
Cedar Cove 
 

If your wharf is washed away 

it will come to Cedar Cove –  

Wild Cove on the maps or  

Capelin Cove. If your boat  

 

goes down it will sail to Cedar 

Cove piece by piece. 

And your uncle, should he not come back 

from his walk on Cape St. George,  

 

will be found grinning among  

the glitter of barkless roots 

laths struts stays 

stringers and frayed rope  

 

in Cedar Cove, where no 

cedars have ever grown, 

but that’s what the local people 

call it. The water horizon  

 

topples straight down 

on Cedar Cove over 

and over, box cars  

falling, loads of TNT.  

 

And the wind will not let you speak 

in Cedar Cove, which could  

be called Deaf Cove 

or Lobotomy Cove, will not  

 

let you think or stand straight; 

the shrunk trees writhe 

and have the wrong kinds  

of leaves, but their roots spread  

 

wide in Cedar Cove, 

whose gravel is soft compared  

to its air. We have come to Cedar  

Cove overland, my love  

 

and I, having been lost 

at sea in another way. 

All day we scatter  

ourselves through the noise  



and whiteness, learning the thousand 

ways things can be taken 

apart and reassigned – 

the boot sole impaled on the shattered  

 

trunk, the rust flakes, 

the bone flakes encrusting a bracelet 

of kelp – losing our pictures  

of home, stick by stick.  

 

After Cedar Cove,  

what will be left of us?  

 


