
don’t listen to the fever of their wings. Honesty 
does not have to be a knife. Still, your skin mixes 
with molecules of air, lit cities clenched in your heartbeat. 

of glass and silver won’t show you as you are. Look to stars 

Trace the shape of your hand to remember you are not a bird. 
Your bones are not empty. When the beat of carbon and marrow
moves in your limbs, listen. Walk yourself loose from steel
bands of a fracture. You can’t seem to hold 

each other home. 

Madelaine Longman is currently completing her undergraduate honours degree in English and Creative Writing at the 
Accumulation of Rooms series.

University of Calgary

POEM
of the season

TWELfTH EDITION | Autumn 2014
Sponsored by the Department of English, Libraries & Cultural Resources
& the Creative Writing Research Group12

TO SUBMIT YOUR POEM FOR THE spring 2015 COMPETITION, OR FOR INFORMATION:

maboyd

Madelaine Longman

Insomnia


