MIKA LAFOND
ipon

kayasaya masinpahiwin
masinipayiw néhkom
namoya wikac niki-nakiskawaw

tapasinaham kikway tapiskoc itwéwina
otinikéhkina

cisapékahikan sohkésimow

kiskahamakéw kinoséwa kanacihéw minisa kisisam

nésowitéhéw
oskaniné-kisisowin
s6hképayin osakihitowin
nikawiy okiskisowina

kakikeé ki itwéw
kapapiw katipiskak kiwi maton
nistomitanaw askiya mayeés nitdwikiyan

aspastakan kikiskam
kotawanapiskohk pakwésikana é-apiyit
pahkwénésiw

apiw

nanahékinam okiskasakay

kaskitéwayiw mina wapiskayiw

apo étikwe askitakwayiw, nipamayataniyiw oskaskosiwayiw
astétaw otoskwana

weéstakaya takoc takopitam
okwakaniy

itastaniyiwa wéscakasa
tapiskoc masinpayihcikan

kapé-niki-nohté-nakiskawaw

itwéw
nista mina kipawatatitin
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Yvonmne

clipped corners curve
with age
a square snapshot
the grandmother I never met

she drew pictures for words

on shopping lists

danced to fiddle

high step jig

cut hair—cleaned fish—cooked berries

her heart was weak
rheumatic fever

her love was strong
mother’s memories

she always said
giggles before dark end in tears
thirty years before I was born

she wears an apron

rips a piece of bannock
from the round

resting on the woodstove

she sits

flattens her black and white skirt
it could be blue—purple—green
rests her elbows
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her hair is tied on top

always with a breeze

lifting the wisps by her cheek
like the photograph

Ialways wanted to meet her

she says
I dreamed of you too
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