


THE UNIVERSITY OF CALGARY

Into the Fold

by
Jacqueline Turner

A THESIS
SUBMITTED TO THE FACULTY OF GRADUATE STUDIES
IN PARTIAL FULFILMENT OF THE REQUIREMENTS FOR THE
DEGREE OF MASTER OF ARTS

DEPARTMENT OF ENGLISH

CALGARY, ALBERTA
APRIL, 1998

© Jacqueline Turner 1998



i+l

jonal Lib Bibliothéque nationale
glfatl annaajda aid du Can",l:ccl‘aue °
- isitions et
gﬂi‘:::g%?isicaggwices ::qrvlgs b?gli?:gmphiques
Ottmun ON K1A ONG Otlwa ON. K1 ore
Canada Canada
Your fle Votre rédérence
Our Me Notre riférence
The author has granted a non- L’auteur a accordé une licence non
exclusive licence allowing the exclusive permettant a la
National Library of Canada to Bibliothéque nationale du Canada de
reproduce, loan, distribute or sell reproduire, préter, distribuer ou
copies of this thesis in microform, vendre des copies de cette thése sous
paper or electronic formats. la forme de microfiche/film, de

reproduction sur papier ou sur format
électronique.

The author retains ownership of the L’auteur conserve la propriété du
copyright in this thesis. Neither the droit d’auteur qui protége cette thése.
thesis nor substantial extracts from it  Ni la thése ni des extraits substantiels

may be printed or otherwise de celle-ci ne doivent étre imprimés
reproduced without the author’s ou autrement reproduits sans son
permission. autorisation.

Canada

0-612-31308-5



ABSTRACT

This project enters into the poetic discourse of the fold to examine it as a site of
transformation and possibility. I use the notion of the fold as a way to both
position my own writing, and to discuss the function of poetic form. My poetry
is structured around the number three because it works to offset things, to
unbalance binaries, and upset and unhinge the coherent whole. This writing
works to create different forms, to examine recurring concepts of biotext, place,
the domestic, and the erotic, using different line lengths and styles. This strategy
creates an interesting paradox of ordering and unordering and maybe
disordering.
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Poetic Statements
First a disclaimer. Second a justification. Third a juxtapostion.

The problem with writing about writing is that it interferes. The
poetic statement risks coming between the reader and the text. I say, read
my work this way, this is what i intended to do, this is what i was writing
about. This is how i did it. This is why i did it. This is why you must read
it. Peter Baker says in his poetic anthology, Onward, that “any statement on
poetics presents immediate difficulties for such an aesthetic, because the
statement risks being ancillary to the poem, and may actually '
misrepresent the implicit poetics in the poet’s work” (1). It is the
separation which is problematic, the form of the prefacing essay which is
troubling. An essay on poetics that is not poetic. Or, given the rigidity of
the essay form, what can i say that is not already (over) determined.
Jonathan Monroe says “it is important to encourage innovative writing at
all levels of the curriculum . . . writing that would challenge the
stupefying regimentation of the standard expository essays, cultivate the
capacity to respond to the various non-normative text(ure)s, so as to begin
to close the gap between innovative reading and inﬁovative writing
practices” (12). The challenge here is to “cultivate the capacity to respond”
to my own writing (something i! have been trained away from), to write
in an innovative way which would escape the ready-made traps of the
“standard expository essay,” and to read the work here in “an innovative
way.” This is difficult because as Charles Bernstein says “I'm looking to say
things I can only say in poems” (Onward 54). That separation between

1The lower case ‘' reflects my desire to undermine the "regimentation® of standard
form.



introductory essay and poetry remains problematic, but perhaps it is an
intriguing problem to have. Perhaps it is a space to cultivate a response
and question that response as well. It may even be a chance to
misrepresent. Some kind of potent paradox.

Maybe it is interesting to read about choices, about questions. I want
to document this process in such a way that things do not get resolved,
but important questions are raised, if not answered. I can also talk about
links and juxtapositions, about the way language folds into/over/
under/around itself and me. I can use the notion of the fold in writing as a
way to position my writing. Writers like Nicole Brossard, Rachel Blau
DuPlessis and Robin Blaser have written about the fold as a way of getting
at the inbetween, the edge of language and its folding overs, as a way of
examining how the poetics of repetition gets enacted. The fold
complicates notions of inside and dutside, breaking down binaric
structures which tend to privilege one term over another, or where one
term necessarily defines another term because it acts in opposition, it is
opposite. This project attempts to unbalance and destabilize binaries by
using an alternate numerical structure. I work with the number three:
three lines; three panels, three words, in order to determine where
language folds over, to see on what it hinges.

The pivot of my project is the consideration of how the fold works as
a device for structuring a collection of poetry. DuPlessis says

the strategy of the fold, this layering and reconsidering materials,

creates a regular, though widely spaced, recurrence among the

poems, and the possibilities of linkage whose periodicity is both
predictable and suggestive. The fold is my way of facing the



insoluble problein of the long poem — essentially the question what

holds it all together (Onward 152).
That question, "what holds it all together,” is an apt one for my project. I
have deliberately structured all of my writing here around the number
three. The triple. The triplet. And importantly, the triptych. The number
three can work to offset things, to unbalance binaries, and upset and
unhinge the coherent whole. And yet, three is also a powerful number for
ordering things. This project does get “ordered” by “layering and
reconsidering.” I work through similar ideas in different forms. I use
different line lengths to consider recurring concepts. Words keep
reappearing until a rthythm is established, or a movement is created like
an unfolded fold that is folded up again. The fabric crinkles, until we can
hear the noise of language. This strategy creates an interesting paradox of
ordering and unordering and maybe disordering. Rosemarie Waldrop
says in “Form and Discontent” that “the third tendency is mathematical.
There is a lot of counting. . . You all know about Ron Silliman's love for the
Fibonacci number series, or Lyn Hejinian’s My Life, which began with 37
sections of 37 sentences each. . . “ (Diacritics 55). Could i be in love with the
number three? It is probably something more mundane than that. I use
three because it is generative. It keeps me going, keeps me writing and
takes away the decision to stop. The writing works itself out within the
numerical structure, so that there is no tendency to work towards
resolution; it removes the necessity to begin and end so that the writing
here is all middle, all about middles and inbetween. It is also about
interventing the stability of the triple structure so that there is no easily
pinned-down symmetry. It is a form which is both arbitrary and
deliberate.
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I needed to find a form that i could slip into easily. My writing life is
a constant series of interruptions. Kids wake up unexpectedly, have to be
picked up from school, the phone rings and it is always hard to get
started. I use the number three as a way to enter into the writing. The pre-
determined form lets me sit down and start writing. It is a way to get
started and keep going. Ann Lauterbach says in “Misquotations From
Reality,” “I take experimentation in poetry to mean a search, on the part
of the poet, for right form. I take right form to be a set of distinguishing
linguistic characteristics by which the poet recognizes the limits of a given
poem” (Diacritics 14S). This is not exactly how i take “right form,” because
even the most ‘right’ of forms needs to be questioned, problematized or
broken down. §till, form is obviously an important issue to resolve. It is
more of a choice, not about right or wrong form (here we are back at
binaries) but merely a choice about what works with and sometimes
against the content. I see form as a juxtaposition against content. A place
where friction can be created or resolved or just be. Charles Olson’s "form
is never more than an extension of content" (all caps) (17) — that iconic
statement which launched a reconsideration of poetic form. As Waldrop
says “form/composition is not an extension of content (Olson/Creeley),
but it is, on the contrary, primary. It is the form that generates the
content” (Diacritics 60). My writing here2 works in this way. First the
form, then the content. I write into a form while having the option of
breaking down that form. Bernstein says “form is never more than an
extension of sound and syntax: the music of poetry is the sound of sense
coming to be in the world” (Onward 54). Syntax play or manipulation is a

2The separation between prefactory essay and the poetry which follows remains
problematic. Do { mean my writing ‘here,’' in this essay, ‘here’ in the poetry, or maybe
now ‘'here’ in this footnote.



formal element here,3 a method of composition. Blaser says, “Form is alive;
it is not separate from content. That’s an old lesson. But it is alive. As a
matter of fact, a very old word for it that would probably be better than
the latin word forma is the word rhythmus. It’s thythmical” (Irvine 29).
Here rthythm is created through repetition—the same form repeated
throughout the project.

This triple form also facilitates the exploration or creation of
biotext. It starts with the form of the first type of poetry which i am
calling a “triptych.” It is a deliberate form, with elements which are rigid,
but which also break down. It is the rigidity of the form that allows the
biotextual writing to flow. Each point of the triple structure acts as an
anticipated anchor to control the out-of-control aspects of anger or
ambivalence of the meandering trace of memory. If it calls up the notion of
a traditional or religious triptych, which is defined as:

Triptych: A set of three writing tablets hinged or tied together. A
card made to fold in three divisions.

A picture or carving (or set of three such) in three compartments
side by side, the lateral ones being usually subordinate, and hinged
so as to fold over the central one; chiefly used as an altar piece. (OED)

then i am attempting to break down that connection, at the same time
that i am building it up, as juxtaposition. For exampie, the “central” panel
of my triptych form is a list, something seemingly insignificant. The two-

3Aga§!n, the problem of location creates a necessary ambiguity. Is it one ot the other or
both



side panels feature a different kind of writing. Yet there is a sense of being
“tied together,” that the form, the triple, holds it all together, even if the
tie frays or unravels at some points. A triptych also features a “fold,” two
folds actually. A fold which is facilitated through the use of a hinge. A
“lingual hinge” which raises the question on what does it hinge; what
linguistic elements act as pivots?

Another important element of this triptych form is its connection
with place. Each triptych starts with a place name from (mainly) interior
British Columbia. The place where i lived for what seems like “forever.”
The “home town,” the place where i grew up, the landscape which is
infused in me still. Here biotext acts as a way of writing the landscapes, the
terrain of where i grew up, a way of mapping a past without it becoming
monolithic or too huge to hang on to. I am not writing about those places,
but writing into them, writing on them, looking for a fold in the terrain
where i can enter without being consumed. Fred Wah asks, “how to de-
poeticize the anecdote by claiming its artificiality, and thereby gaining
some levitation for the “biotext”...” (Mathur 29). I did want the
“anecdotal” nature of retelling, of some relationship to the past to be
highlighted as false or not true or not real necessarily. Still the writing
here has enough of the specific, the details, for the illusion of the “bio”
side of text to resonate with the actual landscape. The “levitation” comes
from the claim: this is not true at all while purporting to be exactly that:
some tracing of memory. It is what Daphne Marlatt calls “fictionalysis:”
something that starts with the “real” but continues to change and shift.
Marlatt says, “autobiography is not separable from poetry for me on the
ground i would call fictionalysis: a self-analysis that plays fictively with the
primary images of one's life, a fiction that uncovers analytically the



territory where fact and fiction coincide” (15). I am ‘playing’ here with
references and inferences that cannot be easily pinned-down. The
‘territory’ is a landscape, as well as a memory scape, where there is no
definitive version or impression, only fleeting thoughts that transform as
they are written.

This notion of place also fits with alternate definitions of the
triptych:

Triptyque: Applied to three-fold card used as an international

passport by associations of motorists.

Trip Tick: An outline of mapped locations provided to motorists
who are members of an automobile association, highlighting the
best routes and places to stay on a specific journey. (OED)

Perhaps the process of writing these triptychs is some kind of journey,
through a place in the past, because maybe it owes me (am i a product of a
colonial upbringing?!) or owns me or maybe it’s just there, waiting for the
kind of language that can open it up. I write into those places and spaces. I
use this form as a kind of "passport” that lets me both enter and leave. I
choose my own “best routes and places to stay” as a way of looking at
ordering the project. Yet even the "best routes" are sometimes ill-advised
and by interventing the form i have created, i highlight the fallibility of
structure, the inability to be consistent.

The prose poetry is an exploration of a quotation from Roland
Barthes: “The worldly, the domestic, the wild: is this not the very
tripartition of social desire?” (Barthes 9) which he uses in a description of
the three gardens that surrounded his childhood house in Bayonne:



The garden, though continuous, was arranged in three symbolically different
spaces (and to cross the boundary of each space was a significant action). You
crossed the first garden to reach the house; this was the “worldly” garden, down

which, taking tiny steps, pausing often, you accompanied the ladies of Bayonne
to the gate. The second garden, in front of the house itself, consisted of narrow
paths curving around twin lawns; in it grew roses, hydrangeas. . . carpet grass,
thubarb, kitchen herbs in old crates. . . At the far end, the third garden, except
for a tiny orchard. . . was undefined, sometimes fallow, sometimes planted with
vegetables that needed no tending; you didn’t go there much and only down
the center path. . . ” (9).

[ like the notion that “to cross the boundary of each space was a significant
action”— writing from one type of poetry to another seems significant.
The three types or forms of writing pull in different directions: in some
ﬁlaces the writing is more crafted, edited and carefully tended, while in
others it is the raw, wild push of language as it races across the terrain of
the page. The three gardens, the three words: worldly, domestic, and
wild, contemplated during the writing of these prose poems. The OED
defines the word “tripartition” as “consisting of three parts; divided into
three segments almost to the base; shared by or involving three parties.”
The notion of a shared base is integral to how i worked or weaved the
writing of these more prose-like pieces since they seem to inflect or enter
into my life. They form the triple pull of my life: being a woman (formerly
and still a daughter), mother, wife (formerly not a wife). In some places it
was a challenge to formulate some kind of domestic poetics that did not
rely on the intrusive, sentimental construction of motherhood. Indeed,
that intruded on that territory, writing that was somehow raw, but heavy
with specifics instead of grandiosity. Robin Blaser says, “it may be argued
that the push of contemporary poetics towards locus, ground and
particularity is a remaking of where we are. . . one needs only to notice



how much of it is a common experience and also something regained. . .”
(qtd in Creeley xii). I try to “regain” or reground domestic experience
through a careful examination of its minutia and its passion. I write into
the daily, the mundane, all the driving around that domestic life seems to
require. DuPlessis says, “making poetry is real work with an intractable
substance and intricate social institution (language) which is at the same
time a medium with which we are all too familiar, being saturated in its
blandishments and banalities everyday” (Onward, 143). Working with the
banal is hard work. In the domestic poetic scheme i set up, i try hard not
to slip into the ‘all too familiar,’ try to make it strange, less familiar, try to
avoid the traps in language that would lead me to the prevalent
sentimental conception of the domestic. There are things that language
has a difficult time getting to, places where the sentimental construction
of language acts as a cover. |

The domestic also brings with it that (perhaps tired) notion of
writing the body. The pregnant body, the breastfeeding body — finding
some way to infuse, to make language perform, to manipulate the words
until they are up to the task. I explore how the sentimental trivializes or
elevates thé pregnant body to the point of misrecognition, but also the
ineffability of this state, how it is difficult to write about pregnancy
without slipping into those ready-made or already written discourses. I
want to blur the transformation of a woman's body, in order to make the
words stretch, not to fit, but to be able to write into that transformation.
Entering into territory which is undervalued, uninscribed and
untheorized.

The word ‘wild’ brought out the erotic lyric. The sounds a woman'’s
body makes which the world has difficulty hearing. I want to work the
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language around or into writing that kind of desire. As Erin Mouré says

“all my writing is about sex” (Turner 46). Finding sensual sensations, again
in the specific, in those parts of the body, in a white t-shirt, in a reach
across a table. The language finds its own energy, it whispers and screams.
The challenge is to write “in excess of” conventional representations of
women'’s sexuality. I am particularly interested in the performative aspect
of women'’s sexuality, where passion gets performed for the benefit of
others more than for ourselves. Often the women or woman in these
poems is alone, waiting, thinking, or even being watched, but not caring.
It is an erotic expression that does not depend on someone else. And again,
it is a wary position. I worry about writing into the structures of desire
that suppress or silence women. I want to find a way to let the silence
speak and let it stay silent. To be quiet and loud and careful and reckiess.

The "worldly" pieces seem to be about examining the exotic, or what
passes for it. They are about what it means to be away, to feel yourself
outside normal social sanctions. I rework Barthes conception of the
"worldly" into my own feeling, growing up in a small, seemingly
insignificant town, where ‘wordly' meant well-travelled, meant the
exotic, meant being somewhere (other than here) where things were
really 'happening.' In these prose poems, the writing of place is more
about getting inside the feeling of being away from the normal routine, of
being outside typical social sanctions and reactions. There is a sense of
transversal, of crossing lines or setting up lines and then crossing them.
Some wrenching. The speed and push of the writing reflects a feeling of
recklessness, a way to slide outside consequences.

And yet the boundaries of these words are blurred, the foliage
covers over these easy distinctions. I set out to write three ‘worldly’ pieces,
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three ‘wild’ pieces and three ‘domestic’ pieces, but now, which are

which? Certainly even the domestic has its wild side, its out-of-control
anger and its sensuousness — the feeling of a child’s touch. Again, the
push of the language, the rush to get the words out seems to be the link.
Images move across the pieces, the fold of a white t-shirt on a woman who
is dancing by herself, or a white t-shirt being lifted to breastfeed a baby or
the feel of a shirt flapping in the wind on the back of a motorcycle. The
worldliness of desire. The pages fold into one another and, to return to
Barthes, i wander from the “center path.”

The prose poems function as repetitions or perhaps a folding over of
lines, wotds, and phrases. Again, it is a way to trace memory, while
highlighting that trace as an impossiblity. DuPlessis says of her “Drafts,”

structurally, the works are linked by subtle forms of repetition,

presenting the reader with sets and bits of recollections, or the
evanescent sensation of déja vu, its thythm of gap and recall, or the

sensation of forgetting and being half-reminded, as if the poem. . .

constituted the space of memory” (Onward 150).

The repetition of lines and phrases works to produce the feeling of the
process of memory. There is a sense, here too, of being “half-reminded” of
remembering a word or image, something that is familiar without
knowing how or why. It is that tenuousness that i hope to create. Not a
direct quotation or conversation, but the calling up of a random thought
as a way of unsettling things. The repetition from other poems also

works to keep the narrative in check, to keep it from taking over
completely so that the language can still function in ways other than
merely semantic. I want to slow things down as i speed them up. The
thrust of these prose pieces is movement—they come in a rush and the



repetition works as a kind of internal pause. Although the poetic form is
different, since it works with the construction of the prose poem, it still
revolves around multiples of three to a total of thirty. I pay attention to
numbers, again, as a way to keep going. Three is still the subtle thread that
holds it all together.

The final set of poems revolve around triangulation. The short-line
triplets set out to examine language around the erotic lyric again. I want
to rewrite the construct of the love triangle with a woman desiring both
another woman and a man, to look at the ambiguity of conflicting desires,
the difficulty of making choices or the refusal to be named or identified by
those choices. Slipping past labels. It also highlights the pleasure felt on
the skin of a child’s hug or a child climbing into bed at six in the morning.
Here the language tries to reach across and around bodies, to see or feel
them desiring. It is also not this at all. DuPlessis says of her “Drafts”

there is an attempt simply to ignore the lyric and issues of beauty,

unity, finish, and female positions within these ideas, and instead

cast myself off into the crossings, lateral, local, immersed. Into the
random strewing of debris to articulate the claims and questions of

Otherness, not as a binary to something else, but rather as a seam

opening inside existence (Diacritics 50).

The “seam opening,” is the language event which creates the possibility of
abandonment. I also want, like DuPlessis, to “cast myself off into the
crossings” of social conceptions or constraints on desire. To emphasize the
ambiguity of choice, so that i'm not choosing one or the other, but
choosing among, allowing for contradictory impulses at the same time.
The work here represents a choice which is not one, in a universe
structured by binaries that force us to choose. Again, the number three

12



helps here, although it doesn’t solve everything. It unbalances binaries,
but it can also work as a pivot where one line hinges on the other two. It
can imply a coherent whole, although that isn’t what i was going towards.
Still, i like the possibility of folding where two lines can fold in on one or
out backwards.

Reproductions or Unfolded Out of the Folds

Linking the notion of the fold with reproduction, with giving birth
might be problematic. Certainly it has been done before. There is, for
example, Walt Whitman’s poem “Unfolding Out of the Folds” in which
“the greatness of man is unfolded out of a woman” (123). But the clichéd
statement that ‘behind every great man is a woman’ is not the connection
i was hoping to trace. Perhaps the fold can be more accurately or
interestingly examined, in terms of reproduction yes, but through the
image of the lesbian mother which reperesents a seemingly reproductive
paradox, a seeming impossibility. Something which is (almost) impossible
to write. I want to look at the fold in this way, not to trace specific
connections to my work, but to examine the fold as a site of
transformation, of possibility. To see if language can be made to say the
impossible. And if it can, then the implications for reading my project in
an innovative way start to expand.

Here i find Nicole Brossard useful, or maybe successful. In These Our
Mothers, the first book of what Barbara Godard calls her “lesbian triptych,”
(the other parts of the triptych being Lovhers and Surfaces of Sense)4

4Working with Nicole Brossard's writing means dealing with the problem of translation from
French to English. Godard, a frequent translator of Brossard's work, says "in enunciative
relations and referential operations, English calls for more precise and concrete determinations,
for fuller, more cohesive delineations than does French" (preface to Lovkers 8). Translation of

13



14
Brossard acknowledges the necessity of "killing the womb" of the symbolic

mother to stop the patriarchal tradition where "males sow women with
repetition and tradition" (196) in order to create the "real* mother who is
"entwined in a lesbian embrace” (101). By getting rid of the symbolic
mother and placing the "real® mother within a lesbian context, Brossard
creates a fold in language and thereby offers a utopic vision of a new
"reality" for women somewhere outside or in excess of the male economy.
In Surfaces of Sense she uses the action of making the fold to problematize
boundaries of inner and outer:
See:

fold

as with matter, erosion, the wear and tear of the double sex

/ doubled up over reality, searching for the yielding sin-

ews, the uterine walls - inner, outer and real - a fold in the

linen, a wrinkied brow

fold page in two (horizontal line)

one cannot fully conceive the extent to which a brown
comb, on the brown chest of drawers, in Adrenne's white

bedroom, has something of the abstract about it (69).

any poetic text is really trans-creation or re-creation which hopefully maintains some of the
original sense and re-enacts some of Brossard's brilliant "plays” with language.






. rots. He retrieves the phantasm for his own ends.
Recycled body.

another day. The alphabet. In the beginning. Desire brings
me endlessly back to it and, my present . . . forward flight.
What happens to a woman who recognizes this process
and encounters its inexorability in fact, In age and in
history, in body (13).

The "my" of the first stanza is assertive, proclaims a life, a "single life" that is
"mine" against or as a result of a killing. These connections break down
distinctions between passivity and activity because what is "mine" here is
also what is dead, what does not exist anymore. The configuring of the
lesbian mother in the second stanza starts to create an existence, perhaps a
rebirth, where the womb is now owned through the pleasure of the
lesbian orgasm. It takes the mother outside the phallic economy where she
can define her own pleasures, yet acknowledges a centre which is a "void;"
therefore, the search is not for the complementary other which will
complete the self, but for a space, an endless expanse that does not "engulf
and hurt." Her assertion that "their industry of fantasies made her lose her
own sense'of reality” moves her interpretation of fantasy away from the
realm of "her reality." Brossard folds distinctions between internal and
external. By "killing the womb" she folds the inside out, makes the internal
struggle into a external physical act through the use of the metaphor. Yet
she also brings the outside, the external, in by searching for a centre
which is a void. Here conflict and struggle is both external, acknowledging
structural processes, and internal, linked to the body. By recognizing "this
process," however, something has the potential to "happen.”

16



Gilles Deleuze describes the fold in his book on Foucault and twists
his notion of relations among inner and outer:
an outside, more distant than any exterior, is ‘twisted’, ‘folded’ and
‘doubled’ by an Inside that is deeper than any interior, and alone
creates the possibility of the derived relation between the interior
and the exterior. It is even this twisting which defines ‘Flesh’,
beyond the body proper and its objects. In brief, the intentionality
of being is surpassed by the fold of Being, Being as fold (110).
It is the relation that defines the fold. The fold is both inside and outside at
the same time, indeed the inside is made into an outside and an outside
always has the possibility of being transformed into an inside. This “fold of
being” emphasizes the action of being, the movement of being. The fold
exists in movement, in twisting. It is the touch on the surface of things, a
surface that, when folded into the fold becomes that hidden depth.
Perhaps, then, it is the touch which creates the fold. Brossard’s invocation
of the uterine walls shows the doubleness of movement of the fold. She
links the fold to flesh in Lovhers:

this sleep (where everything began) of altering
the woman who dreams in the abyss and the blank

sleep of deciphering (through which heat

passes) the skins of surface

in the folds and recesses and repetitions of patiences
each patience of our bodies is unprecedented

in its thythm invents attraction

goes through our fists like a writing
an open signal (46)

17



Here the fold is pressed up against the body; the skin is all folds and
recesses which repeat infinitely. Deleuze says, “intentionality is still
generated in a Euclidean space that prevents it from understanding itself,
and must be surpassed by another, ‘topological’ space which establishes
contact between the Outside and the Inside, the most distant and the most
deep” (110). I see the body as a ‘topological space’ where the implications
of the fold can be mapped out. The connection of the inside and the
outside comes through reproduction, the moment when a mother can
give birth which revolves around the feeling of contraction, the feeling of
movement which is both inner and outer. If there is a way to write about
the pregnant body without buying into sentimental constructions of
language, then perhaps it is through this kind of ambiguity: the
tenuousness of a folded fold or the opportunity to contradict, to be both
things at once. Deleuze says, “the fold will not be able to refound an
intentionality, since the latter disappears in the disjunction between the
two parts of a knowledge that is never intentional” (111). The contraction
sets the question of intention aside, since the movement of labour, the
action of the contraction, is where the body has its own force which
cannot be stopped despite anyone’s intention.

Brossard’s fold also uses the strategy of repetition or
‘superimposition’ (Godard 9) which acknowledges the already written, a
layering of fold after fold. Brossard writes herself into a conversation with
her characters “Gertrude” and “Adrienne” and receives writing from
“Yolande” and, as Godard says,

makes her text over-lap the story-telling of Gertrude and Adrienne
and the short letters and random marks on paper written by

Yolande. Adrienne and Gertrude. . . live in New York as well as in



the fictional world of Yolande Villemairie whose work also explores
the moving boundaries between fiction and reality, representation
and sensation. But these word-beings may also have an extra-textual
life as Adrienne Rich and Gertrude Stein (9).
Brossard layers voices folding them through and among a walk through
the city, creating an inner dialectic of imagined conversations to enact
both escape and presence, to write the impossible, the “lapse:”

I imagine silences, blank spaces, already as if to protect us from delirium, in the
flow of our versions of the story, In the fire of our intimate and forbidden
version. the blanks: will allow for the distortion of the real images of life, will
make them apply in the unreal space of fiction (Surfaces of Sense 42).

The "blank" here operates as a utopic space of revisioning where the
division between the real and the unreal gets "distorted" amidst the flow of
words and images in the context of the situatedness of the city setting.
Michel de Certeau in The Practice of Everyday Life says, "on the written

page, there thus appears a smudge — like the scribbling of a child on the
book which is local authority. A lapse insinuates itself into language" (154).
The lapse is where the fold drops off, the almost remembered phrase or
word. Brossard's lapse becomes a generative site which problematizes
notions of remembering and forgetting:

As the days went by, I became increaslngly convinced that the blank which they
called a lapse of memory was only imaginary, or else the only plausible
connection with the imaginary. I had given considerable thought to writing
about this obsession of mine; and having finished my book, I thought I should
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not attach too much importance to it, since I had forgotten the main point at

any rate, by believing that it was unimportant. But now and then I feel like
coming back to it, as if this mystery (or lapse of memory) was trying to produce a
fiftth dimension in me. A different sense (10).

By writing the "unimportant® which is "like the scribbling of a child,"
Brossard attempts to enter into the lapse, to "insinuate" something into
language which resists being written. The lapse is configured as
productive of something other, of a *fifth dimension" and "a different
sense." de Certeau says, "these contextless voice-gaps, these "obscene"
citations of bodies, these sounds waiting for language, seem to certify, by a
"disorder" secretly referred to as an unknown order, that there is
something else, something other" (163). By gesturing towards a
"something other," de Certeau acknowledges, like Brossard, the limits that
have been put on what can be sayable and importantly on what can be
quoted. This links back to my earlier discussions of avoiding or
interventing the sentimental construction of language, in relation to the
domestic and the erotic. How, for example, do you quote a gesture, a hand
reaching for another hand across the table? Movement is infinitely
unreproducable in a scriptural economy. He continues, "these quotations
of voices mark themselves on an everyday prose that can only produce
some of their effects — in the form of statements and practices" (164). The
"obscene citations" of bodies can only be gestured toward in language, ot
perhaps they are already entrenched in language and we simply cannot
see them. They cannot be coherently reproduced. Which accounts for the
supposed incoherence of Brossard's poetic strategy. Coherence, the



21
coherent whole, has to be given over or given up in order to start saying

the unsayable, writing the unwriteable. As Brossard says in Lovhers,

i don't know why, but rather than reading what you have written, i'd like to
imagine it. i picture you obsessively in the midst of writing excessively as if
nothing could stop you — so0, you never worry about anything. when you quote,
however, you must stop, it seems to me. for example, when you point out what
Y observes: the relationship of thought to language is not a thing but a process, a
continuous movement from thought to word and from wotd to thought, what

happens in your eye? (23).

The stopping and moving which the quotation produces is figured within
a "continuous movement from thought to word." Naming this movement
a "process" and "not a thing" creates the possibility of generating an other
kind of speaking, a folding over.

For Robin Blaser the fold, as Phyllis Webb notes, “is a persistently
recurring icon. . . carrying an almost hermetic or religious intensity,
representing the mysterium, the secret numinous thing at the heart of the
matter, the unfolded fold” (59). There is also some link, however tenuous,
between the fold and reproduction. In “Image-Nation 1 (the fold” which
Webb says “is about a cat giving birth, and perhaps the birth of language,”
(SS) Blaser uses the fold as a point of consumption, something folding in
on something else, but also as repetition or double. He writes

that matter of language caught
in the fact  so that we

meet in paradise in such
times, the I consumes itself (61)



This stanzagraph highlights spatially the seemingly inconsequential lines
“so that we” and “in such” as a way of enacting fold. This section also folds
over or into the last section:

the language sticks to

his honey-breath  she Is

the path of the tale, a door

to the perishing moonshlne,
holes of intelligen

supposed to be in the heart (61)

The repetition of language, first “caught” and now stuck, the ambiguity of
the pronoun, is language a she? or the cat? Webb says his work “creates
surfaces over and under the form” (72) and this i take to mean that the '
surface occasionally falls away and i descend through the “holes of
intelligence” only to be brought back up again through the movement of
the fold, the slip of “the heart.”

In later Image-Nations, particularly “Image-Nation 25 (Exody,”
where he explores Hieronymus Bosch'’s triptych "The Garden of Earthly
Delight," Blaser relies heavily on Deleuze’s conception of the fold:

How can a body be made from the word?—language, a shivaree
of transparence—jigsaw—glass immensity

gods are

such fine things

such filigrees

tenuous immoralities

among things,
Lucretius said we need not fear them—propitiate, sacrifice,
or offer pungent smoke

the pleats of matter and the folds of the soul, reading

Gilles Deleuze—
A labyrinth is said, etymologically, to be multiple
because it contains many folds. The multiple is not
only what has many parts but what is folded in many
ways. . .A ‘arytographer’ is needed, someone who
can at once account for nature and decipher the soul,
m can peer into the crannies of matter and read the

—Deleuze, The Fold (370).






other, the quotation-reminiscence, marking in language the
fragmented and unexpected return (like the intrusion of voices
from the outside) or oral relationships that are structured but
repressed by the written (156).
Blaser’s approach in “Image-Nation 25” is dialectic, a conversation which
functions as “quotation-reminiscence” to make the oral available in the
realm of the written. The poetic context allows the voices to be
fragmentary, broken-off and partial. The quotation from Deleuze operates
as almost as a “quotation pre-text” in that it serves to fabricate the new
text, works to change the context of the original while at the same time
trying to maintain the original context with the book being open in the
library, the page folded open. The function of repeating the quotation is
transformative, in that it is used to generate a dialogue between memory
and thought, to call back to a past utterance or a past moment of reading
and engage with it, rather than to manipulate the context surrounding
the quotation in order to argue a case. Robert Creeley says in the
foreword of The Holy Forest,
above all else I must emphasize a sense often echoed here, that the
‘unfolded fold’ to be found in his work — the turn, the bend in the
road, the ‘twist’ of Charles Olson’s preoccupation—is the nexus of
its life and the life it has made so movingly eloquent. No one is going
anywhere—as if to get ‘there’ were the sole possibility (xi).
It is the “echo” heard around “the bend in the road” that creates the fold,
the conversation heard again and the quotation of what has been read as a
way to both “celebrate” and “dis-quiet” the new text.
For DuPlessis, the fold is a strategy for linking and repeating traces
of memory, or perhaps mimicking the process of memory, bringing out
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the feeling of forgetting and almost remembering in her series of poems
entitled “Drafts.” She says, “the strategy of the fold means that each newer
work will correspond in some sensuous, formal, intellectual, or allusive
way to a specific former “Draft.” " (Onward 152). This folding over of
memory and thought and words creates a “sensuous” formality, one that
is felt at the level or surface of the skin. DuPlessis' attempt to cross or
double or fold over the line creates a contact between binaries, as a way of
undoing them. The breaking of the logical sentence seems to move her into
a space of negotiation between the outside and the inside, somewhere
between being easily understood and saying what the language will not
(logically) allow to be said.

This breaking of the logical sequence starts to become crucial for a
language act to develop unconstrained. Deleuze asks, "up to what point can
we unfold the line without falling into an unbreathable void, into death,
and how to fold it without nonetheless losing contact with it, in order to
constitute it as an inside co-present with an outside, applicable to the
outside?" (qtd. in Probyn 129). Elspeth Probyn simplifies this passage by
saying, "this is to acknowledge that we need to push our selves and feel our
selves moving" (129). In terms of writing, the old adage: ‘keep it moving’
seems to fit here. DuPlessis says, "want the poetry of shifters, a pronominal
poetry, where discourses shift, times shift, tones shift, nothing is exclusive
or uniform, the "whole" is susceptible to stretching and displacements, the
text marks itself, and there is no decorum" (The Pink Guitar 144). The shift
becomes the movement of the fold, the act of folding. In my own project, i
have negotiated this shift by trying to avoid easily pinned-down positions.
Pronominal ambiguity, for example, starts to create doubt and



‘displacements.’ Reading practices have to shift in order to compensate
for the lack of an easily identifiable subject and object.

I use both ambiguity and specificity as a way of breaking down the
conception universal themes or experiences. This double- or perhaps
triple-movement creates a linguistic ‘slippage’ as DuPlessis says,

this hybrid, critical, and politicized subject desires amphibious

modes of writing that no longer formulate in a universalistic

fashion, but instead investigate and return to complications in an

oppositional mode embodying provisionality, slippage, skepticism,

and random repetitions (Diacritics S0).
By twisting the stability of language, she sends it flying and feels it move.
The random repetitions of phrases, of lines in a poem can call up the traces
of memory, start to transcribe some of how the mind works creatively.
Yet, repetition also creates memories that we 'remember’' — the earlier
invocations of a word or an image. The traces of memory, however, are
difficult to trace as DuPlessis says,

the problem of memory is the largest motivation for my poetry.

However the sheer memorializing function attributed to poetry,

especially as that singles out female figures to be surround by “the

male gaze,” has been an ethical and intellectual issue for me since the

early 70s (Onward 144).

This ‘problem of memory’ fits with my earlier discussion of biotext and
fictionalysis, where the trace is labelled as fictive, or at least partly so. In
my own work, the attempt is to tone down the monolithic nature of ‘the
past’ and transform it by the use of specific details. But through the act of
writing, these details get transformed further so that they have to be
*“recognized anew” as Creeley says, “time folds and unfolds (‘dépli’)



continuously all that is said, and the person each one presumes to know
has momentarily to be recognized anew” (xv). This sense of relearning
what one already presumes to know tends to keep monolithic structures

in check.

Into the Fold

If this ‘poetic statement,’ this essay, this document, this stack of
paper, were to be recreated, refolded. Origami crane? Paper airplane?
Speculations on possible futures for this work lie in the details, in the
specificities. In the places where you can feel the language moving. In the
depth of the fold and, at the same time, on the surface of things. Now that
i have gotten in the way, have filled the gap between the movement of my
fingers across a keyboard and the printed poetry you are about to read, i
wich i hadn’t. Wish i could have let the ambiguity fight it out with the
specificities and let them speak for themselves. Know i may have gotten it
all wrong, may be saying now, ‘that is not what i meant to say, that is not
it at all.’ But of course it is useless to protest at this point. After all i've
already said. Still, perhaps i have learned to “cultivate the capacity” to
respond to my own work, have positioned it against some interesting
writing, have attempted to create juxtapositions, as well as interventions. I
have tried to explain myself.
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Kamloops calls pulp mill
fresh says don't stay too
long but "Sahali’ offers
something desert dry drive
and drive

stuck in the back singing
*who were you talking to"
unseatbelted bends and
bends alone again river
moves “cell by cell into a
realm unreal” and trains

picture w/ Santa -
she looks like a boy!

yeah
almost asked:
can we stop for a hamburger
too afraid felt
inside the chest
we passed it
banging the window
why what

Call Kamloops “your friend’s
in the hospital” psyche ward
again but only organic
brown duster busted

joint in the Plaza parking lot
bright light promises/threatens
hot legs on saturday night
slip between river and lake
fresh black cold

yellowline as
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Today Blake bashed his head on the hockey stands crying
in my arms the red welt forming across his head. Today it
turned bluish-black. Today Brennan was bugging me
hanging off me while 1 was trying to get ready not listen-
ing to my get out of my space rant and as 1 eased him out
of my way he tripped and fell against the edge of the bed.
His recriminatory you pushed me, pushed me past the
edge of guilt his forehead red and swelling would turn
purple before we got to school driving silent and heavy.
Today i whacked my head on the edge of the van getting
in to do up Blake’s car seat misjudged the headroom a red
line across my head a headache moving down my spine,
oh man i said.
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if she always looked like a boy, wanted to be a boy, in fact,
pretended to be a boy said don't tell the other boys i'm a
girl if her best friend is a boy if she always has friends who
are boys if she was always called a tomboy and never
wanted to wear a dress. if her hair was always short, if she
played with trucks, if she rode a boys bike if she wanted
to be like her brother. if she wanted to be a truck driver or
a fireman, if she thought she could escape, if she said girls
can do anything they want
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He gets his first phone number from a girl: Molly 253-
354. The girl he carpools with is his friend from preschool
he doesn’t remember saying then, she’s so beautiful.
Older boys tease him recess in the playground you were
riding with a girl. He argues with his friends who say they
don't like girls: what about your mom, she’s a girl. When
1 tell him what gay means he says what’s the big deal
about that. He is waiting in his room for his time to be up
sent there for hitting his brother. He is waiting, it takes
forever and none of his toys seem appealing, he tries to
draw a picture but can’t snaps the pencil in half slamming
it across the desk. His time is up, but he won’t come out,.
Sitting in the crawl space between two rooms his arms
wrapped around his legs. He won’t come out. He is not
crying by sheer force of will his eyes are closed. Slumped
asleep he is found after lots of calling carried to his bed
covers pulled up to his ears he dreams of fighting, bugs
trying to attack him dark circles under his eyes when he
wakes up.
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She fascinates traces shape of curve of ever expanding
flesh everyday outward pushing sets camera on tripod
documents growth every three months the profile stretch-
ing black and white frame runs her fingers over improba-
ble skin lifts the welght of dancing naked in front of the
mirror she finds herself exotic wants to say erotic lightly
moving out to here nothing fits don’t you find me so she
says legs tight bend to squat practicing she breathes deep
pictures ocean waves of the blue blue a touch from
behind a hand on a shoulder curve of back yes she relax-
es wet pressure yes i find you

(A4



" 43

ute8 sjepdoidde spunod 39y5e yoam awp pue dwip (dupy) ureSe 1593 ysay Afreuy
y3np jJo mofs mous sawny ysneyxa Sors Suiduofaq usamiaq dyjs snonzSuoduy 391
«NT $31 JeyMm,, Ul SupaquIaWAI YOI J,UsI0p INOGE e} J0] © IPISIN0 pue Aun|q

WwnIY) qoIYl MMM MOTs 3JOs (0) Jo suonsanb ssared ssanjewr uny upele uopow
uIrem simMoy puim mopuim gy isuge8e smoqm Suidaam sdp WyBSp yowas ses yonoy
ureaf e 3yde L1343 mou 1Y a7y Suthpy Juas duasaid e saysdy sapesadury premino

JUD)STSU UPYs J1em upys Yul Bujadg Ljfemde, passaid puey ssone Apysy saaowr
RAYs ysazy moqd daap e Jo yyym mojs pue sawpy usamiaquy asdije ue sdys
Uyons pauoq-yos pue Adaafs asuaeafiquie ue syjf JUOZ LISNEU OU Y} Uy £2331q



44

Sul D pun yos mopyid dadsLes nok

uo pue puey uj peay Aup) PY80)
U8 dajse meme sowie sIniq ANe|

poys ydeid Aq
aspnuq ureBe JyBned spad pas smnqie

wieq ypeiq PVNB punoss saded

d 10 ‘( Jo »sdump8 auo Supueaf
3qepojwod pue Apredoa| Injq reumof

sdjis Supds ares

/ey uj pum
39 ‘ysyrels ‘sqen
seq LAymd
padow uaxoiq
(3130 yoed Sujsspy INI[ SHOO[ 1eYM) S[eas
S} Jo SupmeIp uokend
1M $IARD]
1340 sdp yped xoeq aniq
s8nis Suof esi0]

J)0 pue uj
Sursop 350p pRY (sn Jo ampd ¢ e)
siind pue symd Suons 1aums sdiis moy

(punore sapIp sum)

ey PLPPLIQ pue PP s3dR]S
P33 Jwps 1eys adindssoe 3pOos Yoows
SRNqQURISUINS U0 IN|Q AHPOE UMOP I

wueuBaud says sdes ) 03 predjsod e puds,

PM Jfes

W J0 343 yyBuq smiq upeBe sAUP sdeam
Suivaiq ssapieanq s,Aqeq ¢ jo Rams
opns Jaem uodn 2aem sdjis Supds es



45

jsujede sweEIDSs DOYD ©
JeYM MOM pUR SJUIPIIIL OU 38 I MO
noA sAes oym disAyd e ‘sa £poq BunoL e Ips

«2AeY pmoys |, auoyd
WRIQ Y)Y SIHD DULISIP Y)Y U] JI0M 03} $308
ujede sues 3 pue JWOY ses AYs KoL HY)
Sujserd Rsdn 08 WBpw puegsny mau Ry
eRun 3y 03 8uo8 Inoqe mouy ,us0p H

Suppoiq ups Y 0y pareas Sujuredns
mopm R8ue ul Supwe £poq 2y ydnompy
ssed jeyy saaem uj suny £[uo 3 sdesy

8uoj moy 305 30u Inq uos sy smowy Ays
Suidn spu0dPAd Aym spuom Wy MK
yonuw os $00[ ays, syudred mau 13y Ym
fezauny Ry e - soyp Loy syuared Yy Yam
samppd Jo 50 $PF pue Y NSIA JINS UL
S NG 9P IRYMIWOS Bujaf) PIySnep Iy}
ampid sy 5395 AParadaaun s udym $HD §

xas pey Aoy Jwp Is1j) A
s19RdeIq pios Sujapp
«IMS,, pres dys
(311e08) 120005 X358 pess
3anboer uojujwpeq

SuySne;
pue ysazj yoys deus juawsous 3Uo0 ey}

[SITR /SIS [SURIUTRUI/SISLID

~Aepo} puapy peap,, shes Juoyd 38q
Supjws e Wy mes | UIYM

5 P31 © ARIULRP 18D P ¥ 30 NN € IR
MET s, Wwepy 03 Aem Sy UO (T YHM duwes
ured 3snf

JSueupeap,, jo

Auoa] 3 30 PRIQ 1N SPNIGUIYM IR AR

e Surdavgs A1qeqoad 003 puayy siy auof pue
1PRIQq ¥5%] SIPIIS PYI0Iq 5 STIP| RUOAES



46

srejs pue xpo1 isujele 139§

AnyByt udtsyt Ayos Suis am
AMODRYS SN SMEIP SSIUNIED PIOI PMO) 1M

dn xrem 03 Suysim sunse Supyuy
asoys wolj dmsiued Lepyuq sy Mo

adeu ay Sujzeiq Jjey apuolq peq peay
SupySney deg dej dej soaem ssone siadsjym

WP DYMIWOS 3q 0) UredL pes 23 nok
sayews semie ueyy ssaf sdjfs uuy uowsjeg

Y} [00YIS WIOI} O] © SR} D)

(rey noqe suBney M)

$310}S puey PUOIIS XIS
(21343 3sudy| 39y 5328 wiow)

W85 Syyen auo
sapjuz 1303 do-0D £juo
$$300% yoeaq djiqnd ou
(3133 8uj08 sdqWdWAI Jips uosiad Auo)
ASNOY [0OYPS W00 JUO PIO U0

Sied Plo Jo uOoII0d Biq uo

Mmou syeoq Rdung
apisaq ysay uuej 8id (asou moA 8nid) pue
SM0D 33§ UJEIUNOUI/ANE] SIPJAIP Iuj| MOJRLA

~RY) Supial, punoze sIoY spuim app

smoy 10§ pasoq s34 Les sempe
§ pue JU0 sjueM ¢ e dady/dn dady
O} UTJ PUR Y532 U0O[eq 3K SIised ydand

S6'VPI$ NCHEA MIU sEY SIUReIH,

saneyuLIo] jeiskn

SIIHM MIU /m sueaq ej0ootp sdis (0y
00) 5,31 3sneIIq pIsjwosd se Jou) s1amopy
Suippam premo) duep 20ys mau £8n
suees doys puod3s SIPJIs ULTY UOWI[eS



47

‘Keme 31 sadim ‘a1qes ay3 Uo 133q rds uy
Appagaad auyy oyl smerpay ‘Supiuem awos “3 ised saSuyy
uay) pue swoy Suof noqe sYuRpP IAY 1Y uf Suy
-YOUIIM WS ‘passord Sufaq Auy| e JO SNOPSUOI $IUW03q
ays jujod awos Iy ‘Jo spyo 3y oy Supiem Suiddup
XeM JNoge UO SINURUO0D pue Y3nod e yoeq sayoyd Seip
© S3y©) 2YS "0} pAjueMm Ljjeas Afjeas ys uIyMm nys Sunms
J00p wooiyjeq an[q [ooyds Y3y uj UIAI J0U jOous
0} J[qe UIq JIAU sey IYs YySnoyy uAd anzelp e 10
sy "punore [je SuipIdq dsnuwr woo Aours Y} Jo sIdU
-103 Y} JJO IUNOQ WY} SIYDIeM SPIOM Y Yiim uaddey
ayewr ued Iys jeym BupIs s| AYs Aepoy, IpNO[ UO SIH
-1ed pue durjf Jo 38pam 133q Jo sse[8 Rypoue sey ng doys
pmoys ays syuryl ‘Ao Suiddpis pue Supusiq 1913803
sprom 13y Supunis sueys ‘sey Aqesr Supje suels ays



There's a gouge today in her ability to get out of bed. She
is gouged to the bed. The bed is holding her in its gouge.
She is unable to ungouge herself. She looks at the clock,
knows, it is time to get up. And yet. This gaping gouge.
Caught in the fold, the inbetween. Not sleeping but
unable, Caught. The bed - her. Stuck she can’t say. Seeping
somehow, slipping lip to pillow.
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1 was so tired up at three breast feeding up at five again
dreaming of sleep this is some kind of torture i kept say-
ing not again he’s crying you should feed him maybe he’s
not hungry i say have you thought of that. i can fall
asleep like that now talking on the phone in the car sit
still for a second and i’'m out. why pretend otherwise can’t
think straight can’t remember what we were talking about
anyway my breasts swell into the next feeding lips and
steady steady eyes wide and staring

6v



starts with an ache back straight sensation, a mark a dot brackets breaks bigger still
knowingness links uterus flesh dug deep back an ache starts push particles something
gut clenches ambivalent breasts ache both wanting and not slakes tender bones expand

impossible flying feels across the you desires “the safe return” what’s not been lost
keeps and keeps streams a thigh veins trickle...skin between all surface mostly depth
deep linger ache stretch felt here side pulls inside all outside lakes form fresh strong

too slated destiny and soon, let it be soon, space pushes inward licks into shapeless
walks and walks breaks light apprehension of wrists risks not seeing the you of her her
happens again walks circles repeat slide down backs thighs still swims kicks desire
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sleeping you say shhh even though he's already asleep
perfect pose of perfection soft you pull blue knit blanket
over bare knees begging yourself not to take this moment
for granted grey haze light your eyes narrow rest your arm
your finger at the edge of his cheek his hair breathe
breathe in the palm of your hands would kill anyone who
touched him now or ever fingers curled around the pine
bars of the crib reluctant and tired you turn negotiate the
sharp edges of plastic toys kick past a pile of clothes white
t-shirt now and sleeping grey flannel sheets
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she keeps watching the train go by. she is hearing the
train go by. the train goes by her room at night paper thin
walls. she has never been on a train. she knows the sound
a train makes when it goes over the ties in the crossing.
she knows exactly when the bells will start, when the
engineer will whistle and how long she can hear the train
after it passes. she knows how to count how many cars
the train has, how many engines in the middle and what
the caboose sounds like. she knows if you put a penny on
the track it will get flattened, but if you put too much
stuff on the track the train guy will stop and sweep it off
and yell at you where you're hiding. she knows the shape
and feel of the rocks at the edge of the track knows they
are hard to walk on. she knows how to jump on the train
if it’s moving slowly enough and how to jump off. she
knows her brothers ride the train into town, but she only
rides for a few feet. she worrles about being sucked under
the train becoming a war amps kid
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if 1 cried when my sister came home because she didn't
spend enough time with me if i got upset because the
yogurt 1 bought especially for her was the kind she didn’t
like if 1 was too sensitive if 1 couldn’t take the slightest bit
of criticism if i thought her asking me all the time if i had
a boyfriend meant 1 had to go find one if she said she
liked Iron Maiden even though i know she didn’t if she
came to my grad party if she could pass for one of my
friends if she left home before i got to know her If she
always existed far away if 1 planned to cash in my bank
account buy a bus ticket and go live with her if i couldn’t
be that dramatic even if 1 was exploding inside my own
head if 1 was in such pain if i had known the word angst
if she had said you're okay how you are

29



slowly she catches the big red ball rolls it back and again
he keeps repeating patterns elaborate routines exactly the
same arms reaching to throw it just the same way red ball
scraping green green grass until suddenly he stops moves
toward the swing fingers around chains kicks little legs
higher under to the branch of the tree touches the back of
his neck tips back hair flying and laughing she leans
against the tree eases into the back and forth the shim-
mering hair the red ball rolling under her foot
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drinking by the lake she dances near the fire around and
around until somebody worries she might fall in. in her
dream she trips against the edge of the rock and falls but
wakes up before she hits the fire startled on the black
leatherette couch that came with the trailer and smelled
s0 bad for the first month something about the glue that
can’t be good for you raking the red shag carpet she
remembers the dream the smell of the fire singeing her
hair
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You never quite get it right. Bake all the cookies you want,
buy a shiny track suit and sit in the hockey stands but no,
you're holding back. Your wanting to be seen as plays
hard against not wanting to even be one. The La Leche
League meeting where you can’t quite commit breasts
aching trying but endless giving and meal planning
eludes you and all the things you can’t teach your kids.
Sure you rationalize say you’re just doing the best you can
worry arms wrapped around two boys lying in the big bed
walting for the strength to just get up
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1 am walking on the sand bar have waded through weeds
and reeds to get here to swim on the clear side to be swept
along by the current for a ways sand between my toes. i
am walking on the sand bar looking for driftwood
Brennan in rubber boots finds an interesting piece with a
hole in it and says the water is too cold to swim. i1 am
walking on the sand bar swam through weeds brushing
my legs to my brother who 1 thought was walking on
water incredible 1 think wow that you could walk right
through the middle of the river green of the reserve the
tangled trail up the hill arms around my legs watching
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tracing the space between fingers the lip of thigh her
hands starting to go slack she reaches to turn on the radio
music smooth, but her desire is wider and her angst plays
itself out on her hip, the smooth of her stomach marking
the wrinkles between counting them one by one she had
not thought alone but wasn’t disturbed among choosing
reaching again slender
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treble of left cleft tick syntax wrap pour around dying glimmer rips shimmer tled tight
tipped right tremble legs shake ethereal arms around almost tea sipped tepid deliberate
ripple size say tidal relentless lick one last kick cadence sticks smooth quick release ease

zag gone ribald dipped in or out talk a high note shriek keep caring rubbed right here
effort anything but apple lists drink after render how to assemble; what doesn’t work now
whether under or tipped top side ellides slender carpet tender burn neglects stream

mama or mom margin wide electric stops eclectic cream sips steam met left wanting
green overwhelms contradictory fingers stroke kept count analogy of toes talk treble
effort falls semiotic crackle forgotten amniotic cycle several lack caves in rose red sable
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Silvery Beach shimmers just simmers
slope talk hot to the red canoe fingers
press paddie side smooth, warm more than
across

she dives whatf side says, “it's okay if you
80 out with him” misstepped stroke after
stroke came up crying tree line and sand

deep in clear eyes wide fingers spread deaf
rings loud eeee intense strap slips glimpse
round and perfect to purple surface

escape rhythm-free electric skin bangs on
outside sun and sun on ‘all day long’ flicks
fireside stone ring

*postcard pretty she lives

sand recasts the alphabet for me; grammar
of a single grain tense between finger nails
scatter there

that red canoe
those grains of sand
that long wharf
those cedar tree lines
the cool water
those postcards never sent
that wooden paddle

Slivery Beach stares the edge of purpie
eyelash caught torn around the comer

risks sticking speed boat cool
wave after

wrench raw after

extracts back blue

still shakes

flags a second glides smooth so
"the water’s like glass”

spray edges lean

hands tight

slides

08
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she rides on the back of a motorcycle through the hills to
Ville Franche thinks she is making a romantic picture the
wind in her hair she is not wearing a helmet this waist her
arms tight this black black hair if they fall she will be
killed but obviously she doesn’t care wrapped as she is in
this romantic image the coast below and the winding
winding road where every bank statement seems irrele-
vant she imagines riding a bike with a basket on the front
to the market travelling from France to Canada to visit
her family looks up the word pregnant in her French dic-
tionary the bike stops at the top of the hill leans off before
him runs his fingers through her blonde hair
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what we thought was a good party depended on the prox-
imity to the lake and the chance to go swimming when we
were wasted although we never did because we were too
wasted and it always seemed too cold. it depended on the
size of the fire and who was there and who wasn’t and how
much beer was avallable and how fast we could drink it and
who got together with who, who possibly could get togeth-
er with who and who could make it happen. we worried
about too many trucks coming and too many cowboys and
about getting caught, getting kicked off and the cops com-
ing. if we kissed someone it was most probably someone we
didn’t go to school with although it wasn’t always the case
and then we had to deal with saying hello to them in the
hallways and it was all too awkward better to avoid and try
to have a conversation on the phone without all the pres-
sure of everyone watching. we thought a good conversation
involved some talk of the meaning of life, something deep
and profound and also talking about other people we knew
if we thought we could seem better than them somehow
and also an admission of how wasted we were to make any
kind of connection seem inconsequential. we thought it bet-
ter to not show that we cared what anyone thought
although obviously we worried about it constantly, wrote
secret entries in our journals speculating what they thought
about us
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You are so hot have never been this hot before driving
through Pacific Northwest heat no breeze off the coast no
air conditioning in the jeep no place to put the roof if you
took it off your body a furnace already seven months his
hand sticky and heavy on your knee chewing ice take it
off you snap leave me alone but you’re stuck in this jeep
with nowhere to go until you get there your hair sticky
and tangled at the back of your neck and lifting it up or
tying it back doesn’t help you could give birth at any
moment technically it would be expensive though and
you wonder what ever made you want to be pregnant in
the first place didn’t know you’d be this hot sweat trick-
ling now between your tender breasts would take it all off
if you could would shed this sweaty skin for a moment of
cool, for a breeze in the lush early morning grass would
give anything for a dip in the ocean for the shock of a
cold water dive in the lake first thing in the morning
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excise lax slim numbers ramble evidence emerges slipped or pushed drag guys impossible
ever stretch checks wild wide skin extends beyond fold after tissue tight drape electric
tingle gropes down again heard as rage joined drastic kept delicate triage go one by

yellow fields snap flowers around crowning ying monitors yang gong steady beep
prolong garish push shock hair air rings criptic almost crying grab brought close
even since slick caught tepid dark tendril finger soft rockets sky blue sing say yeah

hey of yawn notion deliverance same stance only more so silk skin drips milk careful
lull saken never so almost awkward division slept toward vision screen on almost you
unify stretch across softer release rip placed together render relax into still slender
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Today you will laugh more throw your head back in care-
less abandon. Today you won'’t care what anybody thinks
throw your arms to the wind drive all the windows open.
Today that ache in your chest won’t drag you down won't
stop you from won’t make putting your arms around a
tiny head such an effort. Today you will say the first thing
that comes into your head blurt babble out at random
cackle see the words crackle fly fling your hands going
along not stuffed in your pockets not today
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ring one place you knew water wrinkles rivers slake steady thirst ready easy or red dive
extra almost strands swap around low wavers seem simple every ylp yaw wants schwa
aggravate each hassle felt slack capable slips around back cables simple what seams to

open nectar original lake effort tops sloppy slip of messy sent out back care easy every
yes sips sweet table top ponder risk of cake exclaim matter ruby fruit terrible slunk
kennedy or good dexterous snack kip called with us smack cracker friend deep para

agate ponder smooths rounder slips under ram dirt side danger red scar rakes tissue often
no not ever rambles sent together stone heavy level labour til time takes tomorrow sweet
sorrow wanes scent fresh side shovel lip stick catch change phrase frenzy zag gone swallow
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Monte Creek has a crush on me won't
leave me alone anymore always asking me
to the next dance red faced no no he'll just
ask again next time

moves me 1 should be flattered and if you
look with the corner of yout eye but no you

can’t everybody watching your response

starving for affection one arm around your
shoulder holding hands but not that one

what to do when the wrong
guy has a crush on you

how to say ‘no’ without being mean
how to find a real boyfriend

what boys want in a girl

Monte Creek leans tallest boy in grade 10
against my locker pleads behind me walking
to class ignoring him for show

sits behind me on the bus hand on the back
of the seat shy lingering lapses into blank
stare nothing to say

if 1 say tree after tree hl howareyou If | tum
toward the back of the bus if my hand brushes
lunch crumbs off the metal part of the seat
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Sunset she’s looking at pink says if you painted that it
would be tacky ocean calm and breeze wood of a clap-
board chair seals bobbing she remembers cold mist north
sea her grandmother’s brother, father lost at sea waiting
waiting she moves west to Saskatchewan prairies and
apparently never misses the sea, the wheat moving across
the prairie in waves forgets her girlhood Georgina by the
sea, running along skipping she never went back never
wanted to cutting peat black like pudding she never want-
ed to swimming on the one warm day of summer sun-
burnt she serves dry toast without butter and tea, strong
tea
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walking down the road by the river faster but still walking
thinking ahead of myself driving myself i am wondering
why did 1 and what do they think now and why do i
always and if only 1 could and then the sky fragments
blue triangles in front of me and i'm walking into a
Picasso landscape hands my hips now jutting at awkward
angles my eyes leap ahead of me green prisms of field
hurtling the bright all rolled up behind me now giant
colourful 1 am running now staying ahead scattering parts
of myself as i go dispersing the worn pavement
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*would you know proposition
if it kissed you
on the back of the neck?"

arms wrapped around
here or her fingers
stuck yes or shy

why don't youcall just talk
erase the trace of kiss  voice
trembling almost crying

her she said i kissed you
slips among
your dancing with him

if her kiss
is hard
and his soft?

miss a beat lip wide
where bodies expand
slow skips felt low

water merges fingers
amniotic stroke
scent eventual flow

whirring he says proud
she too loud clen
wonder stuck-on lip sitck happy

walking the halls

stopping to puke
disgonig%ct back of his hands



her arms around her shoulders
do you mind soft
kiss pressure base of spine

licks what the to
produces staves o
outside a finger touches lip

home to him on the couch
eases into that too
large kisses lips everywhere

smitten among skin
newborn soft stroke
your head could explode

tiny arms flung around
necks of the always loved
pulled-in cheek to chest

nexus reaches quiet
felt across thighs
reach across ear whisper shh

suspended you felt
ambiguous breasts
him or her or him

slipped past labels
or into
mother lover wife other

risks her mouth wet
weighs fingers intertwined
marks flesh fold after
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her flexible extension
always wrenches
which fingers pinch

cherub cheeks
they look the same
they look like you

agony of choosing
drinking to decide

always wanting somewhere else

scrap of white silk
wound around potential finger
like your father you can't say

red of playful flesh
wet surprise folds after
not what you thought

trembling you wear
green flowers lavender
look at poetry as if

her arms around her shoulders
suspended breasts wanted
yet ambiguous lips somehow

body of obsession still
if you felt the overwhelm
stings smartly ot ever

rewriting the narrative
of fingers through hair
kissing the rising action



both the boys
you love
still wanting a girl

her arms around her shoulder
fingers through her hair
she wants to kiss you again

nape of neck
what can i say torn here
rejoined, threaded to make you stay

you refuse to regret fingers
your hands played out
curve of her back

fingers manipulate, extend
you never simulate embrace
an abrasive edge brush back black hair

black of black dark eyes pool
reaching soft closing eyelids
except for seeing he chooses not to

littler eyes still
stare intent tiny fingers
touch your face

white t-shirt raises
eager mouth to breast
relaxes flannel body

too tired dreams of sleep
he wakes loud

slips in quiet
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trickes wet shirt, sheets, bed
over produces swell
linger cold toes to warm

&t out:abl fing
probable ers
tiny reach

swollen easily twice
its normal size
crisscross stitches

vulva wov;

str o

stretches stevaagl;la
yaw of him and him

inner and then outer
literally, you said

he rubs your back to sleep
fingers wide prying muscles
lifts your hair twists to the nape

when you finally

get enough sleep
can have a conversation

mind arougd rlt:ll;bing ber
carry on skipping remem
grabbing for a finger of thought

galvanized feeling
you read
and it comes
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ea?hng kiwis
with spoons
in bed or kitchen

ers around
of her
nipples curve

turning her lips around
rolling into your mouth

over your teeth and tongue

bite between neck and shoulder
tongue arches arm raises
tender slack before elbow

lick among breasts
moving to jut of hip
piercing softly or hard

hands clasped
or released
moving into

repetitive motion
her arms again
fingers stuck yes or shy

rising heavy
you have  what can she say
to go torn  to make you stay

flowered stress
button up blue
she fingers fabric
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orange of
he loves you guilty
finger striping beneath white t-shirt

rake of red back
he was expecting you earlier
yousay here at least

careful wrists
wrapped in silver
some symbol

resembles you
especially with
his helmet off

if we were too
cynical to believe i
love you except

:f the unconditional
ou love me anyway
faﬁ asleep fingers around wrists

sleeping he slips
into the curve of
your body again

she dances the edge
holds your tongue in her mouth
moves among yes or no

cool wrap sheets or
surprise of flannel fingers
you had not thought alone
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still rising writhing
sheets around ears talking
gouged the bed without

finger tip to nail
press until you feel yourself
tended towards you

farther from ear
lobes sucked to her
perfect perfection

silver rings in some
other language beyond
tongue through hoop

placate my desire you
said waiting glimmer
wet held shimmer with

thrumb of womb as if
you could say wanting
gave over ringed finger

rapacious lust like

slip

holding your tongue in his mouth

up late waiting
dances knowing she's wat

ching
but pretending not to fingers slide

giving over voyeur

smack a red ass start
led delicate dread so
far ruined but stung
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grapple me a rthythm smooth
steady lips toward her leaning
already window framed view

wherever you say when
asked beer after and so
on kneads you an increase

set off by his weakening
grammar me noun hard
dark into sleeping preposition

waking with those other hims
legs cold covers kicked off shiverin
into your warm comfort clasping ers

holding perfectly still so as not
waking fine hair in your face breathe
scent taken not one regret

terrible feather sneezes a release
launched full speed into morning
talk high voice non stop you say hmm

one by one they edge together slip
sideways off the bed run the stairs
together who gets there first

tip right side left together
early morning walk walk
kept going fingers around bars

scared felt below the ribs
one by-one this is
troubled by inevitable fingers
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