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Auntie Matter
Jes Battis

Thefuit of Keremeos burms.
while we teach my aunt to text.
Touch home, 1 53y-

With my finger? She half
smiles. Fair question.

Fire unseams the mountain.
Fire of history. Fire re-
tweeted. A message.

Oh. Her face twists.
What now?

Penticton shakes us,

a stranger’s hand. In the
hotel, everything s

akind of pink. Mom stage-
whispers: Does anyone
listen to you here? Some
one bellows from the

back: I'm on the phone.

My aunt in lamplight gives me
an unmoored look. What now?
She asks for

all of us. Now,
pancakes.

Itake a shot of the fu]] moon
Denny’s sign. Mom recalls

when Aunt Arjene satin a bathtyb
to shrink her jeans, Blue water
sloshing over the rim,

Awoman SCreams
of us. How could yoy

double-charge me for his ashes?

Aunt Reenje PUITS in my ear:
Drama. We're all

Mary Tyler Moore, Weatherj
Chuckleg’ funera], %

atthe very edge
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In the photo, my grandmother ric
a Harley with her friend. Both

open pages. I press a cousin’s
hand, remembering when
I lifted him from his bassinet.

At White Spot, we talk
about her house, about
a delinquent great-uncle
who once ran a hairdressing em;
My relations: fire e
braiding the mountain scar.

The luggage belt is
unfinished. Thunk. Bags slide
halfway down, pause. I know air-
ports. I know carrying on. I didn’
know about the motorcycle.



