Continuing the Inventory
(March 2026)

Dionne Brand’s long poem Inventory (2006) is a work that “bears powerful witness to
the seemingly unending wars, the ascendance of fundamentalisms, the nameless
casualties that bloom out from near and distant streets” in the first years of the twenty-
first century. In an activity during our engagement with the book in class, students in
CULT 346/ENGL 386 Human Rights, Literature and Culture, were given 15 minutes to
write a stanza that mimics the tone and style of Brand’s poem, detailing what they are
witnessing and feeling in March 2026, two decades after Brand’s poem.

Those stanzas have been compiled here. We daily scroll and swipe through horrific
images and stories, often in isolation, but this poem presents this witnessing as a
shared, collective experience. Like Brand’s speaker, we may have “nothing soothing to
tell you” (100), though the poem acknowledges our connections and interdependence as
beings on this planet, and hopefully inspires the resolve to foster the beauty of these
relations against the structures that isolate us and pit us against one another.


https://www.penguinrandomhouse.ca/books/17468/inventory-by-dionne-brand/9780771016622

pitch black, the screen flashes, and eyes open
unbeknownst, a flash somewhere else in the world
fire starting

eyes close, tucked in a warm bed

My thumb moves
Faster than thought

A life

Disappears

Between two swipes

I tried to swipe up

But nothing would back

I watch in horror, the screams replay in my head
over and over a harrowing symphony

but Minnesota is stained in red

I can make it stop instantly,

but their lives will never be the same

many photos, back-to-back

bloody bodies and blurred faces

i can never reach the end of the scrolling rhythm, and so
each day

the violence begins anew

When kids look up from between the debris, pointing
at the sky in wonder, saying “look! Look!

'II

Shooting stars!” What will your eyes see

From the other side of the screen?
ii.

I wake up.

I scroll on my phone.

I see the horrors, but are disconnected from them.
They cry and plead.

I am here.

They are there.



I swipe and scroll.
I forget.
They suffer.

One in Norfolk

Nine in Tumbler Ridge

One hundred and seventy in Iran,
just professors and students,
simply sitting in classrooms

This small device I hold in my hands,

Is made up of materials mined by hands smaller than mine,
Yet this small device of mine,

Has more autonomy and mind than those that mine,

But not by choice.

Their hands are bound by invisible bands,

That you or I will never understand,

Because you and I never worked at §,

And wonder when was the last time we ate.

Drone attack in market in Sudan kills 11

One dead, two injured when Israeli army targets
cemetery in the town of Aitit

More people who will never count grey hairs

In the comfort of my home

I swipe through feeds with news of tragedy

Once it becomes too much to bear, I put down the phone
Returning to my own reality

Recently, I enjoyed birthday cake,
Vanilla with raspberry jam.

The price of sugar in Gaza,

Has risen by 6000%.

Lives are being consumed in a series of swipes.

Swipe

A tik tok from a CBC news reporter discussing a Thai cargo ship being hit in the
Hormuz strait

Swipe



A get ready with me while they talk about how to study properly
Swipe

A clip of Malcolm in the Middle

Swipe

A series of photos showing gas and grocery prices being high
Swipe

I swipe my life away while also swiping a life away.

Screen out the horrors

Heavy focus eyes peeled part
Ways down to the floor,

Roll back, watch ads to bleed out.
Blink! Out saturate your lens.

a repost
i break apart with-

holding myself together

to pretend i only sit

with myself

and a screen

and the 500 followers i don’t
know to know whati try

to know and will never
understand.

i lack dopamine

and spare cortisol

the glass in my screen bounces back and forth
and avenge in vivid nightmares.
I sit still.

1ii.

I am here,

my bed is warm and my pillow soft.

my phone lights my face as I start my day.
I did not see you,

I scroll again,

I will not know you.

Morning Notifications



Nearly 50 rail cars loaded with potash derail in Saskatchewan

Canvas assignment graded

500 more dead in Gaza

Check out @____'s latest Instagram post!

A prolonged war in the Middle East will be bad for your portfolio. Here's how to
prepare

Keep your voice loud.

Speak with all the strength you possess,

and keep speaking no matter the numbing lure
of social media.

Speak of violence, of hunger, of illness.

Speak of death.

It is on the tiny screens in our pockets
one dead and we see it from every angle
I hide in the comment to

obvert my eyes from the violence

yet I do not scroll past

I could watch this video for one minute
to save a family in Gaza

or hit the link in bio to

buy a new face cream

Curated algorithms are rose-tinted glasses
specifically sharpened so we cannot see.
Information is censored like this is a dictatorship
except it is a dictatorship

when you think about it like that.

my algorithm is haunted

ghosts between the latest distraction
vanishing under the orange glow
their names become numbers

their beds made of rubble

buried under the next reel

In a world full of war,
people like you and me see it through screens.



Accepting the helplessness,

while doing nothing to acknowledge.
Someone's reality is our homepage,
nothing we do except scroll past and watch.

observe over Jalisco, two hundred and fifty roadblocks,
find yourself on Instagram, the window of screens

of Calgarian girls looking over from the rooftops,

tind yourself on Instagram, scrolling for information,
learning from the person that reacts the witness’s reaction

Witnessing a square of oppression

Just one swipe away from destruction

The desperate plea asking you to stay

Kneeling before you, cupped in your hands

Is a portal to the great river of blood from which we drink

IS YOUR FAVOURITE CELEBRITY IN THE EPSTIEN FILES?

All crossings to Gaza have been closed off

NEW SHOCKING DETAILS SURFACED IN EPSTIEN FILES

Estimated 10,000-20,000 civilian buildings have been destroyed in airstrikes

iv.

Waking up and grabbing your phone doesn't wake you up
scrolling and not seeing

anything aside from distractions

while someone in Gaza

is living the tragedy that you scrolled past
unacknowledging

Another day and it’s all the same
Spent 8 dollars at Starbucks

I forgot there was a boycott

Is that war still going on?

the barista made my matcha wrong.
Gas prices have gone up



what’s happening in Iran?

My essay was graded

If I fail I'll be devastated

My future is on the line

I panic about grades

While others beg for basic rights

and their pleas disappear

When I turn off my phone at night

My guilt sits in comfort and my comfort stays in place
A quiet witness, complicit and safe.

His hands were left cold- no motion.

Survivor’s guilt hits deep, deeper than any part in the ocean.
So blue, like my screen’s light- my thumbs ache from scrolling.
I close my eyes, reminisce, and I see him smiling.

Headlines blur together while the world continues burning.
And we are all just watching, my blood is boiling.

Burn, cool, the burning, it’s cold

The icy flames of the mundane world falling

No snow anymore here, hellfire over there

And famines of war in the weather strange places
The “climate migrant” with nowhere to go,

The war refugee with no climate to uphold.

on the phone only horror to be seen

hospitals, children, islands, presidents

who do we turn to when the unthinkable is ongoing
I turn to her now, wordlessly

she says I think Jim Carrey was cloned

watching a movie with someone that doesn't think c(C)ritically Hurts my brain

and When I notice themes that are engrained into society and you tell me it's not that
Deep,

my news feed Disagrees and I get the ick. you call me "woke" but it has a hint of
Mockery in it.

bombings

murder

Brainrot

Brainrot



forestfires

Brainrot

starving children

Brainrot

Gaza

Iran

Brainrot

Trump

Brainrot.

BRAINROTBRAINROTBRAIN ROT.

it's all Political and you're Distracted by the Big Words that scare you.

but I Don't understand, Can't understand, I Refuse to understand

how none of this moves you, or how you think none of this will happen to us
because Lives are being lost just like the players you kill while you're hooked in
and you don't even blink an eye.

Living in abundance and experiencing the exploitation

From life and death, existence to nonbeing

Carrying all memories filled with tragedy, forgotten and filled anew
Scroll, tap, with a gentle touch, this fray in screens,

What more is there to show, the destruction of those alike

Hope you feel as I pass you by - Beloved mother of three

tilled with empathy, watching another drift on by

Swipe, Tap

6 singing in Kelowna for an MP to stop selling weapons

Pro-Palestine protesters in Switzerland undeterred by
water cannons

Thousands in the streets of Budapest marching against
Putin, Trump, and Orban

Banner drop in Nashville

Dozens of Buddhist monks slowly marching to the US
embassy in Soeul to protest the war against Iran

Among the many seeds growing resistance

One day, she will be able to just count candies
Or how many tulips have bloomed today
Or she will count stars until she falls asleep in the grass



If I'm Being Honest

Find the beauty in what is around yourself
But that beauty is still still still

attached to systems that enable injustice
Take time to find find find

Something positive about this situation
Recognize the joy joy joy

But don't be distracted by it

Somehow somehow somehow

Find ways to see everything around you
But don’t forget yourself in it all
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