
YASMIN LADHA 

I still retain ties to Calgary, Alberta, where I grew up. It's a place of 
great poetic energy in recent years, and a lot of young, serious minds 
are at work there, changing the poetic grid, map, landscape, bringing 
in new influences and concerns. 

I only know Yasmin Ladha through her work, specifically, through 
a long poem called "Bridal Hands on the Maple" published in 1992 as 
part of Ashok Mathur and Nicole Markotic's "disOrientation" Calgary
based chapbook series. Its "reach" attracted me, coupled with Ladha's 
willingness to take risks with the page (an echo of Claire Harris?), with 
rhythms, with concurrent voices, highlighting but never resolving 
contradictions. In "Bridal Hands" she combines the high ritual tone of 
address to the beloved and the storyteller's rhetorical voice, along with 
talismans and traces of reporting on abuse by security forces in the 
Kashmir ( the assaults on women that take place at the margin of all 
armed struggles). At the same time, she plays tongue in cheek with 
high-mindedness: 

Reader-my-guest 
I wish Kashmiris would quit 
reporting so cinematically 
in the st-yle of 
"my beloved is my liver." 

Her work is characterized by a clarity of tone, and a lack of adorn
ment or pretense. At the same time, she doesn't talk down to the 
reader. Or shy away from difficulty, from the articulation of the coded 
paths through which women must move, the way these codes are 
translated through cultures and generations, and how women relate 
beneath that. In Ladha's work the codes are connected, transgressed, 
scrutinized, found useful or wanting, all without forcing, and without 
ever stripping down the complexity of things. 

-Erin Moure 
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