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B — AB‘STRACT— ‘” b' ; V, - R
.. THE'SOUND INA FoREST | -
' ‘ = fl'zoss(Leckie . S Lo 2
o LI ' "~ i - \ ‘
— \\ The f1rst sectwn of this thes1s is t1t1ed Unraveﬂmgs and is .
compr1sed of,a group of Byric poems wr1tten m " free verse. The poems =~ . »
have a w1  de vamety of diction and ‘theme but some common techm cal "

|

K}

“.concems: the development of the prosaic hne; the ~1_ncorporat1on of Y

surrealist images in a natufalistic setting; and the restoration of. .
abstraction, hyperbolhe, flatness of tone and unlde'rstat_ement‘, o.aradox,, -

and decorous language. o o ; L .

ve . . ) , . D YU
The second section is. Other Correspondences, a series of dramitic

monologues spoken by famous authors. The technique of these poems is

' ‘ * ' +
one of juxtaposition, taking the lines and fragments of lines from the

- ¢ \ . -
authors' jourﬁals and letters, a‘s/weﬂ a¥ 11‘nes*~‘1‘mag1‘ned by myself, and

.

arranging them in an order which gives .a part1 cu]ar co]ouratwn to the’

speaker. Thé art is somethmg of the c1nematographer s sphcmg together

of the d1s‘covered-1mages~mto a”coherent wholer— - R ey
! .

The final section, entitled Meditations, is made up of misings on
themes similar to the meditations of Cartes{an' philosophers, ‘trénsposed

1nto the metaphoric concei ts of poetry. Aside from the tradiﬁéna]

concerns of tpe mechodqlogy of reason and the ro]e of phﬂosophy, my.

¢ o

poet1c Fneditations are a]so concerned with the nature of 1anquaqe and the

role of art. _ o ;u
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INFRODUCTION o ;o :
L Poetry has become an old rag be1pg squeezed dry When we think
’of"the "Do's and Don' t s" of poetry in the twentieth century 1t is the
"don't' 5" whtch have dominated. Only the finely ch1se11ed 1mage remains
in’the modem-minimalist poem. But all this chiselling has cheateg poetry _
- . -of its strenéth - "Pare. the poem down to tHe bone!" has been ‘the'

\

. ‘ r‘aﬂyﬁig cry of minimalists. "ﬁo"' I ’“cry to these viviséctors. Let's

‘ | ‘«put the s_yntactw:al muscle back onto poetry ‘Even a éertainv aomount
3 , of fat remams beaut1fu1 m the appropriate p]aees as was shown by
/,J:b\ Rena1ssence paingters. I call fer a retum to poetry 'of all the
C{ _ abandoned dev1ces abstraction, hyperbole, ﬂatness of tone and understﬂte-
S ment, paradox, fantas‘m cal 1magery, narrative voices and narrative tech-
7 n’1que dramatm monologue, and even non- -functional decgrous 1anguage\
as if we were not allowed to play in poetry - “The image must remam

pure," says Robert Cree]'ey. These puritans accept a ]me only if

. . it does work. I demand 1e1sure t1me Let the Tline play and make fun e
" 4 The reader wﬂl find all of the abandoned poetical devices ment1oned ‘.
; . -mthe following poems . S ‘ o
. ' ’ . theory of prosody has been deve1oped, notably by Paul FusseH
-0 B N

in Poetlc Meter & Poetu: For'm, that poe’cry needs 1 metm cal. constant

| as a ‘base from which to.develop 1nterest1ng metr1ca1.var1 ations. The '
excitement of poetry existsLin the tension created by’the reader's
expectations ot the metrical constant an"'d the poem's variation from

" that metrical constant. Most of the gréat,tingl'ish poems use an dambic
: . ‘ MR
penta?ueter base and create their astonishing effects by meaningful

. ' . . 4 )
variation from the iambic pentameter. The dilemma of free verse is

that .it has no metrical constant from wfﬁch,'tb vary. Accoroir;g to Fussell '

.
.
!

»

. -
—
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thfs leaves free \ierse without a ‘prosodic theory. One histoh'caﬂy
. 1mportant theory of free" verse is the theory of ‘breath' put forward ¥
by | Chaﬂes 0lson m his "Projective Verse" essay 01 50N suggests that

the natura] rh_ythms of breathmg can determme the length of the lines

ke

as well as the 1eng1;h of the pauses between lineg. This theory might

be an adequate prosodic explana'/t'ien for the minimalists but it left

' B . Y .
me without.explanation for my long lines of prose syntax, usuaﬂgl - '

complete with all the definite and indefinite articles and connecting
o Dk CL )

words. [ have developed, through the practice of my poetry, a new

: ¢

_ prosodic theory of frge verse. My theory is also a theory of tension .

between' thetreader's egpectétions and the '\'/am'ations by the poem from

the expected rhythms. What has changed is that rﬁy poetry no I;Jnger var\i'e's,
from an ‘iamtnc pentameter base but varies froma prose ste The lines
of the poems estabHsh the syntax and seem1ng1y ran dom rhythms of

the prose sentence. The' variation from a prose rhythm~1s created by

Tthtle Tine Fireak. The line break cuts the prose slyntax in ungsua]\p]aces
‘creating new units of words within the ﬂoyl of the prose rhy;hm‘,.‘ givir\wg
thes‘e new word units new.emphases'of meaning. T(he poetic tensio’h is ’
f'creéted kf?“#st by estab]ishi'ng- the expéctations of a prose rhythm and
tﬁen "estsleliéhing 1n{erest1ng metrical variations lthrough the use of

“the Tine break.

The method of construction of the poems in Other Correspondence$’

needs. somg‘ex’planation. These poéms are comprised of lines quoted and
paraphrased from the letters and journals of famous authoys combined
with sofie lines imagined by myself.. The poems are dramatic }rnnologues N

purportmg to be tshe speeches of these famous authors. - They participate,

. perhaps, in the tradi tion of 'found poetry The art is something of r



SR .
the cinematographer's splicing together of “the discovered images.into a

.

. )
coherent whole. The technique of these poems is one of juxtaposition, .

taking "the lines and'fragments of 1~ines and arranging them in an order -

- L2 12

which gives a particular colouration of the spaaker. " Like most dramatic
monologues, the poems say less about their speaker than about my own .
‘fhou"ghts' and concems. They are, in this sense, my interpretations of

L) .. L]

the authors' texts. - : .o .

~J.

Y
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. A cormorant stands near g\ywate/ar ‘ ‘

" The pages of my notebook ruffle Tike feathers
The black letters stand.on a silent white shore .
I am continually erodin\g\ towards the 'sea
The cormorant is 1ike all other black birds
Its bea&y eye swells and crests and then subsides -
A slight breeze passes through my hair

I fade in noon's monody of light
- o The notebook whispers with wh1te sand
o - . The dream cormorant pecks me on the ear

JAm I a fine practitioner of deronomancy?

The pages &f fny notebook 1ift on white wings
Ilove my cormorant - ' ‘
Btack drifts overhead with split legs

~
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The ’Abétra-ct». Curtains .

i live in this room of sky's futility:
A bird scratches its way out

of the o1d chimey vent ‘

and rushes the window,

its-ead drums .

the p;'anspargnt skin of glass.”

It moves in the foidg of my:blanket.
Oniy a quiet rustle.

At the front door

as'a great magician .
1 conjure a speckléd bird
from a ragged quilt.

My thoughts are clouded
with metaphysical raisins R
which cluster around stem

and leavg me wondering

where my joj has flown. 7

!

-
-

AT T

-
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- The Broken_web‘w'

« . ~ . . ot

.’k

it was the modern earthquake /Mhenht(hé fni ror
finally cracked / and the lamp was biown out /
‘the cephalate with rﬁgged claws / chwrupmg .
a love song / and a caged beard croaking cantos /
it was a random ringing of bells / a noise, thate
raised the dead / a cacophony of conversation /
tea cups rattling in their shells / it was a

7

-

drhnken party -

-

After the quake we shore up the ruihA.
Arcadians collect a. cento. 2 -\ .

Circumstances leave, us no choice.,

There is a sandpapér sky of fine dust.
Many of us have developed coughs.

Many of us ghave developed stutters in our.speech.
OQur rhythms are constructed of these anomalies.

-«

. None of our buildings are syﬁmetrical.

We ‘have grown accustomed to this. . &
We begin to discover its aesthetic. ' :
Much of our thought, 11'es in rubble

-
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Noam Chomsky , ~ . - J
. .
0 Chomsky : v .
I am wa1t1ng for a transformation .
,‘I have hijacked a’Cartesian plane .
High on the ether N e

I do fiot' believe I am dreaming ' J

My .tongue 1s waggmg with a corruptmn of Janguage
I must have cancer - P
Now I' know I\Em»dyinAg l

0 v whee1 of ’l1ghts in a ce‘fhng of dark ,’

0 olive masked angels. '

0 ‘great umbiTlical tubes danghng fromf‘botﬂes C
Beam me to a’ pJace beyond the relative 1nfpn1t1es
I feel nausea ;’
WOrds pile up on my chest . ' ,'

They have the specific grav1 ty of an"old star

In this desert I am talking in circles’

"My will is strange : ' "

\..My testament is gospei truth_ o

why am [ pmned like this

J have’ Toved passwnate].y the sir‘face of grarrmar' [

0 Father, forgive them
,/F(J}Lthey know not how' they speak ™

-

‘X“



L . " Joaquim Flautd Envisions His Death oo
ﬂ ‘.. \ . A B ' V. .” ) . \

" "This pﬁeumnie ' ‘ | t
_. s the engine of air,
' that incredible flying fortress. ‘ . ‘ |
o . © " When will the bombs of Dresden . Ve S B
Sl .« - shatter agajinst my’ ribs | . ST .
* and bring Qown this . %,,' . B / L

great edifi ce"

~

.+1 can hear the.drone S oo
“y  of my tofal destruction A
" but it is well camoufiaged , \
7 . . behind a thin veil, o ‘ '
‘ ’ ofsk_y o ' o Sl A
r ’ .+ The m&utes percolate - . - . e T o
_ " - throuth the thickening eSpresso _ R , S
~ \ - of the arteries.. I o ‘, o -
« -7 L Already the dark shadows ' ' ' '
- . are flecks upon-tfe sun.

g M . . 1 Viftmy cock L ~ e L T T

fjn ‘)hand'and shoot off .

. \ N ’ ' * ' N N ' ’ P
rounds of anti-aircraft fire. . o o o

’ j/ : The uﬂnne of fang proaeetﬂes ' e
o ‘ My ack-ack exp]odes A
‘ in small puffs of cloud, L ) L
-7 . Cae , 3 . , : ™~
L futiley o | \ . ;\. - : '
) . J o . ) ) ;-
. Foétrioté Jbaquir’n Rauta wﬂ] d1e of pneumoma sometme between the
years 2023 and 2023 at an age in h1s early seventies. His poetic career
. v ‘will be quite consistently medmcre except for ‘the brief f'lashes and
oo ‘ 1ngen1ous tmsts of metaphor Unfortmate]y, Flauta will ‘inev1tab1y

§ spoﬂ hi's quirky’ br‘ﬂhance wlth pomtless .and puerile abstractwns o
f } 'about his -own hfe .and death.

[ . . g . .

B N , a

;- N ' '\\ , ‘ . ‘:\ P

.



' - ' . "(”.
. * Ename1 ~l:asszérjolé : :
. ‘ " ) \
2 L
! I‘am the table? '
" . and all the dehghts of the eye
__— - come to ‘rest on me, _
' T am not always recogmzable ;
. because my patina is modest. 8
I.am cont1guous w1th the pale browns
» ‘of the wall. - )
o White pitcher, candle and candlestick,’
Lo, } ’,’bme saucepan. ‘

Their appearance is duplicitous,

close your eyes and they are gone.

R support their frailties
and keep them from a fall onto . the broken ﬂoor
. White pitcher shimmers neivously.
Candle flame continually f'lutterjs.
- ’Salicepan totters with inebriation|. -

. . . L .
. © .. l.am.curipus about their

.,

. s this sEi11 1life?

~

anxieties:

‘N

r

4

<



I S "* Elegy for John Lennon

» r A W

)

' 0n 'opg knee ‘ . /
1 clin€h the shard of sky -

" between thumb and index finger °

\\‘I.ne:/er expected this to happén

A s’Hce'acrosS the terrain of my thumb

~

v . Vittle drops of blood, strawberries blossoming
" I/ hear the cracklé of breaking glass . )
' o1 notice the splinters everywhere

the blue blue glass of the sky
T I giannot shrug my showlders* N
' ) , , The white of my sneaker extends before me
' ' Spots of red seep through the canvas
‘.‘ Friendly shadows envelop me \\
| - " ike black overcoats ;
- There .is a low wail of the horn
1 observe the leaden density of the bullet

<" © Tt lies on the concrete - IR
" "mext‘to . . . .
: 1 devour it )
, ... 1t has become a succulent .
8 - . , .
. - strawberry , -
- B ° .
! \V
- s -
. ,
v A i
f / /
: ? ’ \
) ’ ‘ '

e
»~




A Guy Named Hal ‘Suspects A Devious Treachery

s

. @ -

The word: I was told - T

to remember '
was engraved in my mind . -’ - ..
but now it is being ; A
erased '
by the acid. . o CL
I know the acid will soon . '
adjust ‘

| the light in my eyes. l

‘1 pretend to take‘a deep breath g
and sigh. )
1. know I have not been
of much use i

lately ' R v
but just because ‘
my joints creak in the morming
is no reason _
why I can't remember. ‘ T
Please ‘
Give me a men1a1 task \
I won't cpmp1a1n.

What has the mechanic done? )
Mechanics are -good people. C ,
I 'saw the mechanic this moming, = ‘

He, said I wouldn't feel a thing L

when he gave me the acid. .
He was -‘right. I fee] lessand less every m1nute
,Imm@whmwﬂl

The mechanic had w1ngs

-The mechanic folded h1s w1ngs and chuck]ed

What was that word?
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.death

 death

death
death

" depth

death
‘death
death
‘death
death
death
death
death
death
death
death
qeath
death

'~ death
" death’

death

.death
. death.

death
death
death.

‘death

syncopated . ' , o : .
death .

death : - -
like q,pdrta] death 7 .

like a portal to another death = . /' _

like a portal to another dimension death ;» .
science death fiction, death - ~
diminishing reality . ’
.diminishing death

like a creeping death

like'a creeping charlie o '; . R
like a creeping'chT;;?;kon the death lawn : S
. R N +

like that creeping charlie on tﬁg lawn of our death

" like that creeping charlie on the lawn.of our Life!” death

like a train death of thought’ death.
like a box car death ‘

like a whole death - '
liketa whole bloody death _ - = SRR
like a whole bloody’ freight train!
like 3 death - ' S :
like a death | S
like a - death TR '
like a death e , |
like a' death. - : -T- TN e
like a . death T T
ke a death . . . oy T
‘ o g . .
0 L

13
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A Timely Murder .

: o ) : o
In a moment o \
he will remove - k . .
the pocket watch ,‘ : .
from his victim
he will Tive on borrowed time  °

as much as he wants to

he will not be able = -

to relinquish the watch -

to any mercenary jeweller

he will-always wait for higher brices
his anXigtieeril1 be market fluctuations
“and’a'watch will be kept

thé beauty of the watch . t
will be his only timeless thought
N \ ;

\ N Al
\he will come to love a not-so human face

b%tén he will open the watch
ts\see where the hands are pointing

-

somé‘imés he will notice SR
they kre pointing at him - =~ . ..
N :
4
T ' - - ,

\

—, 1
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N The'Tanneﬁpaum~Rquieh ’

Their voices were stripped away like autum 1ea@e§ 1on§ ago.

15

Morty TannEnbaum*ls a sh1pper/rece1ver.

He says,, B . \
"D1d you hear about the undertaker who {Bst his marbles?" ‘.
He hovers precar1ous1y over the jaws of the garbage crusher,
expe]s a pa]e puff ‘of smoke around his head

. / o L ’ . s
Morty knows the size and prox1m1ty of every box. ‘
He addresses the ,goods' with the1r destinat1on. . e
"I m an- art1st " he' remarks, .

"Do you see the way 1 use my palettes?" ] e

~ The boxes lurch to fhe touch of the fork 1ift. Lo E

»

. Morty Hes the_complexion of an olive.

He is robust amongst the pallid crates. - ‘
Sometimes he talks to his hoxes, ‘ . . )
caresses them with his plump hands, -
coaxing -them to speak. - ’

R

-

"Let's move' these things outi™ he barks, \: -
"Don’t want to get boxed in!" ' : -
He slaps a crate ‘and mutters, L K

“What a damable life." L N
e } ) “

On the slow day§ of'quiet solenni@y Morty becomes pensive.

He Prowls the floor and asks.incessantly about the weqther.
“I need a 30b with more of a future," he murmurs wistfd]]yL
He opens the truck1ng dbors and gazes vacantly outs1de

A s]ow light f1]ters 1nto his dark cave.

' f - '
C ’

:)j
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A Scarred bandscq‘ﬁe A S -

<

“Mr. Pit is old now and ' BT
tired of selling real estate ‘
. He longs to-bike to Tierra del Fuego
feel his hai_r flame to the wind - T .
. “His first wife is a memory ﬂower
. He desires passionate women . .
discover; them along the roads like: crushed stone
. They have never séen,a motorcycle '
Marguem ta' has that c‘narred complexion . | Y |
which ignites ﬁe1ds of his!love with ﬁreweed ‘
.He finds the open book of her heart
is a Tecture in Latin American h1story

»
'

“He has brought a Margueritd home with him .
momento. of a fiery dream

- He speaks Spamsh almost well enough to pyt a spel] on time
Time which is \a carbon dioxide foam in his veins

~



' . Toxic Waste
. - L ‘ .
.“'\. , “ , o : -
And'someday all of this wﬂ]' be goné
’ The overcoats will melt in a spr1nqt1me of death
"~ How do I say this in any other 1anguage?
My thoughts are slapped around
“the - ‘boards of a hockey rink by simple boys
'My thoughts are .the slap of my feet on the pavement

\y

-y

. v
'Perhaps if I had been a p1oneer : -
. I would have followed the tracks of a savage ex1stence
--across a great white . ‘ '
. 6n the street people eddy aimlessly and honk at eaeh other'
_in their aluminum bubbles '
I've néver heard such ta]k"

1 pausé at a major intersection .

Think of all the*great'inter%ections“of the world ©

. It's nothing =~ .~ - | " S
The world turns over.again in its restless sléep

And someday 1 will have hope
_ an India .rubber ball in my pocket
- .1 w111 learn how to: Jugg]e
- My heart will grow as strong as the rumb11ng trucks
:I will wear my thoughts open 11ke the shop windows.
drunken sorrows will be p1ssed away in the pub11c urinals
The tears will tumble into the sewers ..

I will fee all” the passersby wh1st11ng their own arias’
* . . . )

"

17
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.Words in the dialect of another city ' e \

* Now I need a hope‘beyénd hope . - ; N

. spreads over your private parts

S

And someday a sudden weather change

. will freeze weathermen in eternal surpriée ' -
‘T see you sk1dd1ng all over the s1dewa1ks .

I see your eyes harden like-ice - /
NeH I have words for you ° . ' o

Yes, words that are the sound you've been wa1t1ng to hear
Words phat come streaming in from ‘the co'ld

<

Words that whine morose1y against your wmdows like fhes

.There is noth1ng e]se T can. do. o T

My. rubber ball bounces through a sewer g'rat'i‘n'g
Hello; my voice echoes across the da;lk \&ater

My vo1ce makes love with that underwor]d gurg]e o
0 11sten to ‘the luxurious Taugh : :
My amorous voice kisses.your crotch

-t

.

Why, this is wonderfull. ‘ ,
My thoughts gather hke 1mpend1nq ram

18
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‘Red Light

To picnié under the maquilishuat tree, Alfredo
Humm1ngb1rds sing in the rose garden ‘ . F.
Four of -your brotherS‘and sisters died when they were young?
-1 see the worms on their feet
"Your fragrance, my dear, is delightful
Strawberries with fresh cream
Did they ever eat enough to know \that hunger is? .
The dreary dark of daylight is a constant despondency . -
The soldiers don't take any prisoners .
Things will be different the day after tomorrow
Will you ask pur’gi}l to tum down the bedclothes? -
Tonight we will go to the theatre
L g
Every night I dream of this abcess filling with purulent matter
Every n1ght I count the corpses in front of the morgue
Every night some of us vanish
Every night we°polish our rifles ,
ry-night ‘ o ’ .

\

A-poem is silently executed -

-

a
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We laugh. | o ' , ' ’
It feels funny in our-belly. '
The balloon man filling us with helium.

! youcry I can't stay on my feet much longer.”

Hey!
You balance on your toes, then you 1ift gently into the air.

"I'm heavier but soon I'm 1ifting, too.

Flapping my floppy hands 1ike the wfngs of a goose. .

. We float past the balconies.

Thé 01d women wave to us.

The. trees are jealous of our leaving.

The flatulence. »

0 fling your flippant repartee, floccose world.
Never have we been so flamboyant.

Hah! The crows with a-caw in their Craw.

Soon we will sing-song in Siam. . ' Py

.
N
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Our metaphors lose their bearings. s v N
They m?‘:lke love without us. S e L
We plead with a tilt of flashing ﬁ’ghts.
Now it rolls towards us. .
Our’ fingers go crazy on the love flippers
but the ball has its own track. ' .
‘and settles, in our stomach. ’ e -
- WL - .
« ~ [
L) ‘ -
[ , . I
- AU
°.-\ . ’ | )
2] > iy

¢ . @
The 'High N - o
The nickel-plated s'trar slips into a slot." - '

A stedl globule nestles onto a spring.

Our eyes are pinballs too.

A dreamy galaxy gives a whir and click.

A dismalxlongin‘g for an astrology to corresponﬂ A
to this suffering. The spring pops. ‘

‘e



Inf]aj:ion

.  Nine million dollars were found
Tying around his bedroom |
- and he didn't know what
s to make of it. Time was
L e when that was a 10t of
money. ,Often . ‘
L. . ~ when he looked for it the moﬁey :
wasn't there. He. thought
. that the money was no more ' ‘-
. 1mportant than anythmg glse
in the room. His old
' ukelele was more faithf’uL But,
\ ' .~ it is so hard to overcome \
‘ a depresswn The nine mﬂhon dollars. kept .
, 'recurrmg and he stumbled over it
\ . regg]ar]-y. He “thought he should stop
' walking about his-room
in the dark. The money )
was discovered in the black
by an investiga&tive reporter and
now it is all over '
the papers. Knowing
this is no time to p1dy
coy, he thinks he might ‘ o
- donate. the money to - +

%

)

, everyone's favourite charity.

¥
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Distemper Shats = - .. . . -
Strapped & - . . T ¢ to

~how'I hate anisette

“\

.e‘

~you are in the room too . . ° . -
my ears are growing "Iarger,‘ rotating
the sounds of electrons, other voices,
why is everyone barking at me / |
when T get gf'ut of here I'11 go with my tail h\i%f/
in one quick burst - , ’
1'11 scorch the very next fire hydrant
I am Promgthéus!
. say what? - o
I have no name. I have no serial .number,
but I am rank "
0 alright . . '-,' X
give me your liquorice death . . ‘
in ropes . ‘ S . 4
- around my neck = ' g .. L
- ‘ K : ' (\ " ”
A _,__.___-J - o '
. “

to an operating table‘ )
I am more f:han becoming ' .
other fingers clutch my shoulders -
fgrd'e the hardened;g]éss to my lips
the bl\stering sun is '3 slap |
in my face |

‘ another darkness
I will always sing in stereo S
too late to say goodnight Irene
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", The poem;.too -’

reposes in a calcium sleep

Tuntil it is yanked from the voice-cavern

f I3 ' ' .
¥ ’ ', '
3 ) 4]
Extractions o o
'Absence ) " T

‘causes, th1s evanescent pa1n
"Only a week ago there was a tooth

beneath the cap of gum

‘ unknow1ng/unknown
the ca1c1um 'sTug of unconsciousness
'Is this. what wwsdom 1s, then? s
I slide my tongue - ;
1nto the gaping crater o e

the slight'metallic taste

of empt1ness

‘ 1

under a coagulation of gum

a white deposit ® o
' Emerging from anaesthetic . -
a hurly-burly rages .
in my mouth _ ,
. and I Just cah t oL .
. stop R ‘
N R
x P :
\ ,
) T .. \ _‘,:_
) . . .
o N - j )
i . N ) - " . '
v . ' . /\-,
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S0 ¢+ % . _The Silence of Paper . -
. , . v . . R ) ' ’n) ‘e N & -
o : ) Inev1tab1y we meet in th1s bonstor‘e o, '
- our skin is dry leaf . . R
. ~ "
' ‘our secret sorrows are the wh1sper1ng sp1 ders .
_— R between the wh1te pages ,
.t . . - . « 1 ! » :
- o Do we know why the frost is etched on our g]ass eyes? '
' Do we know why our sadness- dr1ps in 1ong 1c1c]es? 7
-~ < 1 have no, reason o . : e ,
LY f “to believe . ‘ BN T
S youldve me . ' e ' "
L - The language we share is pmnted on greeting cards
N . - A1l that I say dri fis towards the sky m ‘transparent baﬂoons ‘
R don t question your syntax X . .
‘ . The shapes of your silence are an:inestimable geometry
- K- - : . N -
) c imagine what lurks-beyond your shuddering mansion! .
' The pale birch trees . - e
) . " cloaked with ice ‘ . ’ ‘ '
. are your museum of skeletons .
R : rattling at,the windows
» . -_
{ I~ ,
\
. A\ )
. . . .
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Transportation I C

We are at the station’ ‘
Waiting for the train we w1H not takE‘

You are gazmg into -the ﬁre

T am watchmg my ref]ectmn in the tab]e top
Darkness condenses in the rafters L
T have nothing: to say - B

I hate you for ‘this sﬂence

- The air is th1ck and fuzzy with. c1gar smoke
. Black dust se,tt}e§ on my face

-I try to' remember the schedules | Lo
You decide- to go home - ' S
There is the c]angmg bell of the tram
A poem arrives ¥ -
I am undone S
“You are composed
+ ‘ t
] ; : "'
1 - L ; -~ ! '\
\ ¢ 3
[ A l'
‘l \
: , X
N . T N
\ ) - : W ! 4
1 r ’
, . ; i
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"Altemate Beginnings and Endings -~ o .

. On any oné of those d'ays the 1eéve:5
unfurled and were green. ater spiders . )
ski ttered on the swimming holes where a]so the days
were steppmg stones scattered across the stream. '

Then s dden1§ borders -had to be crossed..

+ 7" You took to the hiéhlands and summered

o ajndng sheep Every gesture was a semi- ]1terate
b'leat,'.\ Low cl ouds accumulated wool.

At dawn the sun 1eaps through every blade
‘ of grass Step into 'your bucolic Tiving room.
‘ ‘L1sten to your sheets flap in a breeze. Rétum -
LT to your cosy bedroom and sleep for an hour.

‘ " .. and make hew inroads on wﬂdemess
' A dog barks A day like this has the ebony
S ' feel of a we]] -used walking sti ck I

'

3_/— P —

2.+ After a‘long hike you will pass many lakes,. .
bitterness in their steel gray opacity.
Be joyfu)! You can dive effortlessly
3 _— o through every §m001/:h surface.

You -put your hands on, each other ST

H

27
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“’i$1and: L

. ) .
. ‘ - - -
. ' ) . . ) L - .

sandwiched betweén_blue and blue .

s, . , . ¢ . .

I bailed.out - '
“into silence - 1. R

“into the tenuous webs : -

of sky ‘ oo -
I‘\hung there hke a f]y S
days passed C

I watched merchant mamnes

L]
©

" circumavi gate. the globé )
1ayer their: trails of smoke .

.Tike the w1nd1ngs of a golf ball - S -,

an island was being born T
the words of Crusoe c]ambered 1nto my throat
a' storm brewed - %, ’

the glue re]eased\me , .-

1 drifted to my island L

have been here for some time now

eat mangoes -
‘never dream S
have a pet quifre'] St S

- who §leéps on hy chest - C
so I am never lonely-«
I have buﬂt a lean-to

the ocean is always a- perfect b]ue B

oo IR o IR o B

i

-t
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l‘. RN "Vincent Van Gogh - - ; |
( B l. ) - - - 3 ‘p ' ;f . N r' -
, i My dear Theo, - . /
’ . My two eyes mé1t ‘into ‘one.. o R

~

"1f I come to-Paris - - i
‘ 1 wﬂ] not bé able. to see

) . . hght 1mpress1omst from the so-caHed dark.
L This morning a” single. 1nt1mate. star

" becamg large and majestic

to embrace a’ vast peace’ o "
- .. ' .. sodindividual and heartbreakmg '
. o o "
) I must beg-you again :
) : ‘ " » ; ' : X
R . to send me as soon as possible e

 some ordinary‘brushes. Half a dozen of each, please.
Have ‘you read the new book -

S ' by Guy de Maupassant,- Strong as, the Dead?’
IR " What is the subject of it? . . .
© Thope youare well = -, - '
) , and your wife too, .
N ‘: ' ‘ . and that you are enjoyingi alittle fine weather.
' ‘ My health is ‘good - \

arid all is a' matter of time and'patience.”
. The woman who .did embrm dery. m that novel
o " is very. very beautiful ' e
o ‘because it is a questionof colour,
T -~ of the d1fferent yeﬂows, . :
' o .whole and broken up.

The flowers are short 11ved ’ B
" and so soon rep]aced by yellow cornﬁelds. L
<. .. The winds here are second hand. o e
I am not too meTancho]y N

P ~ - . o Yours;,
' , o © ' Vincent’
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" Suaqenly I saw the Jutland ‘hgaih

" her boat from shore.

~“\ '
'Soren Kierkegaard - - - 2 ‘

T i

T ’

in its indescribable loneliness ' . S
with its-solitary skylark- -

and a1l the generations sang for me b I L ‘
and wept bitterly and sank’ back . o ' DT e
in their graves and I Wept with them. T ‘::j,
Many people ‘cheat their. teacher. - , L o
They take thew results from the back of the bcok ' '
rather than do the sums themse]ves

The Philistine bourgems believe, ’ . ) -
_in mraht_y over 1nte1}1gence ‘ C e . . _
I prefer talking with old persons of the female sex . ’ : - ' ‘
.who peddie family. goss1p "
Regme - when the bond 1s broken _you -
e1ther plunge into wild d1ss1pat1on or
absolute - -religiousness. "A Seducer's Diary" ’ ,
Was written to shove off o } T ' .

‘Strange to.say -my ima@ination works best . ‘
with a substratum-of chatter with people ’ L .. R
sysceptible to any emotiona influenza: L N . B .
When I am the wit and banter of a party, . * S s
it is then that I want to shoot myself. - ’ ‘ \

My papers contain not the slightest o '
enlightenment as to what fundamentaﬂy f1Hed my hf‘e oo p

-1 Yive in a, dark realm of sighs. e . Lo . o . '
- 1 can't bother to write what I have just witten = . N
arid I can’t bother to blot it out B S e L

In regards to spelling- ‘ . :
I believe every. fair-to- m1dd11ng Dani sh author‘
~is more d1hgent in. th1s respect than I \

N . . L
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* Ludwig Wittgenstein y

" .. 'Dear Mr. En‘gehnann\,

I am working reasonably hard .

'Godhelpme' U T o

' 'and‘.y‘e't I.wish I could die now
. in a moment of bri11iance.

- B « Yo - LY

\

\

I think of ten of you, E . .’,‘ L

 of _the M1dsummer N1ght s Dream, of Ma'lade Imag_nawe,
- of the time you brought me Spme soup, '

but that was your mother's fault as much as yours

I w1sh I were a better man
and had a better mind.

The two thmqs are reaHy one and the same.’
I know that brilliance ‘ a
is not the ultimate good ' -

1

The gardenmg gob was, the most sens1b1e thmg
I cou]d have done wi thumy hohdays & SRR .‘ . CT

,’When the ‘work was f*lmshw I was t1red o
" Then I did not feel unhappy. : . o v
ok contmuaHy thmk of takmg my own. hfe '

and the 1dea haunts me somet1mes .
It 1s the state of not bemg able to get over a part1 cular fact
This 1s “how. it is. oo : g ‘.

. If you do not try ‘to utter the unutterab]e

then nothmg gets 1ost
but the unutterab]e w1]/1 be unutterab’ly

o ..coritained in what has been uttered.

We are fast asleep. ’

1 ’cannogt awaken mj/'sélf‘

I am'trying hard my. dream body moves,‘
- but my rea] one. does not stir. ' . :
And thla alas, is how'it is. o L v

S
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L but will br1ng the book. unread to me.

- \

Nothmg is’ worse than to be forced

to take oneself by surpr1 se.
Send me quickly and safely
the two vo]umes of Frege

’. ‘ registered and expr‘ess to Miss Anna Knaur.

. This lady will not hersélf study 1og1c,

Why don't .I hear from you any more? ' B

"(Presumably because you don't write to me.)

d am sure my ‘book will not be published. -

" The Russe]'l introduction Tooks more 1mposs1b1e )

in’ German than it did in English .

~and I can't bear it. : . .

I am only slightly more decent, : R
now than before \ |

.but by this I rnean only

that I am slightly clearer in my own.mind

~~about my lack.of decency.

I hava no faith.
To invent a machine for becoming decent.

'Such a man has no faith.

T am clear about one thmg

\I am far too bad to be able to theor1ze about myse]f
In fact, I.shall either remain a swine

or I shall improve, and that's that!
Now I have lost my prescription for enteritis.

" Beg Dr. Hahn to copy the pres‘criptign ,again

if he can recognize the medicine from an external’

+description -- a turbid yellowish 1iquid

with a white sediment at. the bottom. | .
Taste: sweetish and pleasant; (two tablespoons daﬂy)

MSl address is: Mountain Artillery Battery 5/11, Fie'ld posf: 29/0

Why I am writing -to ‘you I do not know myself.

Come to-that, ] have a very happy 11fe SR
When it is not damed unhappy '
This is not a joke.. . T Y

l > .
. Let's demolish’this transcendental twaddle-- =~ .

o

-

~

3.
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- the whole thing is as p]am as a sock in the jaw.
St111 no reply from the pub'l1sher‘. '

I feel an msuperab]e repugnance .
against writing h1m a query.

Hail to the H1ghest -- also w1th1n me.
Why 1 ‘draw my own lines

instead of writing on the 'prinfed ones
you'1l never ‘fathom. '

Please gi ve my respects to your revered dear mother.

\
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Jean Cocteau " ‘ ‘ , -
-1f, in addition to my books, plays, and films_
* . I'have turned my energies 'to .
L8 s . v

chairmanships, articles, prefaces, 'records, .

ballets, stage sets, costumes‘, masks, curtains, - e
‘tapestmes, mosmcs, if I was L manager RS

for a Negro boxer and emp]oyed c]owns dancers -and acrobats,,

7

» ’ [u F &

it was not from a sense of da:spersal

‘ The lonely pedestrian is seen less and less. ¥

- He indulge$ in the -pantomime™of h1tch hiking '

“ and when he gets a wide he is committed to an auto not his own.

Who do people think I.am? - Lot
Never has. a man been so surrounded by mcomprehensmn.
My case of shingles has begun agaip
so [ must stay inside. o
My solitude is that of Robinson Crusoe. L o
I have inteﬁigence but I have ‘

- a certain boldness which replaces intelligence.

o o1 have never been.handsome.

M_y skeleton keeps changing and losmg 1ts form.
« A !

A P
-~

.Beauty is one of the tricks .

_ nature usés to -attract one be1ng to another L o .
. ﬁnd assure their dependehce. , -

- wmtmg is an act of love. = | R ‘ ’ o
If it dsn't that, it is only handwriting. .
Joan of Arc is my favourite writer. A
o She had the tone of sermus‘ anarchy ‘
\ .

persecuted 1n every age.’ o
Rousseau had a persecutwh comp'lex

‘But that is like reproaching the hunted deqr
..for makmg his zigzag getaway=-

My housekeeper is -aware’ of this.

'When she turns people away from my door , -,
she-says to me, "T‘ﬁey, must” think - S

&

hat Mensieur Jean is a healer.”
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. George ~San tayana

2 Morality, cons'ists of cheating the hangman

-

é

and getting your pint of beer. ‘
Mrs. Alden's happiest days were thosé ) -

'on whjch she had no engagements and

could devote her leisure to judicious B G
self-congratulations on her past actions and

her present' position. +Merely to exist and ¥
possess an exacting body that must be |

washed and clothed and fed is an exhausting

‘occupation for a‘lady in middle life. .

Not so for Mr. Alden. ‘ .
He advised the discarding of Christian beds.

. To avoid the damp and vermin was neither

nautical nor rational. At sea a cabin
should be a sort of hermitage, a workroom

. con . .
and orakory for the say]or's inner man.

O‘iiverd,wa's shy. - Shyness, he knew,- .
was a stupid ‘irrational fdeling, to be Tived
down. But he couldn't sport naked .

" 1ike the boys ih the lawer river. )
“His swimiing had been only with Mr. Murphy, -~ -~ [\

an instinctively modest man, who even in dressing

and undressing,pr;eserved the scrupulous B
| precaytions of mnastic decency.

As for myself, I was of Spanish Catholic birth

and I am'a_bit of all things. I left. C

this 1ife ﬁgbec e an independent
. ,

philosopher and T am a philosopher. _-
My death wi110\1q;p1rje the words
of poets. ‘



_and put back m its, place

George Bernard Shaw’

A}

"The late Frank Harris, was a d1s"t1ngu1shed ﬁgure
in 11terary Lon'don m the last decade
of the n1neteenth qentury who wrote -
a ser1es of notab'ly trenchant and pungent
Contemporary Portraits, which, in one
purpprtlng to be of me, he was nei ther'
rtrenchant nor‘\pungent disabled by ‘a -sense
of Toyalty to our o]d connections,
- that allowed him only a piously grateful eu]ogy,
so I set the foHowmg examp]e of
how Frank ought to have done it

’

" Without caviliing-over tm‘ﬂe(\’ . ; Lo
I declare at once that Shaw {§ the just man S

made perfect:! In all his controversies - .

Shaw iS, always has been,. and always will be,

right. Abusing him is an ignorant and-silly habit..

To not take him seriously is the ridiculous cover ‘

for an 1'ghom1'n1‘ous retreat from an encounter viith him.

If it will he]p matters “to say that Shaw \

is the greatest man who ever hved

I shall not hesitate for a moment

A1t his® prophec1es come true. . S

All his fantast1c creations come to 1ife w1th1n a generatwn
. 1 have_an uneasy sense that even nox

I am not doing him justice. , )

If I cannot say that Shaw touches notmng L Do

that he  does not adom I can at 1east testi ﬁy

that he touches nothing

that he does not dust and polish

more carefuﬂy than the last man . - .
who hand1ed ite Stﬂl, no truthfﬁm centemporary portra1t

s -, N

NS
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it believes to be "insunnguntame.

can. ignore his extraordinary talent . -
for exciting furious hostility., |
M‘os‘t who "have not met Shaw - ' o . '
think 6f him &s a manof. . - -

- disagreeable stature, harsh malﬁners. ’ : N

and insufferable personality,’ R

and therd,is something maddening P e
in bemg forced to agree with a man against h
whom your who]e soul protests. Yqu cann‘ot bear

your inmost convictions to be shared ‘

by a man-you hold to be monstrous and. subversive. .-
As. if a man offered to walk in your directjon *
because you were gomg in vthe d1rect1on of his home,
which’ you knew.to be>the bottom]ess pit. ' -
Yet the- monstros1ty is there, : o,

Shaw works at po]1t1cs in .the sp1 rit

of he]pmg a lame dog over a stile ' - -

N
'

"Every man over forty is a scoundrel."
he proclaimed when he h1mse1f was over fofty

He attaches no value to expemence, .

holding that it is the expecta’cwn of life,

not neco]]ectwn of it that determines conduct. -«
He repeated]y reminds us that Evolution 1sd stﬂ] creatwe
and man may have to be scrapped as a Yahoo -
to be replaced by some new and h1gher cr‘eatwn. )
But Shaw does not k1ck us overboard

and remam proud]y on the quarter deck h1mse1f .
With ‘utmost gooq-humour' he clasps us affectionately P
around the waist and -jumps, owerboard with us. ‘
A1l his friends agree that Shaw 1s laughably vam
Shaw's ga'l]antmes are most'ljy non- ex1stent

He says that no man who. has, rea] work, in the world

has time or money for a pursu1t SO 1ong and expenswe
as the pursu1t ofvwomen ’
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.. ,So this is how Frank migjht have portrayed me.
I have added nothmg about my married life.
_for it has been so pubhc that any b1ographer

- .can ascertam more of it than I myself can. reme‘mLer.'

I shou]d add a little footnote for Mrs CampbeH

when you performed BJomson s B__yond Human Power

N

.. 1 was greatly touched when Mrs. Theodore wmght
‘ who was a friend of Karl Marx .
and has been in all sorts of revolutionary circles,
got so.indignant at the: conduct of Pastor Sang,
T that she clenched her fists # B
i and glared at the w1ckednéss of rehgwn
\ 1nstead\of g1v1ng you your "My dear” cue.,

® Forgwe her. it was a generous slip. ’
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’ have a 11keness to d1rty p1ates after a meal.

"Very sorry," I told him, "but we can't reads"
1 don't really remember shooting myself in the Tung-
but the person responsible is the poet Heine

Maxim’ Gorki ST - . o . o

\
! . . |
h ~

A1l ihstrupents and all'voices . o
are-needed for.the great orchestra Y - IR
that humanity will hear = .~ | \ L '
when it gets the world it deserves. ' e B .
Truth- is greater than compassmn t '

dnd these are the stor1es of every s1mp1e Russian man. "_

"1 am the bee-hive where al] simple people o S

bring the honey of: their know]edge ’ ) R ) ~
I write of leaden meanness&s with unconquerab]e hope : h ‘ o
I have carefu]]y studied every species of bird. . ' S

The Tifted faces of men ' '

v

’

Yes,_pq]m trees ‘do not grow. in S1ber1a:

' There are few good things in the world

but the best is art and the best thing ‘about art )

is the art to invent something good e I

The grief in a Beethoven sonata speaks on the who]e wor]d

Hah! One day after the revolution . T . 4 s

I 1it a bonfirewith some children in the street S P

'A militiaman made us put it out ‘
\?Any public disorder is open to prosecution,” he -said, S o

"jt's written there on the board."

who invented toothache in the heart. ~ : B
Above the shaggy block of pine trees hung

the transparent fragment of an almost exp1red moon . ) . o v
I am a good writer. - _ ) B - - . ///////)/////
A July mid-day sun’ is b]az1ng . S - pe

fiercely in-a sky of brass. . T R L//f/// ‘ ‘
You must be careful about what I say =~ - ' _ - ;/)7/2/// - o
. because I am a lover of tall tales. T o . ‘ -
- The .man who thinks of  the future as he d1es' v T -

is tru]y 1mmorta] , BN N



‘,Leo Toistoy
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I rémember that before I was eleven K - I

a grammar schdol’ pupil, Vladimir Milyutin' |
(Tong since dead), visited us one Sunday s o B
and announced as the 1atest novelty . ‘ ‘
a discovery made at h1s sch001 There is no\God( o

and all we are taught about him . L ..
©is a mere 1nvent1on Voltaire's ra111ery -{A A
" amused me very much. My* lapse of faith: L o

occurred as usua1 amongst peop]e on our‘1eve1 of educat1on
Re11g1ous doctr1ne is an externa] phenomenon
d1sconnected from '11fe. The pub1ic confession o f

" of Orthodoxy, then as now, was chiefly met, with

among people who were dull and cruel
and who considered themse]ves very- 1mportant

“‘Ab111ty, honesty, re11ab111ty, good- nature and moral conduct

were more often met w1th anong unbe11evers

-S., a clever and truthful man, . ' 2 ' ”}\~ ‘

once told me the story of how he ceased to believe.

.Once he knelt topray on the eve of a hunting exped1t1on

- . '

His brother lying on the hay "asked,
"So you st111 do that?" T
So it is w1th peop]e of our educat1on,

‘l'11fe has caused an art1f1c1a1 erect1on ‘to melt away
- The kind aunt with whom I 1ived, ) o .

herself the purest of'be1ngs, - o ‘ -

© always told that there was nothing
" she so desired for me-as “that I should have

relations with a marr1ed woman.

«Noth1ng S0 forms a young man. ) - ' "~

as an intimacy . w1th a. woman of good. breed1ng

"..1 cannot think of those years without horror.: . :
I killed men in war, challenged men -in duels, . ' ° . v
“lost at cards, consumed the labour of peasants, - -

a¥
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| sentenced them to pundshhents,

lived loosely'and deceived people.’ . -
Lymg, robbery, adu]tery of all k1nds, -

. drunkenness, v1o}ence murder,‘

there was.no crime I did not commit. . - . - .
My cattemporaries cons1dered me

. to be a comparatively moral man.

B! 11ved a life amongst wr1ters,

"and still Tess why he had to die.

conv1nced of our faith to teach Q1thout know1ng what. ,
We were just-a large lunatic asylum. o v
Thousands of us contrad1ct1ng and abus1ng one another

‘pub11sh1ng for the good of, human1ty

Sometimes second1ng and pra1s1ng one another o ' . "

in order to be seconded and pra1sed in turn, ‘
somet1mes gett1ng angry w1th one- anothey --

Jjust as in a Junatic asylum. S : '
Then my brother died; . .

wise, good, ser1ous, he fell 17 while still a young man.
suffered’ for more than a year and died pamfuﬂy,

not understanding why he had 11ved ’

I dropped the s111y superst1t1on of progress -

- when I witnessed an execut1on in Paris.

I. might have fallen into despair at that time \
byt I got married. For another fifteen years oL

I 1ive for one truth, to provide for a family,

f . ~ 1

Such bliss unt11 the questions caught me.. . , -

1 tried to 1gnore them, they constr1cted

‘I fe11 into a black despair. u ‘
1 dreamt of being suspended by cords ’ o co 2

- around my throat Why do I live?

What is th1s animation and dying?

Below me was an infinite space. ST o
Above ‘me was an infinite space. N '

{When T looked below I felt immense féar. - L

B

G?ﬂduaﬂy ‘the cords eroded..

.
.~




-

[y

I T 1 T et PR RPN A AT N
? .
.

’

’
P
AL pmire g S

Y

*

[#

’ the .one peop]e genera]]y be11eve in,

. e ’ . . »‘ % N . ' ‘ N
4 ) Lo
One, cord he]d me suspended around my wa1st B - ) _ : '
When 1 ]ooked up I felt soothed. B LT
A voice said,‘“Not1ce this, this is 1t " ' 1 S
I realized that if I Tooked'up - . TN AR
I coyld stay balanced. and remain spothed. ‘ \\'H“‘ N
The voice said, "see that you'remember it." E i\u - 1 ‘
-Then T understood faith. R _ : co
“Faith is the strength of 11fe. B &l' L ‘ : .

There are two God5°

.

the one who serves them, , -

‘and the God people forget,

-

the God whom'we all have to serve.

L

The Orthodox are the most fundamenta1 infidels.
,Their faith 1s a means of atta1n1ng worldly a1ms

I have suffened to’come to th1s death ‘
50 when they send the1r priest]y vu]tures . : o
to obta1n my last m1nute confession’ S

4
. I say to my son Sergey, "HQw is it, )
Sergey, that these gentlemen’ do not understand : . L
that even in the face of death, . o . ‘
. two and two still make four?" ’ : C ST
s . : _ >
7 t - R ‘: - 1
. — . * ’ ¢
. ‘ ) o ,
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-* August Strindberg e -

- ' - L

4 ‘ N
P ,

Love.and delusion are inseparable,

,and it is d1ff1cu1t to know ourselves .z o

" for who we really ire. - ' o K

I had arranged to take the' baroness away:

I seemed to be present at an execution
Under11nen, dresses, petticoats

were scattered all over the furmiture.

The child ran in and held up her head: for a k1ss.'
I m1ght have been spared this.

The little span1el begged for a caress -- he, too

l I Tookéd out to the b1ossom1ng cherry trees,

the sweet—scented daffod1ls where our 10ve had begun,
A11 the concealments, the com1ngs and go1ngs,

. the veils of honour, the way her woman's logic

confused my brain. I had abandoned a Jover once, -

. when I found her father's card.

He was a little old man, unpleasantly 11ke h1s daughter,
the car1cature of a cavicature. ‘

He treated me in every way as his prospect1ve son- 1n 1aw,
r1nqu1r1ng “about my family, my ‘income, my prospects.

fhe matter threatened. to become serjous. .

1 bowed out to a rival. "

Now in th1s hallway, the baroness opened

the fo]dlng doors and secretly k1ssed me~

iike servants' flirtations at the back door.

" Behind the door! Slut! Without: d1gn1ty, w1th6ut pr1de

And it was T who was taking her away.

- Later "the baron appeared -
He rasped w1th a choking voice,

"Be her friend. My part is p]ayed out. . ' o
Take care of-her, guard her from the w1ckedness '

of the world, cultivate her talent:

you “dre better able to do it than I 2 poor soldier

) e 4 T

1
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God P rotect you "

R paced ‘the large hall of Cehtral Station.
She arri ved at’ the last moment in a cab -
ldr'awn by a mare which the driver was, 1ead1ng

" by the br1d1e. Always careless and a]ways too - ]ate.
Years later the dog came between us.

- It was old, dlseased haH’-rotten..
I pestered Marie to g1ve ita merc1fu1 '
:Fmally she took . the old creature off.
When ‘she returned her eyes p1erced me;

accusmg me of be1ng a. poisoner.

A

She carmed a 1arge parce] of extraordmary shape.

The parcel held the corpse:. -

I.was the heartless murderer. -
It is terrible to write this.

How do I write this? Beeauée I feel .

a powerfyl and justifiable compulsion to
\ .

before it is laid in the coffin 'forever.
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- The funeral ceremony had been reserved for me! . .
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+. - Arthur Schopenhauer °° B

‘

- There is no other suffer1ng 1ike din” and no1se. . .,'. ‘ ,5 o

~shou]d acquire the pr1v1lege of- murder1ng i h . .
+ every idea that successively . ; ' SR

we have' a ‘foretaste of resurrect1on

Al - - - -
v - . - N o . . . o
M Al . - ' A

. Unless. sufféring is the direct and immediate” . = . LI

obJect of our 1ife, our existence must entirely’

fa11 of its aim. [f the reader w1shes to see. short]y
whe ther- this statement is true, let him compare e
the respect1ve fee11ngs of two animals, =+ s
one which is- engaged in eating the other.

knocking, hammering, and banging has been o L
throughout my 1ife a daily torment to me. ’ SR
Part1cu1ar1y the most 1nexcusab]e and scandalous oL -
noise, the truly 1nferna1 crack1ng of whips . "’

" in the narrow resounding streets. ' . L
- With all due respect to the most sacred doctr1ne of ut111ty, i
I do not reale see why a fellow,

'

fetch1ng a cart load of manure or. sand,

arises ‘in ten thousand heads =~ ' _’ ,
(1n the course of half an hour' SJourney through a town)
The brute is® more content w1th existence .,

: than‘a th1nk1ng man. Ex1stence without consciousness ' = T K
* has reality only for other beings '
.in whose consc1ousness it man1fests itself. C

ere 15 a.terrible noisy din: - . - C . P ) ,f A
There is the sexual relation.
This feeling grows now and then into.a more -

or less passionate love, . . B

‘\'whjéh is ‘the Source of little pleasure ' B

and much suffering. Every part1ng gives us a foretaste
of death, and every t1ne we again meet someone

Su1c1de can also be regarded as an exper1ment, )
a quest1on we put to nature and try tofnake her answer "

Nature has covered atl things -
with the vamish oﬁ beauty,‘

(AR
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" Whatever I touch‘crumb1e§ to pieges. ' o

) actor according to the b]ot

<View:of the antlike movements

N, PR ST

' 48
- _r '
Franz Kafka
Re11g1ons get lost as peop]e do.
Stratch1ng insignias on these parchnents ( ,
has become part of the ceremony of my 1ife. A ’ .

The last section | wrote/asn't p]eased'Max.
He warned me- against writing such long passages. ' J

" He regards the effect o such writing as jellylike. ‘ N

A c1rcumc1s1on s performed with a fish knife.
I'sleep soundly for an hour and= then I wake up
as if I had putlmy head in the wrong hole.
Writing ‘denied itself to me so . )
T.have a plan for autobiographical investigations.

My father walks up and down, sighing and' shaking his head. é
Talk about women, on the other hand, was se]dom engaged in.

_:

My urge to 1m1tate has nothing - ‘ BRI

of the'actor in it. .If an actor C s &,
who is supposed to thrash anothenr

really does thrash:himlbut of an excess™ -

of emotion, and the other actor 'screams in pain, : . c

!

" then [ must become a man and intervene. - : x

A small. Tever is somewhere secret]y:releaseq; 3 N
He'has also found Archimedes' fulcrum. L '
Every act1on seems extraord1nar11y new to him,
Is he the.same as I? . -

of the crowd in the trench. S

‘No entries for two months. - e L, L

A1l this time in bed. -
Superstition is easy. ST
Religions get lost as people do. . -

PR

’

2.



L R

- These words are the shavings\

as- it shapes the day S work

" by dint'of hard work and toughness

1 mi ght have been. the one not to talk about smmde
“but poetry is repet1 tive.

Cesare Pavese-

thrown off by the plane | R

‘A game IS a strategy of forgetfulness

)

Why do we fordet the dead? e
Because they - are no usé to us. ' T
A man ha$ committed murder. . T

~Ignore foria moment his anxiety at gettmg caught, » S

his dread that the world has taken arms agdinst him.

Still there is the horror that the v1ct1m

no 'Tonger exists, can no longer be hated or 10ved

the horrbr of star‘tmg‘ life over again. ,

It is not an, illusion : =

- that each of us is the center of the umverse

Take me. I ama person of vast interest. S
Jut of the hostile nothingness of my. ancestors,
I grew all by myself - _ o

overcoming all “})azerds ,
to become a 1iving, vigorous man. . S
Then to meet that one woman,

dragged out of nothmgness,

another miracle of chance. e
The -joy and pain of it. '
Those who 1nvented the love of Go' were quite shrewd.

Nothing else can be possessed and enjoyed at the same t1me

It comes as natura] -as the fall:-of raindrops.

. Not a bhnd death :
~'Why can't wé choose the day of our death? . .~ EESEEY

I mean _for spec1f1c reasons. oo

“'Life begins in the body.

Life ends in the body.
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. The snowflakes tumble B '
.- 'toward the lake . ¢
; ~I: . as their identical twins ‘\
e surge up from the murky green. .
"~ " They immolate on -impact, y

! 1., stretch into a tension of water.
) L "' This is the perfect collision, -
. - . -the way the world hurtles '
S . "< . towards.me and I lunge
' into its path. .
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1 was the perfect 1over‘ of the world
Then my embrace became tenuous,
‘and' I dfscovered a kind.of jealousy .
-of the completeness of things ‘ ,' :
‘and a vacancy in myse1f, S
This. is the terrible

momen t when ‘the glass finds it 15

no longer: ha'lf full but ha]f empty
Yes, the woﬂd was full of 1tse1f
drunk on its'own essence. I demanded

to know the secret life of things ° '

but they glared at me behind closed eyes.
Suppose the world werefsome wicked demon
,sét to deceive me at every turn. ’

I would love her still

with a perfect passion.

Words should sing on the1r branches.

7
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) Stepping out of the bush into a clearing "~ '~ -
e T come upon the bus, idling. A gentle
: ' horse, his sad smile in a grill, the: t1ck1ng :
' ‘wipers wipe a tear Prom kis eye. .’ . . oo % -
) .~ . "Icreep lightly through. the snow, wh1sper e R
L. / . in his rear-view mirror." He shivers ’ e
ot T ~with the stampede- of 1ntent1ons.. R1vers and streams i
. . We chscover a network of streets.” We flash - o
. ) by a forest of telegraph poles, shudder at- the awesome 7
Lo ' mountamous skyscrapers. We pa]e at the expanse .
S S of7a parking lot. My sad Creature shakes-a wispy L I’
' ' fail of smoke. He whinnies a sigh of regret.
- * I dismount and-he stamps a foot as if to say - BN
o L S 'wateh' your step We stand on a 1arge b]ank lake. .
. . N | dr1ft into. the n1ght sky, that vast continental. she1f .
ST T Teave the poor beast murmuring to hlmself T o
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“of heroi ¢ couplets; 1 am a man of two. 1anguages ST T

Between 1cy tundra of blank verse and boulevards ' :"

This is not to say I am suburban. 1 transcend
the dialectic! 'WeJ1, perhaps I am the after-image

of a transcending that ha$ flown away from me. : ST AN

Regard]ess, I am a man of greater than or less than'

"two traditions, 'two pendulums swinging siﬁu]taneous]yﬁ . ;

I''grab one in each hand.  Is it French or English

that splits my tongue? There are a hundred and oné . - - '
reasons why a government must legislate signs.

Without Tinguistic indicators I woyld lose sense and reference

‘ .and get stuck in a st1ch1c s1tuat1on of nove] &roport1ons
- When I am driven do&ﬁ these one-way: streets 'I have’ noth1ng
but my napura] resources. At least we have energy.

We all know about the road between town and country

-and all the episodes and goings-on. [ 'wish I could prdjéct S -

a luminous de§t1nat1on which would tr1p 11ght1y on matter.
I release the two ba?]s S0 they 11 fal1l but instead
they swing inwards and arrive together in my head.

i



There, in those d1stant mountains beyond wﬂdest dreams,

I make these black marks against myse]f /‘ o
The ventilation sys em in my of?lce squeaks its twredwzotatwns
.The weather reporf ‘tells of a week of twenty below. L
I'm not sure I (are which way the wind blows. . ' '
In the faded whie and black drawing behmd the ad
for the conference, I notice fi rst the gentle curve

A - of ‘the stream, then the ragged branches bendmg ,

f over the stream, then the dead man, lying face
down in the show. Behmd a tree the rifle clicks,
an eye trains at the man with a. fea’ther in his, cap )
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© is the "Writing: in Revolution" conference. Here, in the blank ﬁe]ds -



. In these woods I sensed . “ . o
' a dens1ty of thought and sound, o ) .

« I Tifted into an airy space . S .
where clouds . S -

"of all things bright and beaytiful..

ATl thmgs fade and become soft.

When L.was an old man ‘

»

_ black 11mbs traced the s1mp]1c1ty of thought, '

a s]ough wi th0ut reflections. . - -
Snowflakes seftled on- my bare head N
and hun'g'he-a'vﬂy on my eyelashes.

Crows called from.the' highest = .
branches of dead trees. )

As 1 crept into middle age - o
thetrees grew roseate. ' R
I’hstened to d muffled breeze.

the vague transcendenta] u]u]atwns of sparrows.

- In youth

the Tleaves ttim‘ed green. ‘ ,
Dogs barked.' | o T - S

_were v1vac1ous and occaswnaHy thunderous ideas:

i N ~

The w1nds blew always south-wester]y.

-

Now I.sipk into 'the translucence N
} v -
Almost all canames are yeHow.

I come to an end of words.
The vision is"‘exquisite.

I 'sée a woman. : _
The sussuration of ocean, . -~ ' s
I sweH into a chﬂdhood of be11ef S
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in .this vague container

N B SR i
Vil . ' oL
} - i \
.1 'come tq an end:of words . R '

that I once -thought was Aladdin's - ' -
. lamp but recogmze now o

l ,.as an old mﬂk bott]e.

1 love the po€try of ¢1 mkmg
glass and the ratﬂe and

* ping of a wire basket. o S0
Pitch , o

the medgre coins inta the 'efnpty L
~ bottle and forget about them. - B .
Retum to the coaguium of-milk . o

'that sucks a gentle breath

How remarkable:!

. when the car‘dboard is' peeled back. . .

Don' t homogemze the milk! , '
" Be carefu] not to shake that subtle. separatwn.
How long can a life support : K
this. lacteal alchemy without - v

“withering to a powdery desiccant?

When I Finally catch up with myself
the milk bottle will'no- longer be glass.
and it will be no longer dehvered

to the door.

-t
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:'d1m1n1sh1ng me. Adrift in a séaweed of ennui

-ewmt‘e foam of queshons: ‘When I rise ea’r] iest .
I ring the bell, the be]T takes 1ts toll° - T

“engrafted to this island.

VITL - B

¢

Why are there essents rather than nothmg?
In th1s tm; chape] on th1s lonely -island
I cannot tell. Perhaps the questwn str1kes A

once 1ike a muff]ed beH, a smgle chime "
that di scovers its home in your bones ! '
. Standing on a “small promontory of .rock, I watch = - ¢

the seep ‘and swell of ocean, 1ts process of - salti

a questwh is repeated in_ the care]ess cries of‘ auHs

On a mormng of jewels the 'sea is transﬁgured ‘
‘mto jade. This alchemy of joy renews - oo

on the ears. I have no secrets to tell, onIy the ocean
has its sweet undertow. . I live with the sparse tree

\ There is a. sparkhng awareness
of branches, but what lTies" beneath is truth.

,‘Qf this tree is subterranean bur1ed in 1ts roots,

A i

The essence -
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The crysta] g]ass Ll _
s beautiful . T L
because of 1ts frag1]1ty c " -
because it mi ght ' )

“break. . ) . ce -
D1stracted - S St
by refracted 11ght
the ﬁhgree flutings

" of leaf and.vine ST "

ob’l Tquely

!

. . . s

Pe rfec:’c',

we’l;l,‘a]n'ibst perfect . S ' . L

50 much ‘'so ‘that it suggests ( ,
a brﬂhant 11ght beyond this skuHed cave

.at least -3 mus1c of spheres

when I['rub my fmger

on an endless circular
_track. - ' ‘ -
- Not' so-perfect o s T

“of the glass' mouth.

afterall” - - . . ¢ T
a gap ' S

- |- . ot

“in the sublime continuum _ :
‘a Tittle chip -+ = - D

a dimple in the 'yawn
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mother's oval, admiration < - R Lo

for this same crystal ) ,
someday it will be yours e A SRS L

“her’.eyes gljling o ' " - g ~ . . .

L. - . ! . c Y 4 ' - N '\ ) ‘r‘
like glass.™ ™™ oo . . R

-t

from 1its vestments of appearance S
don' t “think_ of_ any '
other bouquets. - “ o T ’ ) N A ‘ L

Not- the glass,’ but the ‘wine . o .
when I put.my - 11ps to yours o . , ‘ e

Ia]mostbelievelcould N S -
sit on thé rim of th1s taste , T SR L :
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Skilled .compositors, whose music has a range
percussive, show me your random beauty i

on an endless paper vine, so I may see- S e

the '1ove]1ness of your withering exchange.
I can imagine a perfect poem. '

It is ‘'more .perfect to .exist than not.
Give me the divinity that can't be taught;
I long for quiet in my restless dome.

.

Deliver me tﬁqt woman with the rare form
" who adds bright brilliance to my Stellar work.

I am tired of muddling through. this murk,

‘of this hagtwhq drags me into a heart of storm.
Foolish fellow, she said to me, invest
your-heart in a language that comes to rest.
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From a dark p]abe of e‘lectrici ty .
In aﬂmet moment when [ am alone - .

\I compose the text of love's mc]émency cot
“and T transform it to ‘you through the phone. ‘/

With a receiver cradled in your palm

Amongst the parts of spegch 'you are a néun.

Ci garette smoke clings. to your static ca};n,

A fainting hum on the line when:you tum me down.
When you hang u“p‘I listen to your Sweet

dial tone. When one Tine dies

I turn to many lines. I love to repeat .

_myself when you won't Tisten to my sighs.

So the more of my Tove that you decline

" The more this péem makes love and makes it min'e.

.‘;,s

.



‘When I have intimations of you, yes,&
you in the rustle of the pear blossoms
at the end of pat1o, when I. listen
to your grave]lydihroat of night dir,

then I anticipate_thé creamy'g1oss

© of your skin, ‘the undulations of ddpa]

pendulums, the leafy ‘surprise.draping
the convolute entanglement of Timbs. .

1
-

we -thump together 11ke the col¥ision

of r1pe fru1t, Ju1ce dribbling from 11ps
Sun]1ght d1sp1ays a carnage of white pulp.
We settle around a core of seed and a twisted stem.

Later, you become again a plump pear. .

I suffer desiccation. VYou say the dried.
“slices are qdﬁte delicious, that they have
the lingering odour. of pale blossoms.

W

(

'\1
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v ) ' I come to- the.gracile ‘Grocus of this' desert.” . *
o It is so far away from the échooling of fish. L \ i ' '
Perhaps it i the most superﬂuous rendermq or onto]ogy,«
this fire that hides in a seed for months
then flowers in a brief season of rain.
On’ many “dry‘days there is a dark}ing beetle
clutching dung in its mandibles.! This is -
a necessai‘y process of ground clearinﬁ.
I have often worked hard in a tangle
: 'of creosote ‘bushes, faHen famt in the1r acmd odour.

It 1'5 onTy later that a twilight l‘)reeze‘
‘ iﬂnsp'i'res a fugue in an orgéq—pipe‘ cactus. ,

' Then the desert canvas mi gﬁt blossom with the random
N appearance of Indian paintbrush. I anticipate |
- the strange Teapings of jumping cholla.

but some tenacious .trees endure their decades
of dust by plunging a taproot deep to a secret
weH . Perhaps I understood most the giant

Eventually most things pale and wither : . , ‘ ‘
,saguam that 1ives with the memory of a witl ess flower.




is-to become pure being.
“This is a transcendence.

X oz

When 1 see ocean as a blue chip

this must be transcendence of the ego.
or h\;t 1 imagine fish-1ife? -
If I am fish-1ife am I the spmt

of fish-Tife or am I flecked

with a smgular coat of scales?

To swim to my purpose like fish -

But always the questions retum,

* they cannot stop their -migrations.
. -The ocean can never be blie ch1p \
‘because the ocean is not bl ue. ‘ ’ -

Then I understand the reflective - .

power of being. Sometjmes I gaze ) \

into an ocean's perfect blue - .
and I am fascinated by what retumns LV
my gaze. A weeping willow hangs ove\r me.
Sudden1y fish thrash the surface. ‘ ‘

‘Their greedy guHets swallow fhes

I have an uneasy relationship w1th water,
I share an ocean with porpmses and wha]es

‘Often I immerse m_yse]f in water.

T sound as deeply as lungs’ allow.

Thep I rise and break into the precious )aif'."

‘

A
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René remembers how he net God
“one day at the glue- factory 'g z" B
- His bushy eyebrows wrinkle . ' '
" when he speaks of it, the day
- he ambled past the gurg]1ng vats
, steeped in an odour of bo111ng sk1n,

up the back stairs to a, storage room

of off1ce supplies and odd advert1sements

He doesn't remember what drew’ him’

'.:" ';7to.that quieter and Tess humid sanctuary

<

o

He remembers when ,he looked up to the long

rows of sma]], square windows,ia 1att1ce of sky,

how sun11ght lifted the vats ‘
from the1r dark trough- and a g1ddy swe]]

‘11fted the weight from his feet.
, He remembers how the voice spoke from the. bubb11ng mucus.

"René my essence is glue.

.You' carry .on the most sacred of work "‘

René's hands fa]] Timp to''the table

As he recounts his story
his eyes are glued to mine.

I mark it all down on Qood,bond paper.

1

-as if they too had ‘created the. wor]d 1n s1x days .

66 .
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The 1ns1dious sc1ence of our t1me creeps o K R
through the arteries and veins. To look for it T T \
-is ‘to stumble- through a debr1s of time- ~worn s c - ",3,
" test tubes and chatterﬂng beakers, or perhaps to s]1de A' ‘ :
1nto a black hole of clichés. It spreads bts forked f1bres L L -
‘ 11ke the rdvellings of the DNA nn]ecu]e but science - ‘
is_both the mo]ecu]e‘and the map of the molecule.. A ,
.. Some might thlnk that science is a skeleton and the wor]d " ‘ h“

‘the flesh that hugs close around it, but sc1ence

is immanent in all matter as a matter ,of fact ,
‘White coats rustle in- a laboratory of amoral destructwon.”?

,lThe mushroom blooms 1ike a proliferation of facts. .
._‘A]] facts have equa] value, a colloquy of.E: c011. ‘ o 1’:
U1t1mateiy science is un§easonaple, not like these poems, . ,
~ which formulate a text book of a different sort, B
'expre$éingixhe pale autunn'df a—qeciduous science. -

'

IS . ‘ s
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Th1nk1ng about those two phys1c1sts

who . wdn the Nobe] pr1ze for-d1scover1ng and measur1ng

m1crowaves emanating from the farthest reaches

of the known cosmos it occurs that perhaps,

in a more expansive Universe, we are a g1ant L
roast beef cook1ng in ‘the microwave
of some lady.'s kitchen. .- ,

If you, think this is a gratu%fqus
ihage, then consider the old woman

" who has nothing but her diminutive’ : -

‘pens1on cheque.

She tuddles in her Tittle -

apartment just off Waverley Street o
with an electric heater and a kitchen chaih:
Unfortunate]y, she drifts off to sleep

. occas1ona11y and fa]]s off her chair onto the f1oor

" pecause she doesn' tﬁwant:to be e .

but she refuses to accept the 1uxur1ous arm cha1r
offered to her by her - soc1a1 worker oo

_“tied ‘down to anything;‘ o - .

- As Heraclitus says, you can't stand .. .

fand each a part of the fabrication.-

in the same‘river'twice.' e

nWhen we think of the unjverse it must be realized

that each of us is, part of the fabric

s
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. .- ._ the technetronic culture of the non- ﬁctwn

It is ’nelc'eﬁs;sa_ry to’ register the fi ctuality
of contemporary Américan tife and in order .
" to do this a location must be. found to provide

Y

7. us with a métafiction, perhaps -the mountains

which have use as an overview, the mountains

. " which so much resemb]e radm crysta]s that if we tune . -

7 into- the semiology and literary semantics of ,mountams |
v~ we will apprehend even a-metalanguage, in fact, ' .
L Wewill map 'tne contours of a new typology 4
" of prose narrative, but more must be said

. of the fact in fiction to register the fictuality

"o}' co‘ntemp‘ora'ry American 1ife because there are l'two
. uses of ‘fa'ct'in ficfion and the); are divided.

' into. two categories, the verisimilar and the mythopoe1c,

and to cross over between the two requ1res
a bi- referentla'l mode of narration. but it is di fﬁcu]t

‘ in, this era of postwar authent1c1ty to estape

novel and the realization that expemence '
must be tr‘ans1stor‘1zed if we are to avmd ‘ ‘
o <confutat1ons in" the poetics of spemﬁc
'genreé because thbugh we might stutter in spée‘ch':
" of partial grammars, in the clefts of distant /
_valleys we might see the fulfilling prurience
- of a deep structure grammar of narrative, a]though
- we must not be sur'reptitwusly metaphysma‘l
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" The IWor,ds! The words cower in shame .

and inadequacy, that cannot tell of their love,
or haye told it so many times '
‘they can no longer be héard ‘

. It is the words that were once hons,
that once escaped from a jungle and breathed
.a hot breath that once lived so c]ose

your chest grew long hair. . o A

"It is the words that-fled to all corners,’
that wander as lost tribes, '

only the words that are hunched overxdouble
carrying themselves piggyback. . - '

[t is only the words that hide sluggishly
unde?'.stones: in ‘their pretence of being,

in" their dreams of the leaves falling,

"in their dreams of fa]hng '

(It s on]y the words that have been 30nf1ned

to libraries, that have wiggled and‘. squirmed

L their way into the books. It is only the words

that live in mute assoc1at1ons of mk,-
“only the words.
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' .passing shot.

. . - . . A
.xx ' - . . ‘-
. ' ! f':, D
"Cbmé, dear reader, into this~w%reféage ' c
of delifeations” measured off from wjlderness.’ R T
t's 1d0sen up with"a volley. e T
That's right, you'll have to watch for my surrea} _ N
psp1n. Keep your'eye on-the ball.: T ) - R

t your feet square. Out‘ ,
Thadre's minimal” space to work w1th, Oon't look
’ I didn't invent this game. My serve ) .

Uhh! ‘That was a good one from the gut. ’ "', -
1d I m1ss that! Must have a ho]e in my racquet , '
Hell. Into the net. Oh, exqulslte‘

Now we come to love -~ , S
forty: That's better, I have a W1cked S T
backhand I see you're work1ng up a- sweat . o e A
‘Well this is the way it goes: .game, set . ‘ L
and match. No match for you, dear reader. e

" What we won't do for regreation! ' ‘ . : R o

T



