
Unsettled #9 
 
Somewhere in the brain 
(that is not my department) 
a sudden surge of 
                         dopamine 
makes a dope out of you 
                                      & me 
in dispatches from the front, a 
distortion of winter journeys 
dogging boot- 
                  prints 
                        through Beaux-Arts 
limestone, moving through 
                               Union Station 
               laughing at fossils 
each sufferer 
of that odd affliction 
otherwise known as 
              
in our vulgar  
tongue 
                             the body separate 
upon the ice 
                        today no  
trigger to glutamate 
backlash, still itchy 
to break from 
collective 
             discantus 
cry the shock 
of wet socks 
in field of staticky feed- 
back, irrational 
as the endgame 
of any logic 
diagram, or that 
hushed voice: 
                      “Imagine a 

    commodity fetish 
wrapped in a Bay 
blanket coat” 

why the mind 
falters when 
aiming to  
               outdraw 
these eleMenTal 
conditions, why the  



mouth sticks  
to string of words 
let alone thesis 
like tongue  
                to tetherball pole 
hanging out 
for daughters 
of the Sun King 
for the proud 
tradition of striped 
bikini upon ethically 
sourced 
            coyote fur throw 

  
for any spillage, or 
historically, mess 
for descendants 
to tidy up.  
                     Skates on! 
Retrace those  
                     sinuous 
                                 curves 
of frozen river 
in blinding sunlight 
                      all the way to St. Vital 
the breath visible 
with noxious mangles of  
Alcools: 

the days pass 
the weeks pass 
but the past 
(or past love) 
cannot be recaptured 
like a tiny catfish 
tossed 
           back into the Seine 

not right now 
anyway 
returning from small tributary 
our voyageur solitaire 
forever Othered 
as sleepwalkers 
leave in the night 
leaving 
            more frigid cure-all 
for you & me 
the more nutty prayers 
for love & funds 



in that order 
because “Nutty Club”  
                     Man cares 
the more  
              COSCO CHINA 
                    IMPORTS 
shunt into territory 

looking 
inward 

to trout farm dream 
some kind of phobia 
the more 
street theatre 
                     under the stars 
that stock lapel- 
                     grabber 
shaking in rage: 

 “You knew the bones 
     were there when you 
        built the museum!” 

with semi-authentic 
pantomime persisting 
scratched into repo 
earth hyper- 
politically 

 
                          query 
whether the edifice 
is haunted by 
                     brute injustice 
or artiFACTS 
of our existence 
are haunted by that friendly 
penetration of  
                      sky. 
                             Sometimes 
our eidetic wraps 
himself in eiderdown 
& studies Indigenous 
things 
          but he will never speak 
of what happened 
                             in the circle 
not of his superlative 
                          pirouette 
before being 

  
plum out of 



Heidegger-y 
                   Dasein. We 
only know he surfaced 
at the Ethnohistory 
                               “do” 
with tobacco in his  
                              pouch 
with female sage in his  
                                    hair 
with that auratic quality 
unique to stolen 
                     pictures.  
                                   Shush, the 
          nutty deus ex machina 
is about to 
                 assist 
                 ascent 

  
                       beneath our feet 
             spiral 
  upward               then 
in                         plunge 
                           through 
                           atrocity 
                            exhibit 
job-churning 
below in a sea 
of bilingual 

 
    until senti- 
    mental pell- 
    mell freezes over 
 

snow falling on 
shoulders of a 
charitably scarfed 
statue of Gandhi 
in permanent  
state of appall 
unless that is 
a sub- 
zero shrug 
 
celebrated 
for perpetuity. 

  



Unsettled #10 
after/before john newlove 

 
fall off any horizon 
stuff that in your peace pipe 
take another whiff— 
 
don’t tell me you’re yellow 
don’t tell me you’re yellow 
don’t tell me you’re yellow 
 
watching nude paint  
dry prairie boom 
chewing yellowcake 
 
in the lap of privilege 
impromptu sundance 
choreographed to trigger 
 
warnings, itchy to fire 
clichés between stereo- 
types the livelong night 
 
keen to bag the belle 
of the chitkicker’s ball 
 
fall off any horizon 
fondle the wampum  
of wasted memory— 
 
reread the scrip 
provide the dialogue 
 
for straight-shooters 
rightin’ wrongs 
 
left and right, adjust 
craft fair frame for 
 
indians dead as musk- 
oxen in that country 
 
the perfect regift for 
dustbowl rustication 
 
the perfect product 
for turtle island 
 



crafted locally 
or abroad 
 
depends on you 
elk stew, migrated 
 
exported to a heap 
of celebrated bones— 
 
here is a virtue meme 
about the people who made 
your clothes & phone— 
 
painstakingly ground into chalk 
 
fall off any horizon 
the projected verge 
is a real nosedive— 
 
off the edge 
                   of  
                       square  
                       prairie 
 
brown-nose niche 
gulp down facts 
 
tentative suckhole 
before the plunge 
 
arm in arm with the 
signatories of history 
 
truth as curvature 
retinal distress 
 
fall off any horizon 
where no one can hear you 
cream violable space 
 
wild nights, wild nights 
out creep the creeps 
 
indians, settlers, cabbies 
cops, trying their luck 
 
on beautiful corpses 
plied with contact 



 
found folded up 
in grim snatches 
of locker talk 
 
fall off any horizon 
see if reconciliation 
has a hollow bottom— 
 
step right up, see the 
grandiloquent pretendian 
wheel & deal in dreams 
 
look for the symbol of 
authenticity, be on better 
terms with your mortality  
 
swab out drop after drop 
amazing technicolour blood- 
lines that swiftly bury 
 
hatchet in back— 
downhill from certified fresh 
rattle off origin franchise 
 
until a quantifiable portion 
flees the scene. stamp out 
the word, the names, the 
 
indian before editorial board 
make your cuts then prepare  
that perfect demise— 
 
lie down in the blanched snow- 
bank of a clean, well-lighted legend 
 
fall off any horizon 
no one will notice— 
 
the trashfire will blaze 
for what feels like forever 
 
on the open prairie, cold 
that grips your ghoulies 
like a globalized process 
 
fills all our holes 
with firm hand-snakes 



 
while the streets are asleep— 
 
tonight, tuck us in for raw- 
boned dissemination 
 
drown us in it, drown out 
these uneasy glowerings— 
 
dreams of manifest destiny 
bust through bland package— 
 
chinook turned worrisome 
air-stream beyond this haze 
 
the opposite of horizon 
 


