
Vernon 
 
 
I step out of my truck  
Into the late Okanagan 
Fall air. 
 
My presence creases the world 
And must provide purpose somewhere. 
 
I mean even if a butterfly farts 
In Paris 
On the Fourth of July 
There are some ripples felt 
Forever. 
 
The world can never be the same. 
 
So what of me and my wind? 
 
My presence fills this street 
With possibilities that weren’t there 
Just a minute ago. 
 
But as sensory possibility  
Pours in on me 
I almost coil in an autistic reflect 
Of self-preservation and safety. 
 
But what am I scared of? 
 
Breaking open on the wind of time? 
Cracking through this glass cage? 
 
This tight-fitting suit of rags and bones 
Falling away to reveal the man within? 
 
 
 
The street is not busy today 
Just a few locals visiting shops, doctors, and lawyers. 
 
The straight line that looks down  
32 Avenue seems reasonable enough 
 
My warm blood-filled jacket 



Is living and dying like all captured organisms 
 
And I want to explode with sunshine 
Go down this street 
In blaze of glory 
Rattling the windows of these shops 
And jarring the inebriated 
Inertia of this town. 
 
I want to rise like the ancient 
Lake monster on the surface 
Of this complacency 
And rear my head in ecstasy and joy 
Screaming my primal presence 
In might yell. 
 
But of-course then people would think I’m nuts. 
 
And so, it all folds in so quickly 
And respectability, accountability, and propriety 
Have their sway as it should be. 
 
And this beautiful valley town nestles 
In arms nearly as old as the sea. 
 
And this dry earth and rock remember the salt waves and slushy 
Glaciers that gave way to sage brush and bunch grass 
And people. 
 
The newness is still raw in my hands. 
 
I feel the concrete 
Shifting under my feet 
And great currents of time and worry 
Simply disappearing down my daydream 
While I close the door of my truck 
And put a loonie in the meter. 
 
I catch a full reflection of myself in a Jewelry store window 
That I don’t want to recognize just yet. 
 

 

- Marv Machura  


