Lost Stream 							Fiona Tinwei Lam 


“In 1912, [Carnarvon Park] was referred to as a duck-filled marsh with a creek flowing through it….”    - Vancouver Heritage Foundation 


Dedicated to Rita Wong and streamkeepers everywhere


Forgotten one, you remember what you were:
mossy banks, fringes of fern, rivulets, riffles, 
cool passage for salmon. On a map
of old streams spilling out to the strait
you were one of hundreds 
of capillaries threading through earth
muscled with rock, lavished with forest. 
Then the city donned concrete
masks, civilized grids. Smothered 
into park, you were culverted, diverted, yoked,
locked into pipes while we romped above.
But you refuse to be choked
under clearcut, brushcut tracts. Playing fields
soak back into marsh. Bog permeates playground.
One by one, oaks topple in sodden soil,
upended roots like tangled claws. 
Submerged roads around you 
ripple in wind. Water above seeks
water below. Deep underground, 
you gurgle, chortle, ready to rise. 
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