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 Ghosts of Glass and Steel 
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Moving to Canada 
Josie Wren Browning 
 
I had a nightmare. Not a big deal, I always have nightmares. 
But since I went to bed so early and only ate once today, I 
decided to get up and make a sandwich. While I did, a song 
by Cloud Cult, Moving to Canada, came on my shuffle. It’s a 
song from 2005 about leaving the crumbling remains of 
America for the safe harbor of another country. 

I got to thinking about a conversation I had on a lovely date 
last friday. This person was considering moving to Australia 
or New Zealand to escape America. I understood, and was 
even impressed that they were brave enough to try. I have 
nothing but admiration for people looking to escape this dys-
topia. But I got to wondering why I have never considered it, 
not even briefly. 
 
I say “Minneapolis is just my home” which is true but that’s 
by no means the whole story. With becoming disabled, the 
past several years have been increasingly difficult. The win-
ters here are brutal and we take pride in weathering them, 
but they can be impossible for those of us with mobility is-
sues. It’s not uncommon for disabled people to spend the 
entire winter inside because they literally cannot leave. Liv-
ing somewhere that isn’t 2 feet in snow would definitely be a 
good idea, but I just don’t think about it. 

In the past, I’ve come to the conclusion  that I don’t consider 
moving somewhere else because I’m comfortable where I 
am- and that I wouldn’t be of use anywhere else, which is 
true to an extent. Given my circumstances, I have damn 
comfortable living, and  I wouldn’t want to leave my mom, my 
friends, everything I know, to try again somewhere new. 
Plus, I have no skills to offer a new community I might move 
to. And yet, that isn’t the full reason. 
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As I made my sandwich listening to Moving to Canada, 
thinking back to my date on Friday, it all came together.  

After my date, I came home and looked at my phone to see 
that Roe v. Wade had been overturned. Since then every-
thing has been that all too familiar “is this really happening? 
Is it really getting this bad?”. It’s a blizzard we’ve been 
trudging through for years but, like I said, Minnesotans take 
pride in braving the elements. 

For the past several years, I’ve had nightmares every night. 
I don’t wake up in a sweat anymore or scream; I recently 
described it as “normal dreams for normal people but terri-
ble things happen in them”. Occasionally I will start to wake 
from them- I will be aware that I am asleep in my bed, that I 
am dreaming and I could pull myself into the waking world, 
but I stay. I stay in the dream because I need to fix it. I nev-
er can fix it. If anything, I lose more control over what’s hap-
pening in the dream. Still,every time, I feel the need to go 
back in to fix it. 

Living here is like my nightmares. Not Hollywood dramatic 
night terrors that the main character starkly sits up in bed 
from. No, America is my nightly “normal dreams but terrible 
things happen”. The kind I wake from not entirely sure 
where I am, sigh, and wipe the memory of the personalized 
Cronenberg movie from my thoughts. And that’s why I nev-
er think about leaving. Because I need to fix it. I can’t fix it. 
When I try, I freeze. At best I can yell with my arms bound 
about how these horrors aren’t what they should be, that 
there is another way, that just on the other side is a better 
way to be.  

I’m not sure if those in my nightmares can hear me when I 
“go back in” but there’s been a few times when it seemed 
like they could almost see the waking world before the 
dream ended. 
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A Eulogy to the red maple 
Emmett Doyle 
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Rent Stabilization 
Benjamin Werner 
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We Human 

Esther Marcella HoƋmann 

 

We human, evict each dystopia, 

live beyond legends. Mystify the myth 

of “powerless to system.” Only worship 

the temples we are breathing. Leave 

newsfeeds un-fed, eat new fruit. 

Heathen our blood. Be powerful not safe. 

We jump the gates of internet thief-dom. 

Avert avatar, reclaim life force, un-brand, 

pronounce names as heartbeats. 

Pounce on paradigms, 

tear them with ancestor teeth. 

No longer wallow in 

shallow-puddle ideologies 

that distract from chest swell 

of oceanic truth. 

Do not cancel our shadows, 

nor create projectiles to hurl 

at human mirrors, we integrate 

this guidance to soul-brilliance. 

In defiance of advertisements, we 

experience bodies as Gaia’s gift to spirits. 

We cleave the globe and exult the world. 

"We Human" was first published in Love Note To Gaia by Esther Marcella HoƋmann 2022. 
 



 

 


