern days  

our 
northern 
souls



Autumn 
'It's cold out today' 
   they say 
      to the temperature we thought were warm 

~when spring was chasing summer~ 

And now in these days 
   when sun leads to rain 
       and rain leads to snow  
         the circle continues unbroken 

Snow leads to rain 
       which leads to sun 
           which leads to rain 

Our expectations grow inside 
     the ebb and flow of the seasons 
        and on this day of the sun chasing rain 
          the moon hides and darkness covers 
              these expectations of ours 

We'll reach for fowl, 
      then wrap a gift when rain is left behind 
         we'll dream of warmer days  
             as the circle continues unbroken.  

as the 
circle

continues 
unbroken.



February Morning
The sun explodes 
and hits the ground 
     light exchanges and reflects 
         prismatic. 

The cold asphyxiates 
invading the warmest confines 
     temperature seizing and corrupting 
         uncaustic. 

My feet slide 
ice coercing the direction 
     planes sliding and relenting 
         dramatic. 

My heart beats 
oxygenated blood moves quickly 
     tissues warming and fighting 
         fantastic. 

Inside my head 
thoughts flow undauntedly illuminating 
     words mixing and Canadian 
         mosaic.  

ice coercing the 
direction



The St. Mary’s 
She curves 
Brought in from the north shore 
~ and meandering through the land 

She travels 
From giant to giant 
~ collecting and cleansing the rocky shore 

She connects  
For those bound to the beauty 
~ and the chill of the deep 

She offers 
Protection for the northern peoples 
~ from Manifest Destiny 

We forget 
Her majesty as we careen by – not noticing 
- losing those days when a tossed stone  
could glide into infinity,  
and she would cradle our park as the  
fireworks burst into blooms of light. 

I remember 
Her majesty as I stood by – searching 
- searching for turtles and later myself 
as I peered into her dark waters, 
always waiting for the epiphany 
that only came once I migrated away.  

always 
waiting for
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The Land Of We

It’s a waking dream 
Amongst these ghosts I collide with 
 of myself 
 of cracking streets above is grey… 
   and memories dangle surrounded by green 

I scant believe it’s all real 

These memories, my memories of us 
  ~ are ours ~ 
     and the buildings look the same 
     so much so 
 that sometimes I forget I’m 30 
     and not 15 

The images are imprinted, 
      like a footprint on my soul 
      and I feel intoned 
 when I hear the freighters sing. 

It’s a waking dream 
   like a photographic canvas of my past 
   which I wonder when I’ll begin to believe 
   I’ve come back through the looking glass 
           to the land of we.  

like a footprint on 
my soul



Beautiful Tea Friend
My beautiful tea friend, 
     your words are like fingers probing 
   ~ unlocking ~ 
     this hardened heart 

As I cradled you in my arms I wondered 
     why when your lips caressed 
     they disappeared as quickly as they appeared 
     and yet the warmth of your skin 
never left my touch 

You ideal, with me repealed 
     I’ve lost touch with who I thought should have been 
     and have become 
     and alone your words have given me 
 permission 
     to be, and have, and hold, and forget 
     and I’ve found purchase on the Earth again 

Alone you are in unforgiving solitude 
     which I try to combine my insights from separate lust 
     and feel, and fear, and long 
     for words that have unspoken syllables 
     in languages I’ve yet to learn 
 the codex of your heart  

~unlocking~



The Search For God 
I looked to the sun for answers 
But there I found none. 
For all it had to offer 
Were the stories made by man. 

I looked to the scriptures of the world 
But found myself more confused. 
For all they had to offer 
Were the stories made by men. 

I studied the thoughts of many men 
Of science, philosophy and maths. 
But there I found no path to tread 
In the stories of these lost men. 

Unexpectedly my quest was quenched 
When I saw my eyes in my son. 
For inside we are all men; all gods 
All bringers of creation.  

all bringers of 
creation



Mountain 
I stood at the bottom of the mountain 
Staring up, full of hope, 
At what stood before me 

I put one foot forward and up I pulled 
Slow at first, easy at first, 
Yet hungry for more 

On the ascent I sometimes felt tired 
Sometimes regret, sometimes fear, 
But always up and on I moved past 

When I stood at the top of that mountain 
Full of joy, full of memories, 
I rejoiced in the challenge before looking down 

One foot going back down the path home 
Down the hill, easy on me, 
I got to watch those triumph in their struggles after me.  

yet 
hungry for 

more
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