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Remains

If in some distant age a learned archeologist unearths your bones
and studies your split sternum, well-knit after surgery,

the report will conclude you must have been a queen,
or else your culture so cherished life no effort was spared

to save each one. Blessed as never before, scholars will say,
they never said die and never despaired.

The bones will not show your fears or regrets, let alone 
your age’s apocalyptic prophesies, its spectacles of death.

Colin Morton

They say history shapes us – the past determines our present 
and our future. What can we learn from history? What happens 
when we ignore the past? Can we escape it?
For the August 2019 Poetry Quarter, the Glebe Report asked 
poets to dive deep into the meaning of history, and come back 
and tell us, in poetic form, what they found.

She Loved Tiberius

She loved old Tiberius.
I found it odd, to be serious.

Was he not mad and depraved?
A twisted soul who could not be saved?

He lived on the isle of Capri,
To be far away from you and me.

And ruled with an iron hand,
Hiding from gentry he could not stand.

Surrounded by all his toys
His slavish girls and boys.

What was it about this man
That had made her such a fan?

When I asked she smiled and said
I only love him because he’s dead!

Pierre Gratton

TWO PHOTOGRAPHS

She has a beautiful face,
caught in the middle of life,
standing quite tall in her place,
frozen as mother and wife.

Next one: she’s walking alone.
captured is she in mid-stride,
sober with thoughts of her own,
feelings deemed wiser to hide.

No one can go back in time,
banish the pain that holds fast.
History has reason and rhyme.
No one can rewrite the past.

If once could somehow erase,
somehow revise, there’s  a cost.
Some things you cannot replace.
Valuable things might be lost.

In the first picture she smiles.
Is it a mask put on view,
or was there joy all the while?
Maybe the gladness is true.

Ruth Latta

ROSE IN WAXED PAPER

Reading her archival letters
I felt a rush of sadness
for this woman I’d never met.

When she left her career at thirty-two
to marry her childhood beau, a farmer,
she wasn’t wearing rose-coloured glasses.

Who could have anticipated
hopes nipped in the bud,
dreams withered on the vine?
Her mind became a tangled garden.

I wanted to reach back in time
and say, “You did your best. You had bad luck.”

Maybe she knew that, for, in her files,
wrapped in waxed paper,
was a rose from her wedding bouquet.
She could have thrown it out
at any time during fifty years of marriage
but she never did.

Ruth Latta

History is written by the victors

History is written by the victors, so the skeptics say.
Glossy photos and good prose makes the story 
so easy to swallow!
 
With the song cadence and rhythm, the hate gets muted, 
the misery downplayed.  
 
Festering underground, the victims of its pain erupt in addictions 
and failing lives, until something, an odd chain of events occurs, 
piercing the boil until its ugly truth erupts with the stinking reek of hypocrisy.
 
The politicians rush in with condolences and promises, 
yet the victims can smell hypocrisy a mile off.
 
We read the history books again, eyes not so starry anymore, 
and wonder what else was fabricated.
 
Who are the victims, the readers or the actors, 
and who swallows the story whole?

Shirley Moulton

The glaciers are melting

The glaciers are melting away from the mountains,
erasing what’s written in yesteryear’s snows,
revealing what was left behind:
corpses of soldiers killed in the Alps
who have lain for a century on their weapons,
grenades on their belts still capable of fire.

The glaciers are melting their stories away.
See, here is the dust of Krakatoa 
and the soot, two centuries old, 
of the year without summer. Pages white as snow 
from the millennial year when the dance of death
made people throw down their tools because
they knew the end of days had come.

Round the poles the glaciers slide away,
history’s pages drift into sea lanes
ready to kill a second time.

Colin Morton

November 2019 Poetry Quarter
Though we are all still in full summer mode, Poetry Quarter knows what comes next.
For the Glebe Report’s November Poetry Quarter, we ask area poets to ease into the 

next season and write on the theme of ease.
How to explore the notion of ease, at once both noun and verb? An easy ride? 

Perhaps, but raising the possible intrusion of its hangers-on, unease (what lies ahead?) 
and disease (ah, the flu season). We leave that to you! Take the topic and twist it any 
way you like. Send us your best. 

Deadline: Friday, October 18, 2019
As usual, poems should be:

• Original and unpublished in any medium  
(no poems submitted elsewhere, please);

• No more than 30 lines each;
• On any aspect of the theme within the bounds of public discourse;
• Submitted on or before Friday, October 18, 2019.

Poets in the National Capital Region of all ages welcome (school-age poets, please 
indicate your grade and school).

Please send your entries (up to 5 poems that meet the criteria) to  
editor@glebereport.ca before the deadline of Friday, October 18, 2019. Remember to 
send us your contact information and your grade and school if you are in school.


