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Colour dictates what we perceive and feel. It is the lens we use to explore and understand our world. We perceive a warning in the scarlet of a berry, feel peace in the emerald 
of a forest canopy or wonder at the light of a star-drenched sky. 

The Glebe Report asked you to write poems inspired by colour, the silent animator of our environment – poems reflecting the complexity of the human experience of colour. 
We thank all of you who put pen to paper, or finger to keyboard, and unleashed your creativity in poetic form. Here is a selection of your poems.

The Glebe Report’s Poetry Quarter is curated by Deborah-Anne Tunney.

POETRY 
QUARTER

Call for submissions for August 2026

What if?
What if I had not said what I did? What if he had turned and 
looked at me that day in the rain? If only I hadn’t seen her 
across the street, with him. What if I had shared my windfall? 
If only the plane had not taken off in the storm. What would 
the world, my world, be like if things had gone differently? 
Would I forever regret the road not taken?

Follow your train of thought until it derails and brings you 
a whole new scenario – then write a poem about it!

As usual, poems should be:
•	 Original and unpublished in any medium (no poems submitted  

elsewhere, please);
•	 No more than 30 lines each;
•	 On any aspect of the theme within the bounds of public discourse; and
•	 Submitted on or before Monday, July 27, 2026.
Poets in the National Capital Region of all ages welcome (school-age poets, please indicate your grade 

and school). Please send your entries (up to five poems that meet the criteria) to editor@glebereport.ca. 
Remember to send us your contact information and your grade and school if you are in school. 

Deadline: Monday, July 27, 2026

All the colours of the spectrum

The Colours of Waiting

Winter — Ivory
The ivory garden, radiant in white,
Awaits your steps so quick and elastic;
It trembles softly in the frozen light
And shimmers, immaculate and prismic.

Spring — Emerald
The emerald garden, lush with shining green,
Awaits your steps, vibrant and swift;
While lilies and violets, bathed in silver sheen,
Exhale their fragrance like a precious gift.

Summer — Amber
The amber garden, heavy in the heat
Awaits your steps, melancholy and slow;
It folds within itself in muted retreat
Beneath the russet vapours’ discreet glow.

Autumn — Copper
The copper close, thick with burnished trees,
Awaits your steps, sudden in crisp, fresh air;
Carved by the wind, it sways, stirred by the breeze
And lifts bronze branches, polished, dark and fair.   

Marie-France Richards 

The Northern Lights

Blue-yellow-green—silken swirls
floating across the night sky. Later
she would tell her friends it looked
like “a celestial lava lamp.” But,
in the moment, she was too amazed
to think in similes.  In the moment she
just stood there, enjoying the
breath-taking improbability of observing
the Aurora Borealis in her own back yard.

Ronnie R. Brown

Question for the Wizard

How, she wonders, did Dorothy see
that rainbow, living, as she did, in
a world without colour.  And,
having dropped from the sky into
a magical land filled with yellow
brick roads, fields of orange poppies,
and bubble-riding pink witches, why
did she so eagerly agree to click the heels
of her sparkly, ruby slippers
 to return to black and white?

Ronnie R. Brown

PRISM

A crepuscular time with 
dark shades in between 
sun being harnessed-- 
a display of green, ochre, 
mystery once again.

Looking around, insides 
turned out, vermilion 
& russet hues, a body
pouring out-- 
this moment

when all else is happening, 
eyes, hands & feet, 
blinking, somersaulting 
shadows  & with our 
salted brows

the body turning, 
a sulphurous sun 
in our midst, beating
down from the mirage
of sea and sky.

Cyril Dabydeen
Ottawa Poet Laureate Emeritus

Primary Desire

Sunflower
may I touch 
your petals with my fingers

I want to experience 
first-hand 
the chromatic feeling 
of yellow  

Lainie Towell

Colour Reflection

Scarlet auburn gamboge 
flaring in the trees
clinging hard in the breeze 
shimmer of leaves flapping
trees clapping
October lingering warm and dry.

A chill, a sudden rain
and all is wet
ruddy-brown leaves spilling 
splattering across grey roads.
                                    
Early morning snow cover
obscuring everything
save a few bold blossoms and buds 
the fall-hardy roses mums asters 
shooting defiantly through the white. 

Late season splendour 
these blossoms preening
still this late October morning
one last bow a nod of kinship
to the showy leaves 
in trees overhead
clinging still
scarlet auburn gamboge.

Lori Gandy

Harmonies of Green

When the pond grows rounded, green and gold
At dusk – a moment tender, bright, and bold;
The foaming water wanders, glides, enchants,

Eroded banks, forsaken boats on slants;
It feasts upon the awakened, eager sight,
With its verdant sheet – soft and light.

Far from feelings tumultuous and confused,
Leaves with mint-like freshness, bare, diffused
Soothe, calm, and gently steep the view, infused.

The dwelling – passing from sunlight into shade –
Opens jade-painted shutters on its façade,
With scents of roses drifting in the parade.

Marie-France Richards 

Sciurus carolinensis

Brindle Brown and Cinnamon
Fur
Our arboreal acrobats
Coats
Often Black, seldom White
Hair
Five Shades of Grey 
Squirrel

Gray Collette

Art in Fashion

Phthalo Blue
Yellow Ochre
Cadmium Red
And Ivory Black…

It’s not a verdant mountain landscape,
Nor rainbow paint tubes in a stack.

Neither a stunning portrait,
But instead, a magnificent abstract.

Pigments splashed by chance,
Are there haphazardly.

Like tossing waves
on my old painting shirt,
Spread out for all to see.

Louise Rachlis

Windowpane Cyclamen

Shyly opens her fuchsia petals
Shrugging her stems

Supplicant in her cache pot

Her verdant outstretched 
Lily pad shaped leaves 

Embrace each feeble spring sunbeam

Paige Raymond 

Cardinal

I am lying on my bed
staring out the window
like a teenager...
My friend would ask at school on Monday
“What did you do on the weekend?”
And I would reply
“Lay on my bed and stared out the window.”
And now I see a bird
A large red bird
Is it a cardinal?
Falling from the sky
It screams
It is my husband
In his bright red jacket
The boy/man I have loved
On and off and on again
For over fifty years.
I thought I had hidden the ladders
Like the King hid all the spinning wheels
But he has found one
He wanted to fill the birdfeeder
And climbed and fell
Like a bird from the sky
I fear his wing is broken.

Mary Kathryn Dunlop

Forgiveness

Vibrant window designs express
Faith and joy and reverence
Shattered by stones thrown

Attacks at night spray shards 
Sparkling crystals along the floor
Create new ugly patterns

Lead borders hold strong
Unbent once again hold firm
Multihued glass fragments

Resilience prompts us to
Be faithful, joyful and honour
Our promise to forgive

Christine Beelen

My Colours

Colours around the vanity—
How they feel right
When white sincerity stands in front of me,
Under a pale, unfiltered light.
Who threw the insecurity—
That ashen grey that clings to skin?
Was it you, to win,
Or was it me, for safety?
You can make me stop or go,
Shine like gold—or fade to blue,
Feel joy or sorrow,
Then erase it with something new—
Like the moon pulling silver tides through phases.
I drive through your favourite signs of love,
Neon reds and flickering roses,
Wearing every colour I’m made of.
I’d die for these shades—They evolve,
They don’t fade. Give me more colours to dissolve—
Untamed, vivid, not black and hollow,
Free in the wind—see me from below.
I’ve walked through indigo doubt.
Proud to be up there,
Even when your colourless stare
Tries to pull me out.
These are my colours.
This is my flag—and I stand with it, even in departures.

Steve Lacasse

2. The Octopus and Its Technicolour Wardrobe
Sartorialism made the octopus super keen

As he yearned to mingle on the ocean social scene 
“Should I wear green?

“Or aquamarine?”
He’s the best-dressed mollusk that couldn’t be seen

Tom Roberts

The Cloisonné Urns for Mother’s Remains.
 
We found them in Singapore’s Chinatown;
not straight-up urns in grey, white, or brown
commonly seen in funeral parlours everywhere.
But here lie three exquisite Cloisonné vases;
in Vintage Floral Enamel Chinese Cloisonné,
each round and sized: the Large for my brother;
Medium for my younger sister; and for me,
Small. With lids and lacquered wood bases intact.
Mother was, in life, a jolly, most colourful soul,
yet superstitiously fenced from shades of black,
even for funerals, suffice an armband or patch.
But these, she would admire their vintage glister,
gilded tones, floral feast of cobalt blue and pink 
chrysanthemums in white, pink, and muted blue;
their emerald-green leaves interlaced with another
and with squiggly patterns from lid to wood base.
While filling Mother’s hot remains into our urn-vases, 
Someone said they were Chinese Cloisonné Ginger jars!
 
We hired bumboats at Changi Creek to the nautical mile
over the swell. Well out to sea, we lifted the urn lids,
reached over the boat, released Mother’s fine dust; fast!
Fast into the wind and water. The boatmen yell “Hurry!” 
Fearing Marine Police or foreign pirates come after us.
 
Betty Warrington-Kearsley

Dog Palette 

Apricot poodle
doodling in green
at the community garden
Glossing over 
violets and marigolds
with a cool black snout  
as a human calls out to 
leave some blueberries  
for the red squirrels

Lainie Towell

The Hues of Resilience

She walked along the still, pearly-white river with a hurried heart,
The weight of her insecurities and worries, pulling her apart.
She paused under the shadow of the bare brown trees and asked woefully,
How do you find the strength to endure life’s grey, frosty seasons, without feeling lost and gloomy?

A wise old tree smiled and responded gently,
My dear, I hear you, your self-doubt and melancholy.
Monochromatic seasons of life may seem stagnant and dull one’s spirits,
During such times, I turn inwards, reminding myself of my merits.

I accept and embrace the canvas of the pause—
The snowy-white blankets and the faded blue-grey sky,
The stillness of the river that had once swiftly flowed by.
The silence of the morning air and the roaring of the evening wind,
The humble brown and the reverent emerald of my earthly kin.

I offer myself peace by letting go of my previous ensemble—
My deep green robes embellished with fragrant pink flowers,
My cherished red fruity ornaments—some sweet, others sour.

I stand tall in a quiet knowing—
Who I am is defined by the dignity with which I hold myself on dark days of gloom,
Not by the weight of my crimson harvest, nor by an eternal soft-pink bloom.

I channelise my resources inwards to best hold my ground,
I wait patiently, trusting that all of life’s colourful wilderness will soon be found.
I sprout under the yellow summer sun with grace, and pause on blue winter days with reverence,
Dancing to the seasons’ rhythms, I nurture the rainbow hues of my resilience.

Malvika R Chandnani


