A New National Anthem: the Morning Shower Version

David Waltner-Toews

| sing of myself in the shower

thewater tumbling likean ad

for soapless soap and tropical fantasies.

| celebrate my armpits, thegrassy gullies
of my upstretched arms, voi ces splashing
down my chest and belly. | sing

to therabbitinmy loins,

to your body next to mine, the hillocks
and the warren door.

| singintearsof love

of my germanic heritage, four-part,

six-part multi-hearted harmony:

beethoven, bach, my grandparents,

adolf hitler, dietrich bonhoeffer and albert einstein,

the millionswho were massacred,

and the millions who made uswho we are
becausethey lived. | celebrate the mennonites

who would not kill and the anarchistswho killed them.
We areacornucopiaof history’scompostibles.
recycled rage, wisdom, control, chaos, achoir

of ayatollahs, borks, falwells, herzogs,

netanyahus, arafats, stalins, maos, john-pauls,
binladens, guevaras, mandelas, ghandis, mother theresas;

David Waltner-Toews is a veterinary epidemiologist who teaches at the
University of Guelph. His most recent collections of poetry are The Impossible
Uprooting (1995) and The Fat Lady Struck Dumb (2000).



66

The Conrad Grebel Review

| sing of roots, equality, peasants, pageantry,
leaves, earth, & never again
from generation to generation.

Ah, we are the witty ones, so scathing in our freedom,
so beautifully tired of being moral,

of caring, of castro, of kids, of anyone-not-us,

so smartly anti-correct, essayists and bums and
goldiemoviestarswith cigaretteswe are,

cigarsand no-cigar, and all that other junk and dazzle
that tiesusto skeletal children

half aworld away, so happy to give their meagre
beans or riceto grow tobacco and foreign exchange,
dying with pleasurejust to know that we exist,
leaning so cool

against the coke machine.

We are the wonders

of theworld.

| hug my arms around mein the shower

to bring you close, bringinto meold

wrinkled men and blue-skinned girls,

the raped and the rapists,

the free traders and the prostitutes, those with sad
liversand despairing immune systems,

the starving mothers, the alcoholic glue sniffers
the bank presidents who make them possible.

Ohthedelight of our efficiencies! | singto
theweary oil workers of shell and exxon,

the otter-slickerswho give usjobs,

and the sleek auto-makers who take usto them.
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Praiseto the nigerians and arabswe sacrifice
with firing squads. Praise to the desert storms
that swirled our skirtsup to new self-
indulgent heights.

| waltz buck naked with clasping tree-huggers,
with lumbermen who cannot grasp theimport
of al this, with tight-wad menin slick suits,
with honest-muscled tree-cutters

selling their children for another year

of labour lost.

I hum of the saws and the green chain,

my sleepless body, my aching back,
theteachers paid from this store

of fallentrees,

the students at the wooden desks,

the poets scribbling wisdom and garbage
onthese sacrificial leaves,

the grandchildren who will inherit

our silt.

Praiseto therighteous

who remind uswith guns and crosses
of god within and without.

Praiseto the preaching neo-Darwinists
who snort to us of non-God
fromlogical pulpits.

Death comesto usall,

andlife, illogicaly.

Praise to the french for

underground nuclear teststo protest,
for wineto help usforget,
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for arrogance to make usfeel humble.
Praiseto the nazisthe staliniststhe taliban the 700 Club
for making us seem like the good guys.

And oh the chinese japanese

javanese how can | thank you enough

for the wonders of your orchids your walls
your sand beaches your stereo sets your batik
therain forests you have devastated

the gold and nickel and oil

that enrich and enrage us

the jaundiced jokes you have given us?

All that | amisthanksto you.

| shout whiteisfineand

black isbeautiful.

| belt out the happy blues of the half breed,
thedilly-dallying sperm, the twisted tongue,
the sugar babiesfranglophonesmétis

flat germans mulattoes creol es.

L et us create amovement and call it

one-quarter chinese one-eighth black

some part indian-semitic-arab apinch of aboriginal
some russian mongolian abit of monkey

and alittlewhite

isbeautiful.

L et uswiggleour buitts,

sing our faith and the delights of our impurity.
L et us dance our despair.

Let usloveourselves,

al of us, inthe deluge,

in the shower.
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Sing now, at last,

to the lambs we were,
what welost sight

of, have become,

little tygers, burning bright
our might undone, down
on our knees

as we step out,

the sky ashivery blue clean,

in the next room the cracked sun,
sunny side up,

Sizzling, watching, waiting RaRa
for another

good morning.



