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AP: When I was seventeen or eighteen, I rode the rails around that area. A couple of
times I walked for long periods when I was thrown off trains by the cops. I walked from
Golden, for instance, to Banff on the tracks. Its a long-ago memory, of course I’ve been
back there since, but, you walk along these tracks and you do all these things, see the
mountains, the lay of the land. For instance, one time I tried to walk from Golden to
Field, I was worn out the next day and I sat by the tracks waiting for a train to go east
to Calgary, and I was hanging my feet over a culvert, a couple of bears walking out from
underneath me, and then a train going by, and then a long, long wait. There had been a
landslide on the tracks and I couldn’t get to Calgary, and I got a job on the landslide
instead. Finally got to Calgary. Anyway, you do all these things around an area, and then,
I suppose its what the poem doesn’t say, that there’s something in the mind that’s always
going to be familiar.

KJ: I wondered about the poem for which the book is named, "The Woman on the
Shore". In that one you talk about a kind of balance between day and night, between the
season, and between past and future.

AP: The third version of that poem was in The Second Macmillan Anthology which
doesn’t include the woman herself in it at all. But there is a sense of it, that over the
years, I have been there before, going over with a flashlight, trying to watch the exact
moment water changes into ice. Its fascinating to watch it! And its cold as hell of course.
KJ: I was thinking of that balance, and in this version of the poem you also go back to
the woman. And there’s a balance between this and that all the way through the poem,
between freezing and thawing and all that, and then you go back and then there’s this
thing going on with the woman, and that’s a balance too, and I was thinking that in a lot
of your poems there’s this thing going on between the self and an Other. The Other could
be land or it could be a person, but its always striking that kind of balance.

AP: The relationship with my wife has always been daggers undrawn. When we were in
Vancouver years ago, and she was working at various things, I was not at all the type of
person that I have been since we got married. And because of my change, she was forced
to change too. I think she resented it a little bit. You know the sort of feeling? The person
you’re committed to is changing before your eyes. We’ve both changed. So, we’ve both
had to keep track of each other, again and again. One has somehow the idea at one point
in their lives that ok, this is what we are and we are going be this, more or less, for the
rest of our lives. But, we’re not. We change so radically. I used to be an extremely sort
of conventional person when I was in the air force during the war, and I had the usual
conditions in life to, let us say, have a sexy wife, and a good job, and a big car, you know
the one. And I worked five years at one job after the war, which was a horrible job, I got
the top pay by that time, a dollar sixty-five an hour, which was horrible when you think
of it, wasn’t so good even then. And I saved my money, and I left my work behind, got
on a ship, but I was scared to death to leave that crummy job behind. I wanted to jump
off the ship and swim back to Montreal. But that was the last time that I got completely
scared by doing something like that. You have to make those decisions, and you get into
such ruts, all your life, whatever they may be. And then I had no regularity in my life
anymore, no time-clock, and I was completely my own boss, and we were so broke. If
you get a chance to look at that Macmillan Anthology, which is number two, take a look
at it, there’s something in it [ wrote called "The Bad Times" about those times when we
were broke, and quarelled bitterly just like I did with Acorn. That was a watershed time,
when I quit that job in Vancouver, and could go in my own direction. We lived in
Montreal, and myself writing radio plays, and I sold a few, but not many, and then we
left Montreal and went down and built that house. All of your stuff becomes so
autobiographical. But as you say, this is a more objective perception [The Woman on the
Shore], 1 don’t think that they’re more personal. Can you be personal and objective at the
same time?

KJ: I don’t know. To me a lot of the poems are about experiences, and then about what’s
going on inside your head in reaction to what’s going on outside, so that’s about as
personal as you can get I guess.

AP: Yeah, but isn’t personal a one on one sort of thing?

KJ: Yeah. That’s what I was getting at earlier with this notion of self and Other because
even when you are dealing with women and personal relationships in something like
Poems for all the Annettes, it seemed to me that you were still reacting to something
external and you were giving us your internal reaction. And now the only thing that’s
really changed is that instead of a person, maybe you’ve got a landscape, although people
still come into it as well. But its still the same kind of reaction.

AP: Its very difficult to conjecture on or analyse that sort of thing.

KJ: Maybe we shouldn’t even try. Just read the poems.

AP: Well, we’re always trying. If you keep your mouth shut about everything, where are
you then? Your stuck in a complete silence. Anyway, everything seems to almost become
the exact words that you said to me. And, anything that’s worthwhile has about ten
percent of silliness in it.

KJ: So could you tell us a little about A Splinter in the Heart?

AP: Well, it was both fun and a lot of drudgery to work, in your own writing, you know
how you say, "Well, I’ve got this job to do, and I’m going to start at nine o’clock every
morning, and by the time you’ve fiddled around...well, you finally get going. And also,
you think and ask yourself questions like, "How am I ever going to do this?"

There’s a girl in it, and another sixteen year old, and there’s logging in it as well,
my own grandfather died at age ninety in 1930, and I idolize him somewhat. Anyway, he
dies, and about five old men come down from the hills -- . Other loggers. All old men.
[Takes out a map and shows it]. Its about the British Chemical Company. This happens
to be in 1918, 1917 and a half, taken from the municipal offices. See up here? Where is
it, there, the British Chemical Company. That was a huge area in Trenton. When I was
a kid I played in the ruins of that thing. There were nine explosions over night on the
night of October the fourteenth, 1918. Destroyed the place. And all the windows in
Trenton here were broken. But, it was said, nobody died. Whether that’s true or not,
twenty-two people didn’t show up to pick up their paychecks following those explosions.
Of course this was all fenced in, and there were guards, etc, etc. As I say I played over
these ruins as a kid. See this? [indicates a spot on the map]. This is the British Chemical
area. The main part of the town was down in here. I lived right around there. Down on
Front Street. Here’s Front Street by the river [points to map). Anyway [the book is
about], what happened during that explosion. I was hoping because, the streets are named
all through this novel, and the places that are in the novel, that they would adapt this into
a smaller map in the endpapers. I hope so anyway.

KJ: This is one of my pet questions that I ask a lot of writers. When you write do you
use a typewriter or a pen or...?

AP: Aaah, I write long-hand with ball point. I scribble it out, and then type it, and then
scribble out the typing, and then type it again.

KJ: I don’t kr?c?w if it affects people’s style, but nowadays with computers, I wonder.
AP: If I'm writing prose though, I start out on a typewriter. To me, its too slow to do it
by longhand. And I don’t use an electric typewriter, I don’t like the idea of the electric
typewriter buzzing at me, they make you feel guilty.

KJ: When you were in the Air Force did you get over and see action at all?
AP: No, as a matter of fact I was here all the time. I took the medical for air crew a
couple _of times, and every time I took it, I got excited "Gee whiz! I'm going to be a pilot.
I’m going to be a pilot!" And my blood pressure went up. After I got through with Lhé
test, of‘course, it went down again. So, I took it more times, and the same thing happened
every time. So, I never got to be air crew. So, after a while you don’t give a shit anyway
But at the time it seemed important. A friend of mine was a bomber pilot all through thé
war. | went in the taxi business after the war in Belleville. And when my friend the
bomber pilot got out of the Air Force we went out to celebrate. And we boaght a couple
of bottles of booze mickeys, went into a pub, and there was a guy I had in the taxi who
once was beating up on a girl in the cab, so I took him to the police station when he
wouldn’t stop, and he was going to get me, you know. Ran into him in the pool room
and he had a friend with him, and they invited us out into an alley, and we went. The):
ran away shortly after that. Then we went out into the country to drink our booze. We
parked in a farmer’s field. The farmer saw the car parked in his field and told the cops.
So the cops came along and arrested us. Threw us in the jail. And our wives bailed us out
at five a.m. which was humiliating. And I wrote a poem about that called "The Drunk
Tax.1k" F:xcept that it isn’t a straightforward poem about it. Anyway, he became a civilian
flying instructor, killed himself a while later by crashing his plane.

CT: Ray Souster was in the Air Force t00. We saw him not long ago.

AP: Yeah. Ray was in the war. Did you do an interview? .

KJ: No, we just talked, but we’re printing some of his poems. Carole’s dad knows Ray
Souster, her dad’s a bookseller, he sells old & rare books.

AP: Has he got a name for his business?

CT: Frederick Turner Books. He has a lot of first editions, poetry books, historical books

KJ: He knows Nicky Drumbolis, they’re kind of doing the same deal, you can get z;

catalogue, or make an appointment to drop by and see which books are available,

AP: Aaahh. Is Nicky still running "Letters" [bookstore]?

KJ: No, unfortunately he couldn’t afford to keep it, but you can still buy books from him.

So, how come you chose to write instead of driving a cab or running a bookstore?

AIT:'A great many people say "I give up my life, give up my job and devote my life to

writing great poems for my country,” or whatever. Its a lot of shit. You want to write

poems, you write “em. Nobody stops. Except that you’re not liable to get paid very much.

It is a job that demands a great deal of ego, of course, writing poems, because you get

SO littlt? att?nt.ion. You need ego to say you're writing immortal masterpieces, or
something similar. Besides, its fun, one enjoys it.

Image par Fernando Aguiar































Siberian Love Letter
By Yves Troendle
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We can, therefore, define the form of a signifying unit by its composition from units on a lower level,
and its meaning by its capacity to integrate with a unit on the level higher. Skywriting. And thirty feet
below, the shifting outlines of an extraordinary shape. Seabed, drip the meek, reap gorgeous, griping
omaments in tight fists to keep from yawning — she appeared to be momentarily lost. Several tongues
(are spoken here, are soak’n here). You can almost hear the syncopated rhythms. Crossed bars above
her [D] represent her plight. Hand writing, its shadow writing the circle in which the writing can go on.

‘ what?

what

L 1S
}

said

First, to cut, slice, then to carve, a carving out, to contour, boundary and shape, hence sign. Erotic
dancers daily. Ballroom Dancing, paint curled off the tin sides, dust stuck to the yellow bulbs.
Notches in the bone seem to correspond to lunar cycles. The clickety-purr of a passing bicycle slowly
scans the cup of the ear. Carving out what is from what it isn’t. Bestowing attention: sculpting a world.
Incised on a mirror, a schooner sails forth from reflections. A bust of music and laughter escaped from
a distant hall. Her former lover [E] lives in another village [F-G] with a full-skirted rival [H]. There is
arelationship, then, between the planes of expression and of concept. Cut through both at a single stroke
and language flashes, sundering. The writer acknowledges their close bond, symbolized by the squared-
in cross [I] above their heads. Writing in reverse, hand at the boundary, tracing the arc of its

disappearance, shadow coiling at the core.
c ‘ name

jilted girl’s letter is remarkabl ignant. First, to be empty, nothingpess, zero, then enigma,
Z:Iyi)i];l grarrzl;, andkey to same, or lettezls ip;loterlaced in intricate' ;?attems, h‘ence sign.She tc?uf:hed the s1lsv}«:,r
backing of the hairbrush, and traced out the loops of the initials. Tracing QOwn‘ the ongmal s;og'i.n ;
portrays herself [A] in skirt and pigtail, alone in her room [B-C]. The robin brings a piece Soh s allg(ed
cellophane strip, a twig, weaving each into his nest. A word from here, a phrase from there. She w
to the french windows, pulled them open, and passed into the garder,l. Cover f.oul:, tl}e war washove;,
aptitude, beautiful people hung on a wall, dance not, let alone today’s almost isn tkmgdom,alc ;nc .
At last found the grotto full of lost words glittering. On the beach, the boat grows dark, the pale horse

rears.

=X

She goes so far as to predict two children [J and K]. “April? Then your stone is the diamond, symbol
of —""Recall, abandon, once neat, don’t believe me, satin, sink, colossus, kiss, Red Dust, his ornaments.
The spell he had cast upon his audience was so great they joyfully flung coins to assure another tale
would ensue. Money stands for gold, which represents the sun, once thought to be the source of life.
Anything named becomes itself a name. Any moon a finger pointing. Anything named itself becomes
aquestion. Birth into same. Bomn of division. Lost in reflection. Tongue and larynx flinch to name. We
cleave to the word to cleave, constantly menaced by polysemy. In her mind, the drew a firm line and
pointed to it. Identify: divide. First, an edge, margin, borderland, then boundary sign, hence sign. One

the one hand. Boundary is transference. On the other. Cut to splice.
to sever,
cleave

ey watched entranced as a young cyclist pedalled up to the crowd encircling a storyteller, d:ropged
’lIu?ls lzlicycle to the ground, and geca.rie immediately absorl?ed in the tale Each word down the mmd I.lltlsf
the plane of possibility. Failing constantly to recognize its own activity, languagc? can surpnsc;,1 itse
constantly. Like a man in a fire crying theatre. Doll along, he’ll lcne‘e acut day dlffe}' on sought arm
pause, eat, if. Thus speak, unfurling at the boundaries, let us question f:l.ril apprentlc_:esh1p., second,f
sequin’s escapade, to correspond, veer, delete. I means the person saying 1. Fognc?d in L‘he impact 0
address: “You”. Existing in that making, that escaping. Write down, write up, write in, write out, write
on, write off.

quill;
l(I”

D

Sheretraced her steps along the garden path before she could be seen. First, away followed, a path taken,
then amark left, hence an absence, a vestige, a sign. Truck hits phantom weman. She feels the bitterness
of separation, expressed by the line [L] running from her rival’s head down through the center of the
pictograph. Each thing disappears behind its name, by which we call it. Each thing named presents an
absence. But the notches might equally well be counting reindeer, or points in a game whose rules have
vanished, along with its creators. Kneeling at the grate, she watched the letter unkrinkle as the
shuddering flames consumed it. He picked up a concept, so to speak.
Still, passion smoulders in her, depicted by the curlicue [M] floating above her head.

to depart

| 26

variant reading;
read again
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By the time a reader encounters the poem “Suffering Bastards,” also from /lints to Pilgrims the title
of the book is becoming clearer. The poems have developed into a jazzy, surrealistic gu%debook to the
poet’s perverse Consciousness. Tate's approach is again reductive; richly-toned declarative statements
are deflated by the imagery which follows them:

The blight of poems in our time,
there is no darkness dark enough.
No, there is no darkness the blind
cannot see through, ungraspable

as they are, the suffering bastards
on balconies, in love with a solitary
maggot.

O semen of Shiva, there is
no voice at the end of the darkness,
there is no darkness, light
proceeds in brittle nightgowns
with not a word for anyone.

The poem appears to be saying a great deal, and nothing simultaneously. The complaint m the first
stanza appears to be that drama, the sublime, has been drained from life, leaving little subject matter
for poetry. The task of the poet becomes ridiculous — tragedy is an empty, minimal gesture, darkne§s
is voiceless, light is without words. There is momentary amusement provided by Tate’s h)fpf:rl?ohc
voice, but the poem operates from a functional absurdity, it maroons itself in a context that trivializes,
if not forbids its existence. ) .

One begins to see how Tate’s celebrated wordplay and manipulation of voice mlgh[.bej viewed
differently, not as freedom but as evasion, not as solution but as conundrum. Tatejs exotic imagery,
while granting a certain freedom from convention and distance from the poetic cliche, is as muc.h a
lament for the impossibility of a new order as it is a reaction to an old one. In Tate’s poetry, nothing
endures but the cage of the psyche. All order is transitory; even negation is futile. Tate’s aesthetic
suggests a maze with neither start nor finish, defined only by its impenetrable lin_lil.s. o

In the poem, “Fuck The Astronauts,” from the same collection, Tate exposes his improvisations as
foolish, trapped:

Eventually we must combine nightmares
an angel smoking a cigarette on the steps
of the last national bank, said to me.

I put her out with my thumb. I don’t need that
cheap talk I've got my own problems.

It was sad, exciting, and horrible.

It was exciting, horrible, and sad.

It was horrible, sad, and exciting.

It was inviting, mad, and deplorable.

It was adorable, glad, and enticing.
Eventually we must smoke a thumb
cheap talk I've got my own angel

on the steps of the problems the bank
said to me I don’t need that.

1 will take this one window

with its sooty maps and scratches

so that my dreams will remember

one another and so that my eyes will not
become blinded by the new world.

The interchangability of Tate’s metaphors and devices leaves a reader with a fractured sense of what
the poem is doing. Words with conflicting meanings appear in directionless repetition, images with
absurd or problematic sense are reshuffled, dropped into inappropriate verbal packages. Appearances
are transitory, capricious, without depth or resonance. The images flicker, metamorphosize, affect, but
the overall impression is one of a creative consciousness devoured by its own progeny. The images exist
relative to themselves — the poet’s dreams can “remember” one another — but they are of little use
and provide no solace for their creator.

In Fifty American Poets: The Creative Process (Alberta Turner, editor, N.Y., David Mackay, 1977)
Tate contributes a series of drafts of one of his poems and provides useful information concerning his
patterns of invention. “Many poems, what turn out to be poems, start for me with any kind of free
association. I like to start out of the air and then find asubject, if at all, later” (315). For Tate, asuccessful
poem depends entirely on its medium, and is by definition a transitory affective experience. Tate claims
that during the writing process he rarely has a sense of the poem as anything but a formal project, a
problem which is addressed only on the terms it generates for itself.

“When you'’re writing you’re not thinking about who is going to read what you're writing. You're
thinking about how you're going to get out of this jam, or something corny such as how wonderful life
is with all its mysteries and riddles.

“Because most poems of any value do posit paradoxes, paraphrasing is a feeble pursuit. Because they
are conveyed in images you have little of importance when you strip them away. Life is sad, life is
beautiful — that’s not saying anything. This poem, A Box for Tom, though it tells what might be called
the fragments of a story, is not detachable from its music.... The whole poem, if I'm successful at all,
is about two hairs away from being a terrible cliche. That was the challenge — to see how far I could
get with two hairs” (320-1).

It’s interesting here that Tate expresses creative energy and excitement in terms of a problem or
challenge and that his ideal poem *“posits” a paradox as opposed to making a statement or resolving the
difficulty. The emphasis is on process rather than product, complexity rather than unity. Tate
deliberately tests the limits of poetic propriety, and shows little interest in producing crafted cultural
artifacts. The poem appears inseparable from the poet’s anxieties as signalled by his desire to get out
of aformal “jam,” his deliberate courting of aesthetic disaster. Tate’s only major concession to propriety
occurs on the level of narrative, but as we will shortly see, even that is a deception.

III: The Phantom Appearance
Given the spirit of Tate’s poetry, it’s probably not out of place at this point to invent, or at least borrow
from a different context, a term of my own.

A year ago I was sitting in front of the television watching a baseball game when one of the
commentators used a term I hadn’t heard before in talking about a pinch-hitter. It seemed that Cecil
Fielder, a bench player and part time designated hitter for Toronto led the league in something called
“phantom appearances.” The term refers to a recorded appearance of a pinch-hitter who is himself
replaced before his time at bat. Leading the league in this category has to qualify as a dubious honour,
but the term intrigued me nonetheless.

As most baseball fans know, hitters are replaced, or “pinch-hit” for, late in agame when a particularly
favourable match-up of hitter to pitcher is desired. Occasionally a hitter with a good record against a
particular pitcher is chosen to pinch-hit, but more often than not, the decisionis based purely onstatistics
which show that a player who bats left has a distinct advantage against a pitcher who throws right, and
vice versa. Getting the right hitter/pitcher match-up is a matter of managerial strategy, which often gets
fast and furious when it goes so far as to produce a phantom appearance.

A phantom appearance arises after the following sequence of play: amanager decides late in a game
that he will replace one of the hitters in his line-up with a pinch-hitter, for the reasons outlined earlier.
The opposing manager counters by bringing in a relief pitcher, one who throws from a direction which
restores the statistical advantage. Before a pitch is thrown the first manager responds to the move by
pinch-hitting for his pinch-hitter. The rules state that when a pitcher enters a game, he must pitch to at
least one batter; the advantage is restored to the team batting. The original pinch-hitter has thus entered
the game and left it without getting his time at bat; he has made a phantom appearance.

60

If all this seems kind of complicated (baseball, like poetry, resists paraphrase) an outline of the effects
the phantom player has on the game may not. Regardless of whether the move proves successful or not,
the phantom player has left his mark. In anticipation of what might happen should the player reach the
plate, a whole series of options has been perused, evaluated, and acted upon. The phantom hitter in
essence represents only a possible outcome — a possible fiction if you will — but one which exerts a
tangible force on the sequence of action before being climinated from the picture.

As far as [ know, textbook baseball bears no resemblance to textbook criticism, but in this case the
phantom appearance of that pinch-hitter and the immanent fiction he represents is an excellent analogy
fgr what Tate does with narrative and image in his poetry. We've seen already how the recoil from Tate’s
bizarre metaphors can exert considerable semantic sting, particularly when watched over the course of
several poems. The same recoil is often operative in his use of the phantom narrative, a promise of a
pa.rLicgla.r course of action which is never fulfilled, and yet exacts a considerable cffect on the way the
poem is constructed and received by a reader.

Tate’s “Poem,” which opens the collection The Oblivion Ha-Ha starts out with an image from genre
fiction or film noire, and then quickly turns strange:

High in the Hollywood Hills a door opens:
a man disguised as a man appears,

sunglasses on his nose, a beard.
He can smell the flowers — camellia
bougainvillea — the word,

itself a dream; the reality of the scene
was in the Chinese girl

who swam in the pool beneath
the rail he leaned on:
she was something else indeed.

She was the dream within
the dream within. He shouted: hallo,

halloo.
He did the handkerchief dance all alone.
O Desire! it is the beautiful dress

for which the proper occasion
never arises.

o the wedding cake and the good cigar!
o the souvenir ashtray!

The poem begins by promising an event or a parody of an event. That expectation, ultimately
represented by the image of the disguised man standing above the pool watching the exotic woman
fmchc.)rs 'what becomes a solipsistic poem concerned with process, and the illusory dynamics o%
imaginative desire. Tate gives the reader a story and then takes it away, in the same way as he gives the
disguised man an object of desire and takes her away.

For all its surface strangeness, the poem is easy enough to interpret. “The man disguised as a man”
sets the tone for the unfulfilled promises made by the rest of the poem. It anticipates what tum out to
be illusions of motion, illusions of deception. Images of revelation or disclosure — the door, the word
!;he Chi.nese Girl — do not disclose but tumn on themselves. The door reveals a disguised man, the ma.r;
is disguised as a man, the girl is submerged in several levels of dream state, the handkerchief dance
reveals. the desirer rather than the desired. In the end, the poem is nothing but desire, “‘the beautiful dress
fpr which the proper occasion,” the “poem” promised in the title, “never arises.” The final two lines,
like many of Tate’s endings, completes the defeat of sense, and ridicules the poet’s shoddy efforts.

It would be a mistake to be deceived by Tate's calculated bouts of nonsense — they rarely stand
completely apart from the poem’s other images. Their positioning in the poem is strategic, providing
ascale against which the problematic sense of earlier images can be measured. In the same way, it would
be foolish to make too much of poems withrelatively coherent narratives. One often finds that what has
apparently “happened” is a foil for the poems’ deeper intentions.

An early poem, the much anthologized “Rape in the Engineering Building,” can be used to make this

point. The title plays a strong role early on. We expect a poem about a rape; even when indications are
that the event has already happened:

What I saw on his face scared me —
ants on jelly; two cars ducked as he zigzagged

past the library up to the tracks
where the other students were just falling

from classes. One big man yelled,
stop him stop that man, but I thought

it was personal and got out of their
way. Finally the aproned man told us

in a high stuck voice it was rape
in the engineering building, and

the rapist was chugging farther up
the inclined edge of town into

the shadowy upright garden.
Full of thanks, we took after him,

For a poem with such an apparently serious subject, the meaning and even the tone is elusive. To
understand on any level what is going on in the poem a reader must reject the phantom narrative and
intuit not only the speaker’s attitude towards the action, but the poet’s attitudes towards the speaker,
the rapist, and the poem. Because this is a poem in which the speaker is a character, with the poet
working at a distance, locating the tone becomes the key. Characteristically, Tate doesn’t make that
easy.

The trepidation of the first line is the speaker’s, and is only slightly undercut by the ensuing
description of “ants on jelly.” In its very inaptness the image seems to signal an inappropriately casual
authorial voice, anticipates the comic figure of the “aproned man” with the high voice (who brings the
initially ominous title back into play) and the drole description of the rapist ““chugging” up the slope into
town. The authorial voice stands in ironic relation to the events of the poem in the same way as the reader
stands in ironic relation to the speaker. The reader knows from the title that arape is involved well before
the speaker does, and thus immediately identifies the running man as being the rapist. By the time the
speaker is told he has already let the runner pass. His explanation for his lack of action is initially easy
to accept, but then the poem recoils in the last line and the explanation begs scrutiny.

What one takes from this poem tends to hinge on how the first and last lines relate to the poem’s
governing tension, the offstage, implied presence of avictim. Most of the speaker’s time is spent waiting
for an explanation of the runner and the frightening look on his face. The reader knows, or thinks (s)he
knows, that there has been arape, and that the frightening look the speaker glimpses is crawling across
the face of the guilty party. The speaker’s initial reaction reads like a premonition — in the poem’s
phantom narrative the protagonist has sensed something fearful and is alarmed in a way that outstrips
the alarm that a pursued man might elicit. This first impression of the speaker persists, despite periods
of tonal eccentricity, until he is told that a rape has been committed, and that the fleeing man is the rapist.
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first hour of the Birth/Death Cycle of Hours 11 to 14, the "presen.t" moment of
writing, time delineated by language and language delineated })y time, becpmes the'
relation between life and death. As such it is the most essential present/gift the writer
can give himself and his readers.

The writer’s relationship to loss, such as the loss pf a nevs_/bom son in the birth/death .
cycle of the thirteenth hour, one of the most moving poeue sequences I havet:h ever _re}a:t ,
exemplifies the complex affiliation between grief and .wrmng. How, under eh weig
of so much grief, a writer can return to the realm of signs. There are thqse who )
believe that in the presence of intense grief silence alqne can convey the mtensnhty o
that grief but Nichol does not succumb to that temptation. 'Havmg gone thrf;;xg ' .
sorrow so intense that "briefly/the heart does break... the wxll"shatlers... th(:,r ;, usion o
possession slips past us... (so that) the loss at last passes tocf (Hour }3) he dead
realization that the one lost was never "ours,” never anyqne s p,osiessmr'l', ah\{e or dead,
is grief’s only release. As the writer becomes interested in hfe .s signs" again,
language comes full circle in its relation between death and life:

not so much a line as a source
so that we move &

pass ages in the motion
forward or

sideways or

time moves thru & around us

not so much a source but
crossing over

ii;e trick is if you get your clothes wet to make it
poetry

the trick is crossing over
not so much as belief but
as continuity

not so much a continuity but a passage
from life to death or

unknown to unknown
(Hour 14)

i inative capability of a poet such as bpNichol is such that it can transpose
g(r)leetrl;r,l %'itafacts," Fo thet);’)lace (f)folcoss, to the place of the unknown, fully aware that
they are simply that: art facts. The title of his book, Art Facts: a book of contexts
which Nichol completed and sent to the publisher in August 1?88 shor't'ly before his
death and which appeared posthumously, reflects the cover of "Book 6 _of The
Martyrology. Art Facts evokes artifacts whose "i" has bee'n. remgn@d, displaced by the
book. While the imaginary constitutes its "miraculous revisions,” it s.hatn':'_rf the
illusion that anyone or anything is permanent. Art Facts with it missing "i aﬁms the
temporality of the subject, of the writer who knows the only thing to do is continue
writing "words for anyone who wants them,” into the 24th hour, the 25th, 26th... or

until death comes.

Nichol often referred to the writing process as the mind’s ability to cl.imb an imaginary
staircase, open an imaginary door to an imaginary room, look out an unagmary" .
window and discover the real world. There are, throughout "A Bool.( of Hours," as in
Hour 18 quoted above, allusions to travelling by car, airplane, or trau}, towards places
of discovery as if the act of writing, of naming, brought them into existence, brought
them to the "edge of consciousness we cling to/ like a road, a breakwater, or/ the
memory of a mapped route home.” (Hour 18)

What bpNichol wrote of Marshall McLuhan in 1982, could efa§ily have.a.pplied to his
own writing: "There is a lightness of touch to McLuhan’s wnt{ng,'an airiness, that has
often been mistaken for a lack of depth. But the wonderful thing in reading McI.,uh.an
is precisely that he was using language to take off, using it to soar freepf ap.amﬁCIal
notion of what constitutes profound thinking, utilizing instead the mind’s at?ﬂlty to
leap, to follow fictional highways to real destinations..." (Journal of Canadian Poetry

Vol. 4, p.1)

few days after bpNichol’s death, in an attempt to cope with the intense grief so
ﬁar?y of zs felt, Baprrie’s friend and fellow Horseman, Steve McCaffery, remarked t'hat
a recently launched Russian spaceship had just radioed back to earth to report that it
had spotted a two hundred and fifty pound spirit floating about in Cloudtowp. The
image we all envisioned was not irreverent or incongrgous; on the contrar"y it captured
perfectly the essence of what Nichol himself said of his own mythology: "...when the

text closes, it continues to evolve in the mind of the reader tho it is over for the writer.

This text has not closed. I continue to read it and write it and .it continues to revolve
& evolve." (Paths, 91) In "Hour 1" of the "Book of Hours" l?Ilghol refc?rs to The _
Martyrology as a "continual" poem, which means, as Roy Miki, the editor of Tracing

the Paths so aptly put it, that "it has taken on a life analogous to the writer’s, and even

more, a life that is likely to endure longer than its (mortal) creator.” (Paths, 15)

This is where the poem begins.
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CAMAIEU POLAIRE
par Huguette Turcotte

L’univers cerclé et concave se dissout dans son iris éteint,
Moire des veilles, coupole univalve des retrouvailles nivelées.
Le globe antarctique entier se referme, oeil-huitre,

Blanc sur blanc dans la nacre de son créne-ocuf.

Imagerie fantasque et sérielle des confusions déracinées,

Les fourmis du silence glissent a ses tempes bombées

En décrivant I’ellipse incommensurable des poles aplatis.

Des empereurs manchots tirent des traineaux de glace,
Formes usées de marées polies au galbe de I’arrét,
Implacables catafalques des narvals moribonds,

Roides dans le plastique des mouvements solidifiés.
De fuyantes dimensions bifurquent sur I’horizon fermé,
Relief cru sans espace, sépulture sans profondeur.

Pas un cri ne gerce la placidité des froides funérailles.

Le temps s’est arrété, nocturne, sigle fossile des banquises,
Procession atavique d’un lent présent disloqué.

La terre révulsée hiberne 2 toujours, téte en bas,

Nuque gelée a I’égalité des regards figés d’entre-tombe.
Les conquérants d’Amérique et les pécheurs de perles
N’ont jamais existé aux mémoires colossales

Des icebergs omniscients et trapus, conscience évidée.

Monde orbital sans gravitation, tu es, et nous, contre je,
Verre soufflé A vide, sans buée ni cerne, irrespirable,
Inattaquable aux raillures des ongles-obsession.

Cinq dents d’ivoire se heurtent 3 un sein d’albatre,
Suspendu, pendule arrété, buste inhumain décapité.

Des levres crispées 2 un néant paralltle

Prononcent la dyslexie muette des angoisses pivotantes.

Avec la pile discrétion des morts-nés, inaltérables,

Nous taisons les coordonnées de nos immuables non-retours
Dans le centroide vide et intact d’un cyclope effroi.

lllettrés des espaces curvilignes et coits d’une nudité statique,
Gymnastes accomplis des immobiles caprices de la déroute,
Nous apprenons la fadeur des éternités instantanées,

Nous sommes ternes et géants, statuesques dans nos gestes nains.

Vous écumez les espérances d’une génération sans mutation.
Les anguilles ont blanchi aux trop incertaines Atlantides

Alors que de vagues dérives viraient I’actualité des croyances,
Moclle amére étranglée au cirque lisse de la déconvenue,

Oubli paradisiaque des poissons reptiles et millénaires

Quand les grands fauves rompus n’ont plus a se délecter

Des lymphes plastifiées qui nous servent désormais de territoire.

L’huile froide des insomnies qui dégorgent se répand,

Hypondrie paralysante de vos somnolents engloutissements.
Vingt si¥cles bossus hissent leurs mufles fumants de lions de mer
Dans ce bestiaire insolite de veillées creuses qui durent...

Vous ignorez la rondeur des hantises, engelures de 1'étre.
Enfant-monstre, vous avez brisé le plexus polaire, césure-miroir,
Et les échos fragmentés sont piégés comme les virgules du froid.

Le soufre froid des nausées a fui d’une bulle de plexiglas
Rebondie comme votre incrédulité quand vous aplatissez le temps
Et les ombres repues de vertiges sont devenues hypodermiques.
Vous m’avez rendue muette, momie-témoin, souche-araignée.
Jumelle d’avatar démembré, sosie d’une peur glacée, je suis.

Plus neutre que mortelle, vivante a n’en plus dormir, je suis.

A la septi¢me porte cochere, j’endosserai le veuvage des vaincus.
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35 The monologue shows up agai il Pri
gain as The Evil Prince on You Can’t Do That On St i
orchestmled live performance from Vancouver, 18°dec’84. nlage Arymore Sampler, ity
36 ilrst rclcast?d on A.poslrophe'. (DiscReet, 1974), rereleased in The Old Masters Box Three & as part of
postrophe’/Overnight Sensation on CD (Rykodisc, 1986). The narrative includes 4 of the 5 songs occupying

2 The Torture Never Stops was first released on Zoot Allures (Wamer Brothers, 1976, rercleased in The Old
Masters Box Three, Barking Pumpkin Records, 1987%%). The only other legitimate™ variation occurs on the

double CD You Can’t Do That On Stage Anymore Vol. 1 (Rykodisc, 1988) & its vinyl companion You Can’t
Do That On Stage Anymore Sampler (Zappa Records, 1988), a live recording, with extra bridgework, from
Numberg, 1977. The “Torchum” Never Stops, musically similar, is vastly different lyrically as a result.of its
placein Thing-Fish’s narrative & the minor changes made to accommodate that contextual shift. The primary
difference between the 2 versions is the addition of the Evil Prince’s monologue (to cheesy piano accompa-
niment) before the last verse.’’

3 from Just Another Band From L.A., Bizarre/Reprise, 1972, rereleased in The Old Masters Box Two, Barking
Pumpkin Records, 1986. Billy is one of Zappa’s first ventures into extended musical narrative, filling a 24-
minute side of the record & paving the way for further such adventures (eg. Nanook Rubs It} Greggery
Peccary,” Joe's Garage®® & Thing-Fish). “Soon, the booth was filling with flies.”

4 The Fly, 1958, screenplay by James Clavell, directed by Kurt Neumann, starring Al Hedison, Patricia Owens
& Vincent Price. Remade in 1987, with screenplay by director David Cronenberg & starring Geena Davis &
Jeff Goldblum, the powerful “Help me!” scene was ignored, one of the few points where this film intersects
with the original short story by George Langelaan.’® In Langelaan’s The Fly, the fly is lost all but momcntfm’]y
& no “Help me!”’s occur, Andre able to emit only “a strange metallic sigh”, the only sound we hear from either

mutation.
5 from One Size Fits All, DiscReet Records, 1975, rereleased in The Old Masters Box Three & on CD by

Rykodisc, late *80s.

6 from the Evil Prince’s “What happened to Broadway?” monologue in The “Torchum” Never Stops.

7 besides “Torchum”, the following pieces have been revamped:

i) Galoot Up-Date, completely reworked text out of The Blue Light*® with only the vocal counterpoints
remaining the same or similar. Some of the narrated segments were later recontextualized yet again as part
of the electric bridge in the musique concrete composition Porn Wars*!

ii) You Are What You 15,2 basically intact with added vocal counterpoint to the first section.

iii) Mudd Club,** also intact but for minor textual changes to accommodate Thing Fish’s speech pattems.
iv) The Meek Shall Inherit Nothing ** ditto notes to Mudd Club.
v) Artificial Rhonda, a complete lyrical overhaul of Ms.Pinky*? with a new chorus & 2 additional verses.
vi) No Not Now,** intact but with completely reworked between-the-lines commentary. It also provides the
base for
vii) Won Ton On** (No Not Now backwards with some additional instrumentation), Thing Fish’s vocal
insertions differing substantially from Johnny Guitar Watson’s scattered emissions.

8 Barking Pumpkin Records, 1984, rereleased on CD by Rykodisc, 1986. Mainly an electric orientation with
emphases on seamless vocal harmonies & complex instrumental virtuosity.

9 Angel, 1984. 2 instrumental paths are followed: 172 of this is scored for chamber orchestra & performed by
Pierre Boulez’ Ensemble Intercontemporain, the other 172 is electronic & electro-acoustic music performed
by Zappa's Barking Pumpkin Digital Gratification Consort.*¢

10 AW.OL.

11 The unknown Italian is revealed as “Francesco” in the libretto. In Zappa’s Them Or Us (The Book),'” he is
further identified as Francesco Zappa,*® the unknown Italian composer (1763-1788), who plays a major part
in the book.

12 from the libretto, Thing-Fish.

13 from a monologue by Zappa occurring at the end of Packard Goose,*® the lyrics of which open:

Maybe vou thought | was the Pack-
ard Goose

Or the Ronald MacDonald of the
nouveau-abstruse

Well fuck all them people, I don't

neced no cxcuse
For being what { am

14 Julian Colbeck, Zappa A Biography, London, Virgin Books, 1987, p. 183.

15 spoken by Rhonda in The Massive Improve'lence.

16 from The Meek Shall Inherit Nothing.

17 acomedy show begunin 1928 by Charles Correll & Freeman Godson (sp?) as aradio version of The Gumps *°
The Gumps became Sam ‘n’ Henry &, as a result of a network change a short while later, Amos ‘n’ Andy.
Sometime in the '50s, a television version, with Tim Moore as Kingfish, was aired. Moore’s Kingfish is,
apparently, the model for Ike Willis’ Thing Fish.

18 from The Real Frank Zappa Book, Frank Zappa with Peter Occhiogrosso, New York, Poseidon Press, 1989,
p- 185.

19 spoken by Thing Fish in The Prelude.

20 spoken by the Evil Prince in Drop Dead.

21 from The Real Frank Zappa Book, pp- 163/164.

22 Photo by James Baes from Photo-Fantasy #4 in Hustler vol. 10 #10, apr’84. The entire Briefcase Boogie scenc
was presented as Thing-Fish, starring Annie Ample as Rhonda.

23 An excellent instrumental variation of this piece appears on You Can’t Do That On Stage Anymore Vol. I, very
differently orchestrated.

24 from The Real Frank Zappa Book, p. 163.

25 from the libretto, Thing-Fish.

26 Verve, 1967, with The Abnuceals Emuukha Electric Symphony Orchestra & Chorus,’! rereleased by Metro

Records as Superstarshine Vol. 26 (early *70s?),in The old Masters Box One &, finally, as part of We're Only
In It For The Money/Lumpy Gravy on CD by Rykodisc, 1986. Segments of Motorhead Sherwood’s
monologues have been adapted in a very agile manner.

27 by Frank & Moon Unit Zappa, released as a single by Barking Pumpkin Records (backed with You Are What
You Is) in 1982 & on the album Ship Arriving Too Late To Save A Drowning Witch.

28 from The Real Frank Zappa Book, p. 166.

29 from Drop Dead.

30 MGM, 1971, screenplay by Zappa, directed by Zappa & Tony Palmer, starring the Mothers Of Invention,*?
The Royal Philharmonic Orchestra, Theodore Bikel, Keith Moon & Ringo Starr, released by MGM/United
Artists on videocassette, 1988.

31 United Artists, 1971, rereleased by MCA, 1986. From the liner notes:

This music is not in the same order as in the movie. Some of this
music is in the movie. Some of this music is not in the movie. Some
of the music that's in the movie is not in the album. Some of the
music that was written for the movie is not in the movie or the album.
All of this music was written for the movie, over a period of 4 years.
Some of the situations described in the song texts are real. Some
of them are not so real. You decide.

32 from The Real Frank Zappa Book, p. 241, graphic by “Awest”.

33 The Old Masters series of boxed record/book sets is probably one of the most ambitious rerelease projects the
industry has seen (parallelled only by Rykodisc’s determination to get it all out on CD as well). So far, 23
records (plus 2 bonus discs of previously unreleased material (plus 3 previously unreleased books)) have been
reissued in their corrected original jackets, digitally re-equalized & remastered, with occasional new parts
added, in 3 boxes, one a year from 1985-7.

34 Of the numerous illegitimate recordings available, the most notable i’ve so far come across is on the bootleg
A Token Of My Extreme 3> Announced as the “world premiere” (a live performance at Claremont College,
California, 11'apr’75), the song features Don Van Vliet on vocals & is here titled Why Doesn’t Somebody Get
Him A Pepsi?** “In atwisted, deformed way, it’s sort of the story of Captain Beefheart’s life. If only he could
find the words to it.”
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dec o'ne.: Dor;'l Eat Tﬁe Yellow Snow, Nanook Rubs It, St. Alphonzo's Pancake Breakfast & Father Oblivion
5 a;h;jlon of the entire sequence appears on YouCan’t Do That On Stage Anymore Vol. I underthe title Don'tl
! Yellow Snow, recorded live in London, 18’feb’79, with audience member Angus O’Reilly O’Patrick

McGhinty (sp?) reading his poet i ibuti * i
ry, his contribution to “enforced recreation”/audi icipati
excerpt from this under the title Nanook Rubs It is on the Sampler. restionfaudience paricipation. An
37 from Studio Tan, DiscReet, 1978.
38 grrj;nig rel;astj,d és Joe's Garage Act I & Joe's Garage Acts Il & 11T (both from Zappa Records, 1979) &
ased as Joe's Garage Acts I, Il & 111, a 3-record boxed set with , ’
et ot 5 100, et with book (also from Zappa Records, CD’d
39 ilerst (?31 ;;:;bhshed in 1957 (by Curtis Brown Lid?), reprinted in Wolf's Complete Book of Terror, edited by
o0 1 onard olf (New quk, Clarkson N. Potter Inc./Publishers, 1979), no doubt elsewhere as well.
. t‘mm Tinseltown Rebellion, Barking Pumpkin Records, 1981, rereleased on CD by EMI, 198-?
ur:rrl: F) rafnk Zappa Meets The Mothers Of Prevention, Barking Pumpkin Records, 1985, rer’eleased with 2 extra
ffhs (of the 3 that replace Porn Wars on the European Version (EMI, 1986)) on CD by Rykodisc, 1986. One
of these extra tracks, HR 2911 (the one piece not on the CD), is an excerpt from Porn Wars W'ilh !hé text

removed (re The Blank Tape Tax bill proposed i i

posed in the United States S i
42 from You Are What You Is, Barking Pumpkin Records, 1981 s Senate, 1983, BILLR29LD.
43 from Zoot Allures. ’ .

44 from Ship Arriving Too Late To Save A Drowning Wi i
: . g Witch, Barking Pumpkin Records, 1982
(with The Man From Ultopia, Barking Pumpkin Records, 1983) by EMI, 198-? ‘ rereeasedon D
4S5 from True Glove, EMI, 1984, a “4-Track Maxi Single”.
46 called a Synclavier by its manufacturers.

47 North Hollywood, Barking Pumpki i L i
o Hollyw g pkin Press, 1984. Thing-Fish comprises chapters 9-11 (of 11 chapters). From

This cheesy little home-made book wa
prepared for the amusement of peoplé whz
glready enjoy Zappa Music. It is not for
intellectuals or other dead people.

It 1s.designed to answer one of the more
troupllﬁg questions related to conceptual
con?1nu1ty: "How do all these thinqspthat
dpn t have anything to do with each other
fit . together, forming a larger b-
surdity™" B :

48 iashpa ;tlc::sed I)Zappa"s Th.e Music Of F rancesco Zappa through Barking Pumpkin Records, 1984. Performed
o vghﬂ e Par ing Pumpkin Digital Gra.nﬁcanon Ensemble, it is “His First Digital Recording In Over 200 Years™.
e Packard Goose first appeard in Joe's Garage Act I11, the monologous version referred to here a d
:nl.;hroew A:;‘dl:(;el‘::i a bol;)l.leg of live & radio material circa 1973/4, issued singly & in 20 Years Of Fi rankpgj;;;
-record boxed collectior i i i i ’
. 'apparemly | colleci (:n <:)fa :;::1;5 ;n;:)r;ai??mpxled by Ferdinand Durst & itself reissued numerous
50 A comic stnp' d(:_vised m 1917 by Joseph Patterson, written & drawn by Sidney Smith (& later by Gus Edson
. ’Ir;lax;l.mg Sn;nh ] Cl-udny.), feaflunng Andy &. Min Gump. “Gump” was Patterson’s word for “idiot”. ‘
. ; u:'laclyrc est.ra (1gn(’)r1ng his work on the films Run Home Slow’* & The World's Greatest Sinner’® & early
‘ ’ll'cl ,e]:o, Tt::p;{nmem;s‘;) ‘%/appa woxjked with. Lumpy Gravy itself is a reworking of themes from We're Only
nliFor 17 oney’® easels Ripped My Flesh*® with considerable extratextual material woven into the
52 In this incamation: Jimmy Carl Black, George Duke, Aynsley Dunbar, Howard Kaylan, Martin Lickert, Jim
5 ;oils, Ian Underwood, Mark Volman, lFrank Zappa & numerous auxiliary members. ' '
eleased .separately & as part of The History And Collected Improvisations Of Frank Zappa And The Moth
Of Invention, a 10-record boxed set of early recordings along with a book, Ten Years On The Road With ;‘raer:Z
ga;:;m And The Mother.\: Of Invention, a col}ection of articles & photographs. This should not be confused with
other bootlegs, both titled A Token Of His Extreme, one of which was released separately, the other as part
of another 10-record set, Mystery Box, both of which are different edits from the KCET-T,V Zappa speg:l

dec 14, which makes up pall of The Dub Room Special, a our video pllvately issued by Zﬂwa in 1982.
) 11
p /2 hour

Every once in a while Don would scream at his mother (always
in a blue chenille bathrobe), ““Sue! Get me a Pepsi!”> There
was nothing else to do in Lancaster.

55 Written in 19'59 by Don Cerveris, Zappa's high school english teacher, & scored by Zappa, “a super-ch
cowboy movie” starring Mercedes McCambridge released in 1963.%° Excerpts appear on 'thc bozl ;:E
S Soundlra‘cks, released separately & as part of 20 Years Of Frank Zappa. ” *
6 ]1):311 ,F \:er;:te:aby 'tI‘lm‘s oC;rey & scored by Zappa, music performed by the Pomon Valley Symphony Orchestra,
o e , narra or.. xcerpl's appear on the bootleg Serious Music, ICA Masterworks, 1985(?).
: 3, at St. Mary's College in Claremont, California, Zappa presented an evening of “experimental music”
including orc.hestral & prepared tape pieces. Some of this material is available on numerous bootlegs, th ‘
. (\:,leancs; ;g;s:onslprobably to be found on Return Of The Son Of Serious Music in Mystery Box e
erve, ,rereleased in The Old Masters Box One ' .
on CD, Rykodisc, 1986. “Is this phase one of Lum:;a(;gavl;gwe reOnbylnltFor TheMoneylLunpy Grevy
59 Bizarre/Reprise, 1970, rereleased in The Old Masters Box Two.

60 Has anyone aclually seen this film? Ol, stretching a hope to y y
/ g pe 1ts lumts, has anyone a cop! (0[ access to Olle) mn

7: Germane Extranea
Hikon Busterud (with Tor Jan Haugl
t gland, Knut Ole Rosted & Jakob Sandgy), The Unoffici L
Alternative Records Of Frank Zappa. Oslo, Frank Zappa Society, 1987. & roffcial Guide To The

Dominique Chevalier, Viva Zappa! i iti
B , Viva Zappa!, translated by Matthew Screech. 1st english edition, London, Omnibus Press,

Dennis Giffor'd, The International Book Of Comics. New York, Crescent Books, 1984
Leonard Maltin (editor), TV Movies And Video Guide 1987 Edition. New York, New American Library, 1987

William Ruhlmann, Frank Zappa: ] i [
Y pa: Moving On To Phase Three, in Goldmine vol. 15 #2, edited b i
Iola, Krause Publications, 1989. An interview & bibliographical article. rcdued by Jeff Tamarin

Frank Zappa, Interview Picture Disc. CD editi i i i
ik Cappa, SC. edition with extra interview, London, Baktabak, 1984(?). Interviewers

Frank Zappa Discography, press release, Barfko-Swill, 1988.
The Story Of Amos & Andy, cassetie bootleg of a radio broadcast, 14’feb’53.
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