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S T UA R T  R O S S  is known as the author of some of 
Canada’s most audacious poetry. Long celebrated for 

his absurdist narratives and gut-punch humour, in  
A Sparrow Came Down Resplendent Ross confronts 

more intimate subject matter — investigating the
often complex but always powerful connections 

between loved ones. Surreally punctuated portraits 
of family members, childhood friends, heroes, 

mentors — and even himself — are rendered with 
arresting care. From the cemetery to the playground, 
and from the punk club to the synagogue, Ross takes 

his readers on adventures both wild and tender.
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“Stuart Ross uses humour as a subversive weapon.”

BARBAR A CARE Y
The Toronto Star

“Ross’s book is, among other things, a quiet polemic 
in defense of the miscellaneous, swimming against 

the stream and against streamlining.”

ALESSANDRO PORCO
Northern Poetry Review

“What I personally found myself most drawn to, 
however, were the poems (and there are many) where 

the imagistic bravado and willingness to play are 
married to a deep sense of mortality and quiet grace. 

It takes a special sort of poet to make a reader feel 
profound empathy for the shattered dreams of a 

young hamburger, as he does . . . I Cut My Finger is a 
strange, beguiling and beautiful book.”

NICK THR AN
Poetryreviews.ca
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ADUL AND THE MAGIC BOOK

Young Adul is sitting in the field
reading a book. The book is about
a young boy who sits in a field
and reads a book. The sun is hot.
From somewhere in the village
trickles the faint sound of music.
Adul’s father plays a horn. Suddenly
the book goes dark. At first Adul
thinks he forgot to charge it
and it has run out of electricity.
Then he remembers the village
has no electricity and his books
are made of paper. Therefore
it is just that he has been oblit-
erated by a bomb that missed
the village. He knows the village
has survived because he still
hears the music. Adul flaps
his arms and rises into the air.
He passes some neighbouring
countries, then finds himself
over the ocean. Soon he is landing
in the United States of America.
There are big moving pictures
stuck on the sides of buildings
that are taller than the tallest
tree that Adul has ever seen. The
streets are filled with cars and
trucks. There are neither
animals nor plants. Children
travel by jetpacks and their
books run on batteries. Soon 
Adul arrives at an armament
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factory. He is so small 
the man at the door doesn’t see
him brush by his knees. Inside
a man is at a desk. Adul peers
up at him and says, “Can you
unmake the bomb you dropped
on me so I can finish reading
my book? Also, I have to clean
out the hens’ cage or my mother
will be unhappy.” To the man
behind the desk, Adul’s language
sounds like a crazy chimpan-
zee. In a country to the north
that Adul has never heard of
his language would sound like
a chimpanzed. I have placed
a cheap joke in a poem about
the death and misery caused
by Western imperialism. To
compensate, I will make Adul
alive again, sitting in his field,
reading his book to its very
end before he tends to
the hen droppings. He has
never flown. He has never 
seen a building higher than
two storeys. In the distance,
he hears the music of his
father’s horn. I open a beer.

Suddenly my beer goes dark. 


