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It is a great thing, indeed, to make a proper use of these poetical forms, as also of 
compound and strange words. But the greatest thing by far is to be a master of 
metaphor.. .since a good metaphor implies an intuitive perception of the similarity in 
dissimilars. 

--Aristotle Poefics (1459 a3-8) 

--just as in philosophy also an acute mind will perceive resemblances even in things far 
apart . 

--Aristotle Rhetoric (1412 a1 1-12) 



ABSTRACT 

The Carriage of Understanding is a creative project that undertakes a thorough 

but open-ended exploration of the distinction between metaphorical and literal, or proper 

language. The work attempts to cd1 the authority of such dichotomies as metaphorka1 / 

literal, sameness / difference, and identity I othemess into question through a dialogical 

marriage of philosophy and poetry. The dialogue addresses the problematic of the 

increasingly binary relation between theory and practice in thinking and writing-the 

division between creative and speculative conceptualization. 

The dialogue also considers the possibility that language is fùndamentaiiy 

metaphorical, and, further, that metaphoricity is a pre-linguistic event. Every metaphor 

that is enacted, every metaphor that is written and read or spoken and heard, becomes 

both a mode1 and a mediator of understanding. To understand a metaphor is to 

understand how we understand our experience of phenomena, events, and otherness, and 

therefore how we understand Our expenence in the world. 

This thesis does not follow normal format. The format as presented is part of the 

nature of the thesis itself 
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Metaphor: Poetry And Philosophy 

This project is an exploration of the concept of metaphor. It confronts both current and past 

philosophical theories conceming metaphor and atternpts to address them poeticaily. It is 

only fitting, then, to begin with a bief synopsis of the theories on metaphor that the reader 

wili encounter when reading Ilie C m g e  of Uderstaading. 1 have avoided critiques of the 

theones in these synopses as much as possible in the hope of providing a vaiid theoretical 

context for my project. 

Max Black's essays, "Metaphor" and "More About Metaphor," include detailed descriptions 

and cornparisons of traditional theories on metaphor, as well as his own improvements on the 

traditionally held views. In his essay "Metaphor", Black divides metaphor theory into three 

classes: substitution theory, comparison theory, and his own (a derivation of 1. A. Richards' 

theory) interaction theory. 

Substitution theory presents the most widely accepted view of metaphors both within 

and without theoretical discourse. A substitution theory, put sirnply, is "any view which holds 

that a metaphoncal expression is used in place of some equivaient literal expressiony' (68). 

That is, the metaphor "Richard is a lion," to use Black's own example, is merely an coloufil 

way of expressing the statement that "Richard is brave." According to the substitution 

theory, any word or expression that is used metaphorically has a literal meaning that c m  be 



retrieved by re-substituthg a word originally supplemented by the author of the metaphor. 

In the above case, the author always intended "Richard is brave" but through use of the 

metaphor "Richard is a lion" sought to surprise the readernistener and subsequently involve 

them in a riddle that they, in tum, have to solve. This theory renders metaphoncity as 

omament, as a linguistic device used solely for the purpose of aesthetic delight, neither 

enhancing nor extending the boundaries of meaning and understanding within our lexical 

code. 

Comparison theory is a close relative of the substitution theory. In fact, it oniy 

succeeds in a fùller explication of the notion of substitution previously described. A 

cornparison theory views metaphors as a literal paraphrase or condensed simile. The 

metaphor "Richard is a lion," as concems this theoty, is an ellipsis of the literal expression 

"Richard is like a lion @y being brave)" (71). For Black, both the substitution and the 

cornparison views of metaphor are inadequate as they do not account for the way in which 

the 'focal' word in a metaphor "obtains a new meaning, which is not quite its meaning in 

literal uses, nor quite the meaning which any literal substitute would have" (73). 

Interaction theory, according to Black, addresses this issue of newly created 

rneaning brought about by the use of metaphorkal language. The metaphor's action is 

described as a forcible connection between the old literal meaning of a word and the new 

contextual meaning imposed by the metaphor's current use, what BIack terrns the 

metaphor's fiame (73). This fiame imposes new meaning upon the focal word, or subject 

of the metaphor, through the overlapping of what he tenns a "system of associated 

commonplaces" (74). These systems of associated commonplaces, Black roughly defines, 



are the set of statements commonly believed, or held to be true about any given thing. 

These 'systems' may or may not include the dictionary definition for the word, or strictly 

factual knowledge of the thing (Le. a layperson might not have a zoologist's knowledge of 

what a lion is, but will still have a notion of the animal). Further, Black States that these 

systems of associated commonplaces "may include half-truths or down-right rnistakes" 

(74) and accepts the possibility that a metaphor, as the overlap and transference of 

meaning between systems of associated commonplaces, "may involve a number of 

subordinate metaphors arnong its implications'' (76). Although he does bring to light this 

notion that systerns of comrnonplaces rnay themselves consist of metaphors as weii as 

literal meanings, he does little to explore the consequences of such a possibility. 

In his second essay, "More on Metaphor," Black attempts to elaborate on the 

creative aspect of metaphorical discourse, and inquires about the validity of the 'cornmon- 

sense' distinction "between literal and metaphorical uses of expressions" (23). However, 

in his formulation of the interaction view, he maintains this distinction as he interrogates it: 

A metaphoncal statement has two distinct subjects, to be identified as the 

"primary" subject and the "secondary" one. 

In Metaphor, 1 spoke instead of the "principal" and "subsidiary" subjects. 

The duality of reference is marked by the contrast between the metaphoncal 

statement's focus (the word or words used non-literally) and the surroundhg literal 

Rame. (28) 

BIack also changes his strategy by attempting to explain the fùnctional rather than 

vi 



conceptual status of metaphors; how they work, how they are received rather than what 

they mean. His "system of associated commonplaces~' is re-defined as "associated 

implications" which, when interacting in a metaphor, form an "implicative cornplex" (28- 

29). This implicative complex is the means by which different meaning is accorded to the 

two subjects in a metaphor when they interact: 

(a) the presence of the prirnary subject incites the hearer to select some of the 

secondary subject's properties; and (b) invites him to construct a parallel 

implication-complex that can fit the pnmary subject; and (c) reciprocally induces 

parallel changes in the secondary subject. (29) 

He concludes his formulation of the function of a metaphor by saying, "1 think of a 

metaphoncal statement (even a weak one) as a verbal action essentially demanding uptcke, 

a creative response from a competent reader" (29). It is unfortunate that he does not 

follow up this statement with any hypothesis regarding the nature or workings of this 

creative response. Instead, he refocusses his study on the distinction between the sense of 

a metaplioncal expression and the reference to which it pertains, and though this is an 

important issue in regard to metaphors (whether their referential capability is a purely 

fictional abstraction or somehow creative in relation to a 'reai' world), Black relegates a 

metaphor's representational value to the plane of symbolism (placing it alongside maps, 

charts, realist painting, etc.), tacitly assuming a greater value for logical, literal statements 

conceming the world. A certain hierarchy is perpetuated in his theory when he concludes: 

Metaphors that suMve such critical examination [as the interactive theory 

provides] can properly be held to convey, in indispensable fashion, insights into the 
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systems to which they refer. (41) 

This hierarchy of the logical-critical over the metaphoncal-creative will be attended to in 

greater detail later on in this preface. 

In response to the theory that has preceded Km, Donald Davidson takes a unique 

stance on metaphors in his essay "What Metaphors Mean." He claims metaphorical 

language has been mystified by its theoretical proponents, and believes they incorrectly 

seek to detennine that the ambiguity of literal meaning within a metaphor results in the 

creation, or extension, of new rneaning at the lexical level. Davidson continually re- 

emphasizes his position throughout the essay: 

What metaphors add to the ordinary is an achievement that uses no semantic 

resources beyond the resources on which the ordinary depends (3 1); a metaphor 

implies a kind and degree of artistic success (3 1); metaphors mean what the words, 

in their most literal interpretation, mean, and nothing more (32); I agree with the 

view that metaphors c m o t  be paraphrased, but 1 think this is not because 

metaphors say something too novel for literal expression but because there is 

nothing there to paraphrase (32); the figurative meaning of a metaphor is the literal 

meaning of the corresponding sirnile (36); we must give up the idea that a 

metaphor carries a message, that it has a content or meaning (except, of course, its 

literal meaning) (45). 

Near the end of the essay, Davidson makes an interesthg comment about 

metaphors by way of an analogy. Refemng to the intrinsic problem of theoies that 



attempt to explain the meaning of metaphors he compares "the making of a metaphor with 

telling a lie. The cornparison is apt because lying, Iike making a metaphor, concems not 

the rneaning of words but their use" (43). This distinction between meaning and use is an 

important one, and is taken up, to be re-evaluated, by such theorists as Paul Ricoeur. 

Ricoeur, in his essay "Metaphor and the Central Problem of Hermeneutics," 

designates discourse as the domain of metaphor. Metaphors are discursive because "they 

stem fiom the smallest unit of discourse, the sentence" (169). This classification is 

counter to previous theories, which analyzed the metaphor reductively, looking for 

meaning creation and extension in a unit srnaller than the discursive minimum-the word. 

Ricoeur diverges fiorn the traditional view by making a qualification for metaphor on the 

basis of meaning. Meaning can only be elicited when words are put into context and form 

a statement. Ricoeur contends the semantic of the word, or lexical entity, "demonstrates 

very clearly that words acquire an actual meaning only in a sentence and that lexical 

entities . . . have merely potential meanings in virtue of their potential uses in typical 

contexts" (1 69). While Ricoeur here uses polysemy to discuss contextual necessity, the 

atypical contexts of metaphor are still shown to be applicable. Through use, and only in 

the interaction of clashing semantic fields, Uie metaphor transcends the boundary of the 

total semantic field whose sum constitutes the literal meaning of language, "nevertheless 

this metaphoncal use must be solely contextual, that is, a meaning which emerges as the 

unique and fleeting result of a certain contextual action" (169). 

For Ricoeur, most theories of metaphor faIl short ofthe mark in their apparent 

disregard for what he considers the genuinely creative character of metaphorical meaning. 



He believes many theorkt fail to recognize that: 

in the metaphoricai statement ... contextual action creates a new meaning which is 

indeed an event, since it exists only in that particular context ... if it [a 

metaphor] is adopted by an infiuential part of the language community, it may 

become an everyday meaning and add to the polysemy of lexical entities, 

contributing thereby to the history of language as code or system. (170) 

What Ricoeur claims has happened to the concept of metaphor, then, is that theorists 

adopt dead metaphors as objects of inquiry, metaphors that have already been subsumed 

by the polysernic system of literal meaning (Le. Richard is a lion). Then, and only through 

a retrospective analysis that ignores the metaphor as an event, the theorists corne to 

determine what had once been innovative meaning in a particular context to be nothing 

more than a 'system of associated comrnonplaces', whereby simple word substitutions can 

bring the statement back to its literal 'origins'. Ricoeur investigates the role of logical 

absurdity in metaphorical construction to argue against his theoretical predecessors: 

we have the choice of either p r e s e ~ n g  the literal rneaning of the subject and the 

modifier [Black's subsidiary subject] and hence concluding that the entire 

sentence is absurd, or attributing a new meaning to the modifier so that the 

sentence as a whole makes sense." (173) 

This attribution of meaning on the part of the readernistener of the metaphor is in 

contradiction to the literal semantic fields of both subject and modifier, and yet it stiii 

remains a "meaningful self-contradictory attribution" (173). This is due to the fact that 

metaphor transforms a property of the thing(s) talked about into a sense for the relation 



that evolves between the contradictory things in the metaphor. In other words, Ricoeur 

believes that the attribution of meaning to a metaphor allows for a 'momentaxy creation of 

language' where the intersection of opposing semantic fields results in the construction of 

meaning for the whole of the sentence. a whole that becomes (contra Davidson) more than 

the sum of its literal constituents or parts (Le. words). 

What I find attractive about Ricoeur's theory is the movement away fiom analysis of 

language as a set code toward an understanding of language as an event: the notion that 

metaphors are experiences rather than devices. Language's importance is not only to be 

found in the dissection of its constmctions--the phoneme (and morpheme), the grapheme, 

the word, the sentence-but also in its use. First and foremost, language is discursive; it is 

an encounter. It is used dialogically, and is understood dialogically. To subtract dialogue 

from language is to deprive it of its liveliness and its ability to mean anything beyond the 

sum of its own parts. 

What 1 learned during my research of the theories expounded by Paul Ricoeur, Max 

Black, and Donald Davidson (among others) is that any attempt to define metaphors 

automatically assumes to have a standpoint beyond them. A logical analysis of the 



concept of metaphor presupposes a standing Iiteral field of language. The attempt at 

definition ignores its own metaphoricity. What I gradually came to realize was how much 

al1 discourse, al1 dialogue, depends on metaphoncity when straining to achieve an 

understanding between people, and their expenences of events. A purely theoretical, 

logical analysis of the concept of metaphor, whde perhaps necessary, is insufficient for Our 

understanding of it. 

Accidentally, 1 found some of my own thoughts corroborated in Jacques Derrida's 

essay "White Mythology": 

If one wished to conceive and to class al1 the metaphoncal possibilities of 

philosophy, one metaphor, at Ieast, always would remain excluded, outside the 

system: the metaphor, at the very least, without which the concept of metaphor 

could not be constructed, or, to syncopate an entire chah of reasoning, the 

rnetaphor of metaphor. (220) 

Derrida's work unfolds the sticky relationship between metaphysics (speculative reason) 

and metaphors. Philosophy, he says, is nothing but the practice of wearing away originary 

metaphors until they become standard ideas, and idioms, of thought. This process of 

effacement of the metaphorical nature of philosophical language is itself forgotten by 

philosophen, resulting in a "a double effacement" (2 1 1). The double effacement, he feels, 

constitutes the raising of the dichotomy between the sensible and the intelligible that 

guides Western thinking, in which "the claim to keep semantic analysis within a 

metaphysically neutral area oniy expresses ignorance of the simultaneous play of 

unacknowledged metaphysics and wom-out metaphor" (Ricoeur Rule 284). But Derrida 

focusses back on the already worn-away metaphors found in metaphysical discourse rather 
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than the momentary, contextual, liveliness of metaphors-in-use, and while 1 agree with 

many of his cornments, they remain too linguisticaily bound, so our paths diverge at this 

point. 

Still, what Derrida says of this philosophical forgethlness seems invariably to occur in the 

theories on metaphor, and in philosophical theory generdy. Even those theories most 

exuberant about the value and necessity of metaphoricity shy away from the implications it 

holds for their own writing. Paul Ricoeur, in The Rule of Metaphor, goes to great lengths 

to reinterpret Anstotle's definition of metaphor, to extract it fiom the clutches of rhetoric 

and to distance it from metaphysics' noun-centred, substantive conception of language, by 

repositioning metaphoricity in a more discursive theory where its creative import was 

emphasized. The metaphoncity of language, the creative potential it has to interrogate 

and transform our understanding of reality is explicit in his speculations, "the 'metaphonc' 

that transgresses the categoncal order also begets it" (24). However, by the end of his 

inquiry Ricoeur appears to retract his previous efforts when he cails for the maintenance of 

a distinctive valuation between poetical and speculat ive languagelt hinking : 

On the one hand, poetry, in itselfand by itself, sketches a 'tensionai' conception of 

truth for thought. Here are summed up al1 the forms of 'tensions' brought to 

light by semantics: tension between subject and predicate, between literal 

interpretation and metaphoricd interpretation, between identity and 



difference . . . Speculative thought, on the other hand, bases its work upon the 

dynarnism of metaphorical utterance, which it construes according to its own 

sphere of meaning. Speculative discourse can respond in this way only because 

the distanciation, which constitutes the critical moment, is contemporaneous with 

the experience of belonging that is opened or recovered by poetic discourse ... 

Findy, the splitting of reference and redescription of reality submitted to the 

imaginative variations of fictions strike us as specific figures of distanciation, when 

they are reflected and rearticulated by speculative discourse" (3 13; my itdics). 

The consistent separation of poetic/metaphoric language frorn speculative/logical thinking, 

present in most of the theory concerning the concept of metaphor and its impact on truth 

clairns and meaning, is the problematic that my project addresses. There lies, within the 

effaced subconscious of philosophy, a dormant fear, a repression that motivates a great 

deal of speculative thinking. 1 cal1 this repression an anxiety toward the truth. To be 

metaphorical, to be improper, to be figurative, to be undecided, and paradoxical in one's 

thinking is equated with being uncertain, fdse, iilusoly, insensible, and irrational. This 

equation, brought about by the amiety of philosophy, leads to the desire to obviate its 

own use of metaphoncal language and concept-formation, which, in tum, leads to the 

division between poetry and philosophy, and philosophy's subsequent exclusion of poetic 

thinking/writing as a valid medium for descnbing the world, experiences, and Our 
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understanding of them. 

This polarization of the metaphorical and the logical is what might have 

confounded me had 1 not integrated poetry and philosophy, among other discourses, in my 

thesis. With both of them present, even facing one another fiom page to page in a 

dialogical manner, 1 intended to bnng about their similarities and differences through 

contact, through a mutual exchange. One of the purposes of the project is to navigate 

between philosophy and poetry. This navigation is not, however, an attempt to break 

down the differences between the two in order to categoricaliy uni@ them. Instead, it 

hopes to present them in an act of requited love, to have them speak to one another 

directly about, and at, and with, the juncture of their meeting and depamire: metaphors. 

The passages of theory accompanying the poetry within the project are fiom a 

number of different sources--Heidegger, Nietzsche, Paul de Man, Robert Bringhurst, and 

those theorists discussed above, to name a few- and have been taken out of their original 

context. 1 have recruited them, as it were, as voices different fiom my own, as voices in 

conversation with my poems. The poetic/theoretic couplings were designed in the hope of 

creating a new dialogic context, so that each couple may comprise a context in miniature 

that is understandable when isolated, as well as being correspondent to the thmst of the 

work as a whole. Both the poetry and the theory can be read autonomously a d o r  

interactively. The reader, consistently confionted by the lefi and right page combinations, 

will hopefully begin to sense the resonance between this dialogical reading format and a 

possible characteristic of the metaphorical activity it attempts to relate. The fom tries to 

say poeîry is philosophy, pphosophy is poetry. This, also, is a metaphor. 



Metaphor. I have used the word continuaily in this preface. A certain ambiguity does 

surround it. 1 cannot Say what a metaphor means, or whether it m e m  definitively at dl. 

If 1 attempted here to detail the meanhg of metaphor by way of a sequential, 

propositional, logicai order (a logical order fiom which metaphors, by their very nature, 

gesture away), 1 would undertake the task of prematurely bracketing a concept whose 

defining boundaries are limitless. 1 would be limiting, through literal definition (which is 

provisional at best), a concept whose activity includes the creation and transgression of 

literal thresholds. 1 do not wish to do this, as no one can do it successfÙlly. 

This failure to ascribe meaning, however, is not to Say that metaphors are not 

understandable. To mean and to understand: neither is necessarily subordinate to, nor 

inclusive of, the other. That is, meaning, in its classically cultivated and metaphysically 

entrenched sense--present, primary, repeatable, lexically and nominally inert- is not 

always on a coordinate trajectory with understanding. 

M e r  studying, meditating on, reading about, writing about, and writing with 

metaphors for two years 1 am left without any definition, but each encounter, each 

experience has given me unanticipated flashes of insight. 1 can, perhaps, relate a few 

examples of the outcome of my studies. The foliowing are simply meditative out-takes. 

They can be taken or lefi, as the case the may be. They are in no way intended to be 

defining or authoritative propositions conceming metaphors. 

A metaphor, Aristotle relates in the Poetics, "consists in giving the thing a name 



that belongs to something else" (1457 b6-8). A metaphor is a naming, a predication. A 

metaphor, though, is also an unnaming; it displaces one name while attributing another. A 

metaphor is at once both displacement and attribution, through the communion of two 

narnes. This traditional definition of metaphor reveals the irnmediate complications to 

logic that arise when discussing the subject. Always, it seems, a metaphor says something 

is and is not what it proclaims to be. But this naming/umaming at the level of the two 

nouns in relation to one another does not entail a negation. A metaphor is both a naming 

and umarning, simultaneously. The contradiction of stating that something both is d i s  

noi is held in tension. In this way, metaphors can be said to necessarily transgress the laws 

of logical contradiction. 

A metaphor, as well as having a figurative function within a body of language, is 

also a metaphor for, or enacts the metaphor of, understanding. Metaphors are never 

merely listless substitutions for literal meanings. They reach past the literal reckoning of 

our language matrix as code, a code that is noun-centred, that suppresses the import of 

articles, prepositions, and conjunctions, that subordinates predication to naming, and that 

neglects the dialogical character of language use. Metaphoricity enacts the movement of 

understanding-the attention or stretching of our consciousness to the phenornena we are 

conscious of Metaphors are the moment when we recognize that the world, which 

includes us, both is and is not what we think it to be. 

A metaphor entails the use of non-sequential, aternporal language. Metaphors are 

not arguments or propositions, cannot be analytically understood, cannot be couched in 

logic. Syntactical analyses of metaphor miss the point, disregard the image, the spatial and 



iconic moment of metaphoricity. By iconic moment, 1 mean the point of collision between 

the two (or more) contradictory names in the metaphorical statement and the overlapped 

mental image arising simultaneously with this collision. 

Metaphors are not substantive and normative in a syntacticaVgrarnrnatical sense. 

A metaphorical phrase is sornething greater that the sum of its grammatical parts as they 

are literally defined. A metaphor is understood (received and conceived) in the way, Say, 

one recognizes that a stranger is crying out of joy rather than sadness. 

A metaphor is allied to translation. Etymologicaily, both terms designate the 

action of carrying across, or ferrying back and forth. Metaphors involve polyphony, 

counterpoint, and lyric movement in their enactment. 1 use musical terminology here and 

throughout the project to illustrate the point that discourse on metaphors, itself being 

metaphorical, can be ecological or transdisciplinary rather than purely philosophical and 

speculative. 1 understand the term speculaiive as thought expressed in language that 

foregoes its own metaphorical roots, that views language as an logical instrument, and 

that, through abstraction, and dislocation fiom experience and context, attempts to 

consolidate meaning-to idealize reality. 

Al1 metaphors are metaphors of movement. On a semantic, predicative level 

metaphors refuse the opportunity to mean in any static way. Metaphoricity connotes 

referential mobility. 

Trying to ostensively define metaphor inevitably leads to a tautology. The Oxford 

Concise Dictionary definitions for literal and metaphor are as follows (I have added the 

italics): 



literal - taking words in their usual or primary sense without metaphor or ullegory. 

metaphor - the application of a name or descriptive term or phrase to an object or 

action to which it is imaginatively but not literally applicable. 

One only has recourse to other metaphors to speak about metaphors, but this 

ineluctable pull from one metaphor to another, this movement within a moving network, 

might be a key to understanding how we understand, to understanding that what is to be 

understood is dive and in fiux. 

The poetry 1 have written cornes as the result of prolonged, intimate meditation. Each 

piece enters the arena of theones on metaphor open-mouthed and open-eared. Sometimes 

they agree and affirm, in other instances they connote disagreement, and stiU in other 

instances they run off, screaming, in tangents. Mostly, they attend to the enactment of the 

theme that underlines the project--1anguage is metaphoricai. An awareness of this is 

neither epistemologically nor ontologically paralytic. The poems, ranging fiom such forms 

as haibun, ghazal, fiee verse, fable, and even a musicaVvocal fugue, enact the concept of 

metaphor that theory introduces but ultimately fails to validate. The poems gesture 

towards, perhaps, an avenue that d o w s  us to momentarily absent ourselves fiom 

linguistic abstractions with regard to being in the world. 

The poems encourage interpretation and reinterpretation of their significance by 
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the reader. Due to the provisional non-sequentid format of the project, they encourage 

and reward rereading. In the least, each poem is a metaphor for metaphor. At best, they 

are entranceways for the reader into a different form of speculation, they are entranceways 

to experience. Before and d e r  philosophy, before and after poetry, a metasophy exists: a 

love for the carriage of understanding. A metaphor is said to carry or bnng over. What 

does it carry over, what does it retum with? The bringing of bringing-understanding 

someone else's understanding? 1 will leave off here and let the poetry and the philosophy 

speak on their own behalf, to you, and to one another. 
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224 The first authors among the Easterners, Egyptians, Greeks and Latins, and, in 

the second barbarism, the first writers in the modem languages of Europe, were poets. 

225 Mutes make themselves understood by gestures or objects that have natural 

relations with the ideas they wish to signi@. 

226 This axiom is the principle of the hieroglyphs by which al1 nations spoke in 

the time of their first barbarism. 

227 It is also the principle of natural speech which Plato (in the Crarylirs) and afier 

hirn Iamblichus (On The Mysleries ofthe Egyplans) guessed to have been spoken in the 

world at one time ... This natural speech must have been succeeded by the poetic discourse 

of images, similes, cornparisons and natural properties. 

375 Hence poetic wisdom ... mut  have begun with a metaphysic not rational and 

abstract like that of the learned men now, but felt and imagined as that of these first men 

must have been, who, without power of ratiocination, were al1 robust sense and vigorous 

imagination . . . 

-Giambattista Vico The New Science 



Under Ancient Skies 

The impression the sky leaves on the face, 
awakened, brow buckling. Clawing clods o f  earth 
as our tinder bodies burn in the sun, 
we become the tree split by lightning, 

we crawl into the sweat lodge o f  Our heart, 
wring out the body, watch it soak and drain 
into the soil. Reduced to fire, air, water, 
earth and the quaiity of light. The world's 
palaeography cakes on our skin like dust. 



4 

404 Al1 the first tropes are corollaries of this poetic logic. The most luminous and 

therefore the most necessary and fiequent is metaphor. It is most praised when it gives 

sense and passion to insensate things, in accordance with the metaphysics above discussed, 

by which the first poets attributed to bodies the being of animate substances ... Al1 the 

metaphors conveyed by likenesses taken from bodies to signie the operations of abstract 

minds must date from times when philosophies were taking shape. 

409 From al1 this it follows that al1 the tropes, which have hitherto been considered 

ingenious inventions of writen, were necessary modes of expression of al1 the first poetic 

nations, and had originally their full native propnety. But these expressions of the first nations 

later becarne figurative when, with the fùrther development of the human mind, words were 

invented which signified abstract forms or genera comprising their species or relating parts 

with their wholes. And here begins the overthrow of two common errors of the grammarians: 

that prose speech is proper speech, and poetic speech improper; and that prose speech came 

first, and afienvards speech in verse. 

444 .. . And in general metaphor makes up the great body of the language among al1 

nations ... 

-Giambattista Vico m e  



The first relic was found lodged 
in the t hroat, 
when eyes were like hands 
in a river, 
a mouth the wind's pinion. 

The first relic was found, 
trembled through the mouth's socket 
as an echo. 
We lashed it to a tree, bark, 
the root, a Stone, 
river, an ocean. 

That sound tumed the mind into a hand, 
hollowed, reaching to grasp and 
graspable. The sound was convincing. 
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Apparently we read only because what is written is already there, laying itself out before 

Our eyes. Apparently. But the first one to write, the one who cut into stone and wood 

under ancient skies, was hardly responding to the demands of a view requiring a reference 

point and giving it meaning; rather, he was changing al1 relations between seeing and the 

visible. What he Ieft behind was not something more, something added to other things; it 

was not even something less-a subtraction of matter, a hollow in relation to a relief 

Then what was it? A gap in the universe: nothing that was visible, nothing invisible. 1 

suppose the first reader was engulfed by this non-absent absence, but without knowing 

anything about it. 

M .  Blanchot The Infinite Conversation 



Awe was etched by a word 
that kept nothing but the known, 
and desire to be lefi unsaid, 
and desire for the hand 
to touch an unkept stone. 

Before the tool there was flint 
striking fire from stone. 
Before the weapon were hands 
around clean- picked bone; 
in reaching toward something new 
we seek remembrance, 

enter 
the sweat lodge of the heari. 



Metap hor (metuphora) consist s in giving (epiphora) t he thing a narne (onornaios) t hat 
belongs to something else ( allotriou). the transference being either from genus to species 
(apo tou genous epi eidos), or f'rom species to genus ( apo tou eidous epi to genos), or 
from species to species ( apo fou eidous epi eidos). or on the grounds of analogy ( é kala 
to analogon). 

-Aristotle Poetics (1457 b6-9) 

If we went back to each terni in the definition proposed by the Poetics. we could 

recognize in it the mark of a figure ( metphorra or epiphora is also a rnovement of spatial 

translation; eidos is also a visible figure, a contour and a form, the space of an aspect or of 

a species; genos is also an affiliation, the base of a birth, of an origin, of a farnily, etc.). Al1 

that these tropes maintain and sediment in the entangling of their roots is apparent. However, 

the issue is not to take the fûnction of the concept back to the etyrnology of the noun along 

a araight line. We have been attentive to the internal, systematic, and synchronie articulation 

of the Aristotelian concepts in order to avoid this etymologism. Nevertheless, none of their 

names being a conventional and arbitrary X, the historical or genealogical (let us not Say 

etymological) tie of the signified concept to its signifier (to language) is not a reducible 

contingency . 

This implication of the defined in the definition, this abyss of metaphor will never cease 

to stratie itself, simultaneously widening and consolidating itself: the (artificial) light and 

(displaced) habitat of classical rhetonc. 

-J. Demda "White Mythology" 



Blossoming Stone 

By the river's edge the stone, 
having once been a boulder 
large enough to choke canyons, 
fits f i d y  in my palm, 
a pit for my closed fist. 

(considered in itself 
no single thing 

has meaning, beyond 
the rapidly fading agreement 

upon contingencies 
(not even this udowering 

granite 1 thumb, so 

the slight weight it has 
might guide an impulse, 
d e t e d e  my a m ' s  
muscles and tensions 
and the stone will be thrown 

(if only 
to follow, 
fiom the perturbed centre, 
ripples casting out 

and out 



Can one violently penetrate philosophy's field of Iistening without its immediately- 

even pretending in advance, by hearing what is said of it, by decoding the statement- 

making the penetration resonate with itself, appropriating the emission for itself, familiarly 

communicating it to itself between inner and middle ear, following the path of a tube or 

inner opening, be it round or oval? In other words, c m  one puncture the tympanum of a 

philosopher and still be heard and understood by him? 

To philosophize with a hammer. Zarathustra begins by asking himself if he will have 

to puncture them, batter their ears (Müss man ihnen erst die Ohren zerschlagen), with the 

sound of cymbals or tympani, the instruments, always, of some Dionysianism. In order "to 

hear with their eyes" too. 

But we will analyse the metaphysical exchange, the circular complicity of the 

metaphors of the eye and the ear. 

-J. Derrida "Tympan" 



The Organ of Corti 

The cat forgets the sandpaper 
shush shush of tongue 
against paw 
before he preens his whiskers. 

Using the crook of the paw for a tongue. 
It's like writing the voice, or music; 

the face of the mind 
washed clean, 

smiling at the effort. 

Hearing too is oflen forgotten. 
Sounds are forged in the small, 
complicated accident 
of inner ear. 

It begins with a rhythrnic strum and bones 
the size of fleas, 
fluttering hind legs 
as they bite 

the brain. 

Primitive but reliable. 
Workers and collectors 
esoteric as the dinosaur jaw, the age of fossils. 

Sounds take shape 
when the hamrner stnkes 
the anvil, unearths a steelwork of 

(not the shoes that 
clatter on cobblestones 
or hang lucky over the door but) 
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The organ of Corti, which processes sound waves into eIectrical impulses, can be seen 

as the locus in which the sound of something other than ourselves, the phenornena which 

we are conscious of, becomes us. It is in this minuscule organ where the oppositions 

innedouter, identity/otherness, samenesddifference erupt into one another. A metaphor is 

like this organ, in that a rnetaphor is the locus where meaning is translated into 

understanding, a continually beckoning point of exchange, where the contradictions 

between sense and sensation are not resolved but requited in an act of complicity. So that, 

just as a sound will give way to other sound, so, too, will the tension held by the meaning 

of a metaphor give way only to another, newer, metaphoncal tension. 

The metaphor in language (of language) is that turn when meaning, when knowing 

meaning, for al1 its usefulness in Our declarations concerning the reality of the world, is 

transformed into breathing, mobile understanding. 



stimps, catching 
the foot noiselessly in mid-air. 
Swinging the boots that spur the canter, slow trot, 
hi-ho gallop. 
Hearing is a fox-hunt 
with al1 the pomp of opera. 

Voices and instruments passing 
through the anvil choms, 
permanently. 

III 

Clank, grumble, stir. 

Relying on the hammer, anvil, st imp 
alone 

related, 
reiaying electric stampedes 

down 
the spine 
where staggering academies of thought tum 
solid, 

range across our bodies; 

open-mouthed, toe tapping, 
heart chugging up the throat, 
som voce for Bach? 

With laughter? 
Finger snap, 

the hand's interminable gestures. 

Sounds reveal sounds. Avalanche found 
by the siim tremor in a wavelength. 
Cellos lie across anvils, strings down. 
Inside the tenor's 
throat, a hammer blow, the ear 
swells, the bones 

strain, 
the music of your body begins. 



Berggren argues that metaphor involves both dual (or more) references which are 

separated by a recognized type boundary and a textual principle of transference which 

transgresses but does not obliterate the boundary. The ' textual principle of transference' 

seems to mean an ernotional charge or force which causes the intuition of a relation 

between the parts of the metaphor. 

Within this framework Berggren analyses several types of metaphor. First, the 

isolated pictorial, as the words designate, involves a relation of isolated images. Berggren 

credits the ornamental view with observing this type. Second, there is the structural 

metaphor involving the relation of structures. Gestalt perception is involved in this type, 

credited to Aristotle's doctrine of analogy. Finally, there is the textual metaphor based on 

an emotional intuition of similarity or disparity. The three appeal respectively to empirical 

intuition, intellectual intuition, and lyrical intuition. 

-M. Hester The Meaning of Poetic Metaphor 



Mouth, Hands, Eyes, Heart 

animated words 
a bat flight's 
suppleness, butterfiy knife clacking over knuckles and pdm 
dragonfly axes 

hands twinning 
across and forth 
bent neck directs the eyes to a locus o f  knit light and fabnc, 
a loom and skein 

III 

the heart, 
to recognize 
that a stranger is crying ftom joy rather than sadness, 
changes course 
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Kneeling by her as she lay sleeping in his bed, he realized that someone had sent her 

downstream in a bulrush basket. 1 have said before that metaphors are dangerous. Love 

begins with a metaphor. Which is to Say, love begins at the point when a woman enters her 

first word into Our poetic memory. 

-Milan Kundera The Unbearable Lightness of Beinq 



In Between The Thoughts Spoken Are Those Never Heard 
(the time it takes a cigarette to reach my mouth) 

Holding the cup in your hands, white. Watching it find a way to your lips. 
You look as though you are about to expose yourself, give up some 
secret for the first time. Your finger circles the rïm that catches your gaze, 
as if it was the one thing you have wanted to understand without words. 
And right before 1 speak you cock your head, bnng your ear in close, to listen 
for this new language-in the cup, the shy tum of your neck, what 1 have said 
just now. 

Smoke is exhaled, like broomswept dust in a sunlit room. 
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We may usefully consider, for the sake of contrat, the situation of a participant in a 

rule-govemed practice more tightly constrained than speech-say a game of chess. There, 

too, a creative aspect is readily discernible, because even if al1 the mistakes are waiting to 

be discovered (as a master once said) a player must still search for and ultimately choose 

his move: In most chess positions, there is no decision procedure and no demonstrably 

"correct" move. Yet the player's scope for creativity is sharply limited by the game's 

inflexible rules, which provide him always with a finite and well-defined set of options. 

Imagine now a variation, Say "epichess," in which a player would have the right to 

move any piece as if it were another of equal or inferior value (a bishop moving for once 

like a knight, Say, or a pawn) - provided the opponent acceptedsuch a move. There we 

have a primitive mode1 of conversation and discourse, where almost any "move" is 

acceptable if one can get away with it; that is, if a competent receiver will accept it. But 

even here there are sorne constraints upon creativity: one cannot couple any two nouns at 

random and be sure to produce an effective metaphor. (If the reader doubts this, let him 

try to make sense of "a chair is a syllogism." In the absence of some specially constructed 

context, this must surely count as a failed metaphor.) 

-M. Black "More About Metaphor" 



A Man's Reach 

Unfortunately al1 men are mortal, though 
Aristotle's fumiture remains intact. In the wardrobe, 

each shirt on a hanger is a direrent voice of reason, 
conclusions are pressed pants and a well-ironed crease. 

My grandfather would sit d o m  before he spoke, "Men are bom 
naked, Adam was a man". He'd argue with his legs crossed. 

"Make like a hockey player and get the puck outta here"' 
"Why don? you make like a horse's dick and hit the road?" 

Good syllogisms are chairs; with legs to stand on. 
You stood up as the chair in your mind 

keeled over. Making deductions. Tumbling down a long flight 
of stairs to the sound of a Spanish guitar and clapping hands. 

The moon raises questions, too, as it skips 
along the Miramichi like a round, flat Stone. 



By insisting on the distinction between the act and its remit, the seeing as and the 

analysis it produces, Iprovide a logicai means by which an analyss is denied equivalence 

with seeing as ... Thus the statement of the relevant aspects of a metaphor is never 

equivalent to the expenence-act of seeing as with regard to that metaphor. The essential 

reason no equivalence relation is possible is that in seeing as thought and sensation are 

fùsed ... Here concepts and percepts touch. Since in seeing as thought and sensation are 

fùsed, statements about the experience-act of seeing as can no more get the totality of an 

experience-act of seeing as than can statements about red get the sensation of red. Both 

types of statements have, in Wittgenstein's terminology, ostensive meaning. The purpose 

of language in both cases is to indicate or point to a context, not to be a verbal equivalent 

of that context. The explicitly formulated analysis of a metaphor is open to reinterpretation 

in view of the experience-act of seeing as. There is never a closed case in which we have 

got the meaning of a metaphor. An analysis of a metaphor's meaning is openended. 

-M. Hester The Meanine of Poetic Metaphor 

The word "act" in my phrase [experience-act of seeing as] emphasizes the necessity of an 

act of fomulating the relevant sense of the metaphor ... a necessary condition of being said 

to "know" or "understand" a metaphor's meaning is doing something; narnely, analyzing the 

sense of the metaphor. In summary, we try to let the metaphor reveal itself and at the same 

time we interrogate it. 

-M. Hester The Meanine of Poetic Meta~hor 



What He Forgot 

He searched for it 
in the profile of unaware faces, 
knives tucked into boot-calves, 
and syrnpathy for the dying. 

He gazed long and hard 
at city buses cramped with people, 
deployed in the interests 
of speed and readiness. 

He watched movies and read 
magazines splashed with red lips, 
hips, and sleek dresses, 
he scanned remote buildings 
abandoned cars, trashcans, 
but the feeling that 
he had not found it, 
would not leave him. 

He listened for signals in noises, 
he monitored radios and 
celebrations at restaurants, 
especially when there was singing. 

He craned his neck when he heard 
a melody of panic ripening 
in desperate voices, 

he sought out conversations with swans 
gliding past him, effortless, 
on the lake; they rarely spoke a word. 

His survey carried him 
across the continents 
and spanned decades 
until, one day, he noticed 
his stomach was a bamboo hutch 
indiscriminately crammed with buttedies, 
and they were hungry, and he didn't know what they ate. 



Thus metaphoncai imagery related by seeing as is not an interesting sensuous flounsh, 

an embellishment tacked on to metaphoncd meaning ... thought and sensation are 

inseparable because the object of reading is a sensuous object intetpre!ed Seeing as is half 

thought, half experience. The form-content dichotomy does not exist here. Meaning and 

the quasi-experience of images, are here fùsed. The metaphorical imagery which is quasi- 

experienced also rneans in that this fùllness of irnagery eventuates in relevant common 

qualities in the expenence-act of seeing as. The sarne imagery which occurs also means. 

-M. Hester The Meanine of Poetic Metaphor 

Hester claims emphatically that similanty is what results from the experience-act of 

seeing as.' Seeing m' defines the resemblance, and not the reverse. This prionty of 'seeing as' 

over the resemblance relationship is proper to the language-game in which meaning functions 

in an iconic manner. 

-P. Ricoeur The Rule of Metaphor 



He thought he might be dreaming 
but one hundred wings flitting 
against bamboo shoots 
could not be ignored. 

He plucked the pet& fiom roses 
and placed them in the hutch, 
then took the thoms 
and threw those in too. 
The butterflies did not eat. 

With bleeding thumbs, swollen 
plum-like, he collected leaves 
fiom wisteria vines, rolled 
each one up in down 
pinched From bulrushes, 
and hung them, like hammocks, 
off the rafters of his stomach. 
The butterflies rocked themselves to sleep. 

As they slept a breathless, 
many-eyed, insect-sleep, the man 
realized he had forgotten what it was 
he had been looking for a11 this time. 

At dawn, the next day, 
he went on looking anyway. 



Sunlight was ruming like a thin sheet of water over the stony ground and it threw the 

horse into relief It looked as though no hand had ever disturbed the stones that gave it its 

fom. 

The horse had been brought to life on ground called desert pavement, a tight, tlat 

matrix of smail cobbles blasted smooth by sand-laden winds. The uniform, monochromatic 

blackness of the stones, a patina of iron and magnesium oxides called desert varnish, is 

caused by long-term exposure to the sun. To make this type of low-relief ground glyph, or 

intaglio, the anist either selectively tums individual stones over to their lighter side or 

removes areas of stone to expose the lighter soi1 undemeath, creating a negative image. 

-B. Lopez Crossing Open Ciround 

Metaphysics-the white mythology which reassembles and reflects the culture of the 

West: the white man takes his own mythology, Indo-European mythology, his own iogos, 

that is, the mythos of his idiom, for the universal forrn of that he must still wish to cal1 

Reason. Which does not go uncontested ... 

White mythology-metaphysics has erased wit hin itself the fabulous scene that has 

produced it, the scene that nevertheless remains active and stimng, inscribed in white ink, 

an invisible design covered over in the palimpsest. 

-J. Demda "White Mythology" 



Palimpsest 

Sunset breaches the air and belly 
flops through the window. 
The plants listen 
for what they cannot see: 

old wood-spmce shelves 
and maple floor shifiing 
as the thick-gilled light 
staggers in, lists sideways, 
hip-checks the chair, and settles 
on an upturned book. 

The pages open Iike wet sand 
for a ship's hull, 

and the words, 
even as they 
rare@ under this 
landing (t hudless, 

incomparable) 
shoulder the burden 
sheepis hly ; 

written on the dusk, 
the last shadow of a tree. 



Number may be the most obvious characteristic of the plurality of our existence, but it 

cannot really be separated fiom extension, order, sequence, causdity, identity, and other 

kindred characteristics of our physical world constmct. When we see a group of objects 

on a table, we may give immediate expression to their distinctness and multiplicity by 

counting them. But we cannot do this uniess we perceive the objects in some order, as 

nonoverlapping, uniquely identifiable things, which assumes a spatiotemporal and material 

view of the world. 

-R. Jones Physics As Metaphor 

To get at the idea of numbers and counting, the mathematician introduces the notion of 

the cardii~ality of a set. The objects that make up a set are called its mernbers or elements. 

Two sets are said to have the same cardinality if each element of one set corresponds to a 

single, unique element of the second set, and if in making this correspondence, we exhaust 

al1 the elements of both sets. This is called a one-to-one correspondence. One simply 

compares two sets, member by member, to see whether they have the same cardinality. A 

unique one-to-one correspondence means that every element of each set is used once and only 

once in making the comparison. It should be intuitively cfear that when two sets have the 

same cardinality, they have the same number of elements. 

-R. Jones Physics As Metaphor 



Numbers 

Real, unreal, integers, 
and the casual death 
zeroes cary in tow. 
There are even 
irrationals, bat 
flaps of curlicued threes 
struggling to escape algebra, 
or wobbly eights 

dodo-dodo-doeing 
off into a cartoon sunset. 
Those are rarities, 1 think, 

because I've only met 
the hard-nosed-cop 
sensibility of the rationals, 
their stem, things jztst donft add up 
account of the situation, 1 'm a ntimber. 
il's what 1 do. 

Fractions, 
exactitude with eyes for infinity. 
You and me both, Zeno, 
I'm still certain 1 can always leave 
one last drop of milk in the carton 
for someone else to drink. 

Mysteries, 
singularities perched in the head, 
at the heart of each a metaphor 
that asks, Which came first. 
one, two, three, or corinting? 

Then the mind cornes 
hollering for recognition, 
and with the di-de click of an abacus, 
a leap that clears the ego, 
we tally, confer, distinguish 
blend, become bound 
to the countability of living. 



Fint, science itself no longer views matter as substance. Atoms are not hard little balls. 

-R Jones Physics As Metaphor 

Yet al1 the knowledge on earth will give me nothing to assure me that this world is niine. 

You describe it to me and you teach me to classi@ it. You enumerate its laws and in my thirst 

for knowledge 1 admit that they are true. You take apart its rnechanism and my hope 

increases. At the final stage you teach me that this wondrous and multi-coloured universe cm 

be reduced to the electron. Al1 this is good and 1 wait for you to continue. But you tell me of 

an invisible planetary system in which electrons gravitate around a nucleus. You explain this 

world to me in an image. 1 realize that you have been reduced to poetry: I shall never know. 

Have 1 time to become indignant? You have already changed theories. So that science that 

was to teach me everything ends up in hypothesis, that lucidity founders in metaphor, that 

uncertainty is resolved in a work of art. What need have 1 of so many efforts? The soft lines 

of these hills and the hand of evening on this troubled heart teach me much more. 1 have 

retumed to my beginning. 

-A. Camus The Myth of Sisyphw 



Matter 

Crow, poor crow, 
curdled-milk caws 
fiom the chest wont help: 

you are matter, 
not a flurry- 
a black cartwheel 
drawn to the sky by desire. 
Not even substance anymore. 

And birch, whiteskin, 
sunlicked, 
you are frailer 
than yourself- 
not winter's pale cousin, 
not substance: 

matter. 

Pond, unstirred, 
green- brown mud light, 
you are not the prospect 
or memory of naked limbs, 
not the emptiness 
Sunday afiemoons collect 
slowly, not iùllness: 

matter. 

Sun, eye flaring, 
coronal glare, 
you are no secret formula, 
myt hology or alchemy, 
between States, no molten 
understanding: 

nothing but matter. 



Crucible of the world, 
re-elernent us, force us back: 
the first, the only metaphors 
are earth, air, water. 
Fire. 

, -Jan Zwicky fiom "Potatoes" 

These beautifùl and unique atornic patterns with their symmetric lobes, petals, rings, and 

starlike emanations are in tum reflected at the macroscopic level in endless variety in al1 the 

marvellous crystalline structures of matter. The snowflake and the diarnond alike owe their 

superb syrnmetries to these electron pattems. 

And yet we must recall that these symmetric electron pattems are not imprinted on any 

solid substance or ultimate matter. The electron wave is not a picture of an electron, but only 

a visual representation of the chances of finding it somewhere in space. The pattems are 

probability distributions, mathematical fictions, castles in air. 

-R. Jones Physics As Metaphor 



Sky, blue limit, 
you are closest to escape, 
but I'm afraid your alibi, blankness, 
is only a clever ruse. 
You do not tug the coat-tails 
of space, pull the wool over 
anyone's eyes. You, too, 

are matter. 

Crow birch pond sun sky, 
rnolecular wish corne true, 
unstable end to change; 
we are al1 bodies of chance 

the summons of risk. 



The inner experience of time contrasts markedly with that of space, and yet we ofien 

spatialize time. The spatial approach is fiequently used in the more objective handling of 

time, in particular in its measurement. When we speak, for example, of time intervals and 

durations or of time order and sequence, we have in rnind an imaginary long straight axis 

of time with points on it locating events dong it measunng the elapsed time between 

events. The very words interval, ditration, sequence evoke spatial images that help us 

think about time and its measurement. In other words, for quantitative and related 

conceptual purposes, we picture time as a kind of one-dimensional continuous space. It is 

in this spirit that the theory of relativity treats tirne as the founh dimension, added to Our 

physical three-dimensional space. 

-R. Jones Physics As Metaphor 

For it is the quality of experience that precedes the continuum in which we imagine it to 

exist. Time is no empty container we fill. Linear, extemal time is abstracted from the organic, 

human temporal experience; the former is a simplified metaphor for the latter. 

R .  Jones Phvsics As Meta~hor 



Time 

The photograph has been taken 
down from various walis and folded for transport 
so often, a bold white crease 
cuts the scene in half The image hasnt faded- 

the five of us, 
shoulder to shoulder, 

the van behind, hitched to a tow truck, 
its massive ass-end lified and exposed, 
de@ ng gravity . 

Not two hours on the TransCan, 
gonk-gonk-gonk-kakakaka, enraged geese 
inside the motor, Morgan's 
face dropping altitudes 
as we exited at Madoc. 

The van lurched into the corner store's 
parking lot looking more than stranded, 
Our calamity obvious 

and gossip worthy. 
Kindness was quick as srnall-town news 
and help amved. 

Known only as the Downy-man, he was 
jack of al1 trades, local witch doctor, 
the kind of man 
who carried silence with him, 
the way only men who have worked from the age of nine 
can cany silence with them. 

Perfonning a sacred rite 
he Iifted the hood, rattled the pumps and wires, 
poked caps, closed the hood, 
got in and, with a saintly touch 
of the keys, tumed the engine over. 
We were hushed, lungs locked, 
ready to witness something 
just shy of a miracle. 

It ended in seconds. A few gasps, 
more churning in the engine's bowels, 
a grimace fiom the Downy-man, 
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Relativity distinguishes between two lands of event-relations. Any pair of events that can 

be causally connected are said to have a tinrelike separation between them; al1 other pairs that 

cannot be causally c o ~ e c t e d  are said to have a pcelike separation. 

* * *  

The light cone has becorne a vev farnous metaphor in modem physics for the boundary 

in spacetime between spacelike and timelike events. The tenn is even used symbolically in 

talking about the four-dimensional representation for the physical world, although clearly we 

cannot picture four-dimensional geometry, and, in any case, the bounding surface would not 

be a cone. 

Thus our knowledge of the constancy and finiteness of the speed of light taken together 

with the theory of relativity, which adopts this speed as an ultimate lirnit and gives us a new 

combined view of space and time, Ieads us to conceive of the physical world as divided into 

two regions of spacetime by the light cone. And this division separates the causal and 

potentially causal from the noncausal, the timelike fiorn the spacelike. The vast region of 

spacetirne lying outside the light cone contains al1 the events that can have no possible causal 

connection with the here-and-now eved at the apex of the cone. Relative to Our immediate 

consciousness at the present instant and location, there are an infinite number of events 

penneating the infinite reaches of spacetime which are neither available nor communicable to 

us through any causal means. 

-R. Jones Phpics As Metaphot 



Yep, you boys popped a rod Y m  're Iuchy 
none of ya was Cnrrt, explaining the evils 
of popped rods, which sometimes pierce the block 
and fly into the cabin at am-, foot-, 

hand-severing speeds. 

We listened intently and nodded 
as if, by describing these possible dangers, 
we believed he had played some crucial role 
in the preservation of our lives. 

Waiting time-aftemoon heat curled over us, 
licked the moming mood from Our faces. 
Tirne for the tow to corne. Time 
spent on memories of similar predicaments. 
Time enough to invent exploits for the Downy-man. 
We were not unhappy, just fùtureless. 

Hydraulics squeaied as the truck hoisted 
our faded hope of Halifax on its chains and pads. 
Sean fetched his camera and we lined up, 
conscious of the camera's indifference, 
smiling at the blind eye of the lens 
"for posterity", 

someone chuckled, 

Click. 
Future gone, past gone, 
laughter, bad jokes, 
the smell of humid cedar, 
the smell of highway travel 
through the window, 
the day's acrobaties, 

missing. 

The camera does not capture moments, 
it confiscates them. 

On the wall 
a flashbulb inaccuracy, 
speed of light trapped and hanging 
like a trophy. This photograph, 
this arriva1 of ghosts remains, 
as 1 do, as ever, 
nostalgie for the present. 
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Our modem notion of space is a compound metaphor that embodies ail our concepts 

and experiences of separation, distinction, articulation, isolation, delimitation, division, 

differentiation, and identity. Fundamental to al1 of these is the idea of distance, for one 

cannot distinguish and identib overlapping things. 

-R. Jones Phvsics As Metaphor 

Just as space only becomes an object of thought by mentally removing the objects that 

are related to one another in it, so 'me-gs' as such are now conceived by themselves for the 

tim time, and a concept is created for them by mentally removing the things that are named 

by the meaning of the words. Meanings, too, are like a space in which things are related to 

one another. 

H .  G. Gadamer Truth and Method 



S pace 

scientific innuendo 

the implication of movement 

nothing piggybacking on everything. 
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How are we to know what the temporalization and the spatialization of a meaning, of an 

ideal object, of an intelligible tenor, are, if we have not clarified what "space" and "time" 

mean? But how are we to do this before knowing what might be a logos or a meaning that 

in and of themselves spatio-temporalize everything they state? What logos as metaphor might 

mean? 

-J. Derrida "White Mythology" 

If one scrutinizes the cornerstones of existence-space, time, matter, and their 

enumeration-closely together, one quickly cornes to see that not only are they conceptually 

interdependent, but also interchangeable. These four cardinal metaphors, while maintaining 

each other by relation, continually supplant, or supplement, one another, even in their 

supposedly rigid, scientific definitions. This interchangability expresses a prirnary vocabulary 

at work in our understanding and Our conceptualizing. So that space, time, matter, and 

number, which ail act to fix and determine meaning, as well as provide boundaries for 

existence, are themselves determined and defined (compulsively so) metaphoncally. Because 

of this, metaphoncity might be regarded as the initial possibility for thought. Viewed another 

way, one might say that metaphoncity pre-cedes language, by a heartbeat, as the first means 

of cotlceptually understanding our experience of the world. Our first attenfion io is a 

metaphor. 



Undecidable Dimensions 

My mind is seconds long and weighs 
four hours, seventeen days 
two months, twenty-five years. 

It's taken a one hundred 
seventy-three pound journey 
to arrive and speak (the larynx 
accounting for less than an ounce). 

History is tonnage of disposal, 
constellations measure always 
one day distant. 
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It is indeed not a question of ontology, of things as they are, but of authority, of things 

as they are decreed to be. And this authority cannot be vested in any authoritative body, for 

the fkee usage of ordinary language is camed, like a child, by the wild figuration which will 

make a mockery of the most authontarian academy. We have no way of defining, of policing, 

the boundaries that separate the name of one entity Corn the name of another; tropes are not 

just travelers, they tend to be smugglers and probably smugglers of stolen goods at that. What 

makes matters even worse is that there is no way of finding out whether they do so with 

criminal intent or not. 

-P. de Man "The Epistemology of Metaphor" 

The drive toward the formation of metaphors is the fundamental human drive, which one 

c m o t  for a single instant dispense with in thought, for one would thereby dispense with man 

himself 

-F. Nietzsche "On Truth and Lies in a Nonmorai Sense" 



Each Others' Invention 

1 am the smuggler, my brothers and sisters 
are legendary 

trespassers. 

1 am the ambusher of conversations, at the pass. Watch me 
in the swagger of a pissed off cowboy, 
reach for the sky pardner, 
(haven't faced the noose yet.) 

1 am architect-the bridge-builder, 
repaiman, I've fixed 
more things than you know, 
no charge. 1 am tireless. 

By day 1 Wear a face 
of uncanny resemblance; 
the goods trader, trade-maker, 
fangler of new contraptions, 
left hand of science. 
1 am the flavour of whole cultures, 
a treasury to nations. 

At night 1 am criminal, 
walk tightropes, a cat burglar fingenng 
tarnished loot on the roofkops. 

You and 1, 
we are each others' invention. 
Catch me if you can. Don't hesitate, 
don't speak before you act, 

1 move with the instinct of light. 
1'11 burgle the meaning 

fiom your pursed lips. 



1s there not, in Gadamer's ternis, a 'metaphoric' at work at the origin of logical thought, 

at the rwt of al1 classification? This is a more far-reaching hypothesis than the others, which 

presuppose an already constituted language within which metaphor operates. Not only is the 

notion of deviation linked to this presupposition, but also the opposition between 'ordinary' 

language and 'strange' or 'rare' language, which Anstotle hirnselfintroduced, as well as, most 

definitely, the opposition introduced later between 'proper' and 'figurative.' The idea of an 

initial metaphorical impulse destroys these oppositions between proper and figurative, 

ordinary and strange, order and transgression. It suggests the idea that order itself proceeds 

fiom the metaphoncal constitution of semantic fields, which thernselves give rise to genus and 

species. 

-P. Ricoeur The me of 

It is h m  beyond the difference between the proper and the non-proper that the effects of 

propriety and nonpropriety have to be accounted for. By definition, thus, there is no properly 

philosophical category to qualify a certain number of tropes that have conditioned the 

so-called "hdamentai," "structuring," "original" philosophical oppositions: they are so many 

"metaphors" that would constitute the rubncs of such a tropology, the words "tum" or 

"trope" or "metaphor" being no exception to the rule. To permit oneselfto overlook this vigil 

of philosophy, one would have to posit that the sense aimed at through these figures is an 

essence rigorously independent of that which transports it, which is an already philosophical 

thesis, one might even say philosophy's unique thesis, the thesis which constitutes the concept 

of metaphor, the opposition of the proper and the nonproper, of essence and accident, of 

intuition and discourse, of thought and language, of the intelligible and the sensible. 

4. Derrida "White Myt hology " 



Ars Poetica-A Found Poem 

From philosophy, rhetoric 
a fine open fabric-learning to cult ivate, 
by means of a lapidary's 
reckoning, patience . . . made 
by wemting ~hread ln patterns 

a formula-brief, condensed, 
econornical, almost mute-a cord 
or Iearher strip passed 
through eyelets or hooks 
pulled tight and fastened 

Value, gold, the eye, the sun, etc., 
are camed dong, flaveur or fortrfy 
with a dash ofspirits 
the pitifûl peripatetic 
(a cheek laced with blood) 
who does not recognize 
his own figure and does not know 
where it has marched him to. 

And would the sun always be able to sow? 
Streak (a sky etc.) wzth colozrr, 
embroider a biind spot 
or central deafhess, 
trini with lace, 
lash, beat, defeeart ? 

The field is never saturated. 

Pass ihrough: 

There is always, 
absent fiom every garden, 
a dried flower in a book 

The italicized lines are taken from the Concise Oxford Dictionary definition for the word 
lace. Ail other lines in the poem can be found in Jacques Derrida's essay, "White 
Mythology". 
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It's not only that we can't provide an exhaustive catalogue of what has been attended 

to when we are led to see something in a new light; the difficulty is more fundamental. 

What we notice or see is not, in general, propositional in character. Of course it may be, 

and when it is, it usually may be stated in fairly plain words. But if 1 show you 

Wittgenstein's duck-rabbit, and 1 Say, "It's a duck," then with luck you see it as a duck; if 1 

say, "It's a rabbit," you see it as a rabbit. But no proposition expresses what 1 have led you 

to see. Perhaps you have come to realize that the drawing can be seen as a duck or as a 

rabbit. But one could come to know this without ever seeing the drawing as a duck or as a 

rabbit. Seeing as is not seeing that. Metaphor makes us see one thing as another by making 

some literal statement that inspires or prompts the insight. Since in most cases what the 

metaphor prompts or inspires is not entirely, or even at all, recognition of some truth or 

fact, the attempt to give literal expression to the content of the metaphor is simply 

misguided. 

-D. Davidson " What Metaphors Mean" 

literal -ut$. 1 taking words in their usual or primary sense without metaphor 
or allegory ( literal interpretution) . 

metaphor il. 1 the application of a name or descriptive term or phrase to an 
object or action to which it is imaginatively but not literally applicable. 

figurative adj. 1 a metaphoncal, not literal. b metaphorically so called. 

Definitions taken From The Concise Oxford Dictionarv 



A Philosophical Debate 

Seeing as is not seeing that, 
which is to Say, 

whd you desire is knowledge without a medium 
whut you seek is the clarity oj: not light, but vision 

there is one metaphor: 
what is 
is what is absent 
fiom the image 
set finnly 
in your rnind- 

if's a duck 

it's a dzrck, 

duck season 

drrck season 

rab bit season, 

it's a rabbit 

it's a rabbit 

rabbit season 

rabbit season 

rabbit season 

no, duck season- 
Bang. 



understanding n. & adj. -n 1 a the ability to understand or think; intelligence. b the 
power of apprehension; the power of abstract thought 2 an individual's perception or 
judgement of a situation etc. 3 an agreement; a thing agreed upon, esp. idormaiiy &uirm 
understanding with the rival company; comented on& on this understanding). 4 harmony 
in opinion or feeling (dishrrbd the gwd understanding between them). 5 sympathetic 
awareness or tolerance.4j.  1 having understanding or insight or good judgement. 2 
sympathetic to others ' feelings. 

is 3rd sing. present of BE. 

dance n. & v. -v. 1 intr. move about rhythmicaliy alone or with a partner or in a set, 
usu. in fixed steps or sequences to music, for pleasure or as entertainment 2 intr. move in 
a lively way; skip or jump about 3 tr. a perform (a specified dance or form of dancing). b 
perfoxm (a specified role) in a ballet etc. 4 intr. move up and dom (on water. in the field 
of vision, etc.). 5 ZR move (esp. a chiid) up and dom; dandle. 

across prep. & &dit -prep. 1 to or on the other side of ( waiked across the rmd; iives 
across the river). 2 from one side to another side of ( rhe cover stretched across the 
opening; a bridge across the river). 3 at or forrning an angle (esp. a right angle) with 
(deep nrts across his legs). 

a adj. (aiso an before a vowel) (called the indefinite article) 1 (as an unemphatic 
substitute) one, some, any. 2 one like (a Judas). 3 one single (nut a thing in sighl). 4 the 
same (afl of a sire). 5 in, to, or for each ( twice a yem; $20 a mm; seven a side). 

bridge n. & v. -n. 1 a a structure carrying a road, path, railway, etc., across a Stream, 
ravine, road, railway, etc. b anything providing a connection between different things 
(Engiish is a bridge between nations). 2 the superstructure on a ship from which the 
captain and officers direct operations 3 the upper bony part of the nose 4 Mus. an upright 
piece of wood on a violin etc. over which the strings are stretched. 5 = BRIDGEWORK. 
6 Biiliurds etc. a a long stick with a structure at the end which is used to support a cue for 
a difiïcult shot. b a support for a cue formed by a raised hand. 7 = landebridge. 

Concise Oxford Dictionary 
. . - 



Understanding 1s Dancing Across A Bridge 

Understanding is dancing 
over a bridge. 
What 1 mean 

to say: we are 
held hands swaying, 
and possible: the passenger 

across a bridge is 
not the body but 
the movement of limbs: our opportunity 

to dance 
has never been 
this great before: do you know 

the Waltz? 
There is a necessary 
space for the steps: let the distance 

unfold us, 
we can place 
our feet there: what 1 mean 

to Say: all of this, 
and also : 

One two, one two three ... 
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An Intimacy of Far-Flung Threads 

These translations, or variations, are an attempt to highlight and enact the process 

occuning within a single language when one encounters a metaphor. To translate is to carry 

across which is, to my rnind, the same motion of carrying over or between that occasions 

every metaphor. The translator becomes an arbiter of metaphoncal sense, and likewise, the 

poet, the metaphorician, continually undergoes the task of translating within a language. 

In this respect, you might say that eveiy dialogue effects a translation of sorts, transporting 

communication back andforth between two worlds of understanding, two mutually exclusive 

horizons; you and 1. The metaphor, the translation, is the linguistic mode1 and the mediator 

of this reverberative event of understanding. 

The introductions to works of translation often read like apologies and warnings. The 

translaton emphasize their inability to ever fully duplicate the fonn and content of poetry as 

they transport it from one body of language into another. They concentrate on the loss, due 

to some pre-ordained linguistic relativity, of significance, apparently without any insight of 

the potential gain. What is overlooked in these introductions is the bilateral, rather than 

unidirectional, movement of change in meaning that occurs in translation. 

In my translations, English perpetrates a break-and-enter into the German language and 

tries to make off with some vaiuable goods. Atterward, though, I realized that the German 

itself had made off with my poem's wallet. The robber was robbed, or more positively, the 

meaning and sense were not simply taken but bartered for. Even more to the point, each was 

a gift to the other, as neither was anticipated. 

The consequences to both languages are further reaching than the product of the 



50 

translated poem on the page. In translation there is a collision of two languages, and this 

collision reveals obstacles as frequently as it does gateways. Perhaps obstacles arise more 

frequently. The situation is only compounded when attempting to translate so-called 

metaphorical language, imagery, and symbols-many of which are culturally and historically 

bound in their connotations. Nevertheless, even these impasses to meaning between languages 

widen their respective semantic fields. The impasses become fixed points, straddling both 

languages, where each isolated reckoning of the world must cal1 itself into question and 

search for compromise. In poetry, this gesture is a matter of course. 

1 selected these four poems for translation because each spoke to this mobile, resonant 

sense of translation and metaphor in language. Paul Celan's poems maintain that translation 

always arises out of silences, or the unspoken, and that these silences are unbridgable. The 

question that gives pause is: how is it that we have corne to understand this by way of a 

transported poem? Rainer Mana Rilke's poems, in their metaphoncal density, parallel the 

activity of metaphorical attention with understanding. Where we once passed over the 

contradietory and the unknown with silent awe, we now negotiate through them with this 

flawed perfection; language-the metaphorical leap. The leap is not transcendent, but rather 

a carriage across and back again. 

Silence retums time and again to this process of camage: necessarily so. The act of 

translation, the moment of collision, requires a certain silence on the part of the translator. 

That silence is a prolonged hesitation that detemiines where and when, and with what 

prejudicial baggage, the poem will proceed on its joumey across. The alternatives speak, the 

decisions are silent, the outcorne, the poem, is heard. 



1 would like to speak here to one of those decisions, the decision to retain the German 

titles of the poems in the translations. The titles were, for Celan and Rilke, the initial (or 

final?) impulse to narne their work, to create a particular clearing where the poetry could 

amble about. Titles are not fences but signposts, and should be acknowledged. Because of 

this, 1 feel 1 should honour the spaces cleared by these poets. But this acknowledgment out 

of respect is less important than the message the German title will hopeîùlly relay to the 

readers. The foreigness of the titles irnplies the act of understanding is never one of 

completion. They explain, what you are about to engage is something dtfferent in fmi l im  

gzhe. Under each Enghsh word dwells an alien, Geman one-the reader, in reading, will be 

attending to both. In this way, interpretation is continuous, and is so because rneaning itself 

is constantly mobile and charneleon-like. 

The German titles also point, one last time, to the collision and subsequent interaction of 

the two languages. "Sprachgitter" is no longer simply the Celan poem but both his poem and 

mine in conversation. The name designates a diaiogical exchange. Arguments concerning the 

imrnutabiiity and sanctity of poetry will no doubt arise at this suggestion. To these 1 respond 

that only the poet of the original cannot re-&te, with different words, the sarne poem. 

However, this transmutation occurs every time it is read, or heard, or translated by someone 

else. There is no inert, poetic vacuum of rneaning. Quite the contrary; poetry is written for 

the other eye to see, the other ear to Listen, another mind to understand. 
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Da dich das geflügelte Entzücken 
über manchen frUhen Abgrund trug, 
baue jeta der unerhorten Brücken 
kühn berechenbaren Bug. 

Wunder ist nicht nur im unerklarten 
ùberst ehen der Gefahr; 
erst in einer kiaren reingewahrten 
Leistung wird das Wunder wunderbar. 

Mitzuwirken ist nicht Überhebung 
an dem unbeschreiblichen Bemg, 
irnmer inniger wird die Venvebung, 
nur Getragensein ist nicht genug. 

Deine ausgeübten Krafie spanne, 
bis sie reichen, zwischen zwein 
Widersprüchen ... Denn im Manne 
will der Gott beraten sein. 



SincdAs you the winged delight 
over many an early abyss carried, 
bui1d now the audacious bridges 
[the] fearlessly calculable arc [of]. 

[There is] wonderment not only in the unexplained 
suMvaVovercoming of danger; 
only in a deadpure granted impurity 
achievement becomes the miracle miraculous/fÙ~l of wonder. 

To contribute is not hubns 
in the indescribable co~ection, 
ever more intimate becomes the weaving-together, 
only being carried is not enough. 

Stretch your impIemented powers 
until they suffice between two 
contradictions.. .for in man 
will god advised be. 



... poetry also has to do with crossing borders and with bearing precious loads. That is 

what metaphor seems to mean - to carry things across - and that is what the loons and the 

goldeneyes do as they dive and rise, feeding in the bay that is ten yards down and five yards 

out from my open door. 

It seems to me, though, that my personal history has, and ought to have, rather little to do 

with my writing. Many of my contemporaries prefer to let the events of their Iives set the 

shape oftheir poems. But myth, as opposed to 'mere literature,' never works in this way. In 

myth, form and content are not identical, nor is one an extension of the other, though there 

is living tension between them, just as there is in our bodies and in the annual migrations of 

those birds. (By the form of a myth or poem, 1 mean more than its acoustic or typographie 

fom; 1 mean its narrative or meditative shape, plot, structure, the higher grammar of image 

and event. And by content 1 mean, among other things what Jose Ortega y Gasset had the 

wisdom to cal1 the higher algebra of metaphor.) 

-R. Bringhurst Pieces of Map. Pieces of Music 
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Begin to build the fearlessly 
precise arc of bold bridges 
where awe, wing-steady, once camied 
you across the many rifts. 

Wonder isn't only felt in an unexplained 
s u ~ v a l  of danger; 
an achievement, granted by a perfect flaw, 
becomes an even greater miracle. 

To send your voice into the unsayable 
connections is no arrogance, 
the web is an intimacy of far threads, 
and being borne across is not enough. 

So stretch your practiced powers 
until they span two 
contradictions.. .For in man 
the word will be advised. 



Romische Fontane 
Borghese 

Zwei Becken, eins das andre übersteigend 
aus einem alten runden Marmorrand, 
und aus dem oberen Wasser leis sich neigend 
m m  Wasser, welches unten wartend stand, 

dem leise redenden entgegenschweigend 
und heimlich, gleichsam in der hohlen Hand 
ihm Himmel hinter Grün und Dunkel zeigend 
wie einen unbekannten Gegenstand; 

sich selber ruhig in der schonen Schale 
verbreitend ohne Heimweh, Kreis aus Kreis, 
nur manchmal traumerisch und tropfenweis 

sich niederlassend an den Moosbehangen 
m m  letzen Spiegel, der sein Becken Ieis 
von unten lacheln macht mit ùbergangen. 



Roman Fountain 
Borghese 

Two basins, one the other over-ascending 
from out of an oId round marble rim, 
and fiom the upper one water quietly inclining 
to the water , which below waiting stands, 

the quietly speaking being silent in the direction of 
and clandestinely/familiarly/homey, as if in a hollow hand 
it the skyfheavens behind green and dark showing 
like an unknown object; 

itself caldy in the beautifid bowl 
spreading without nostalgia for home, circle beyondgrowing out of circle 
just sometimes drearnily/dreamer-like and drop by drop 

itself settling down on the moss hangings 
to the last mirrorAevel, which its basin quietly 
from below smiling makes with transitions. 
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... motion is a passage and passage is a translation; translation, once again, means 

motion, piles motion upon motion. It is no mere play of words that "translate" is translated 

in German as " ubersetm" which itself translates the Greek "meta phorein" or metaphor. 

Metaphor gives itself the totality which it then claims to define, but it is in fact the 

tautology of its own position. The discourse of simple ideas is figura1 discourse or 

translation and, as such, creates the fallacious illusion of definition. 

-P. de Man "The Epistemology of Metaphor" 



Romische Fontiine 
Borghese 

Two basins, one rising above the other 
Corn an old round rnarble rim, 
and water from the higher quietly attends 
the waters below, which stand waiting, 

meeting the soft speakers with silence 
then, thick as thieves, they reveal 
the sky past the green darkness 
like a secret held in a cupped hand; 

calmly, water spreads in the bowl, 
circle widening past circle. Dreamers, 
drop by drop, without longing for home 

sometimes settle on the rnossy rim 
of that last tier; the basin's smile 
overfiows on the stones beneath. 



Mit Wechselndem Schlüssel 

Mit wechselndem Schlüssel 
schIief3t du das Haus auf, darin 
der Schnee des Verschwiegenen treibt. 
Je nach dem Blut, das dir quillt 
aus Aug oder Mund oder Ohr, 
wechselt dein Schhssel. 

Wechselt dein Schlüssel, wechselt das Wort, 
das treiben darf mit den Flocken. 
Je nach dem Wind, der dich fortstoBt, 
ballt um das Wort sich der Schnee. 



With Changing Key 

With changing key 
unlock you the house wherein 
the snow of the unsaid driftddrives. 
Depending on the blood which wells 
out o f  eye or mouth or ear, 
changes your key. 

[As] changes your key, [sol changes the word 
which to dnve/drift is permitted with the flakes. 
Depending on the wind, which pushes you away, 
balls around the word itself the snow. 



But in any case it seems to me that "the correct perceptionu-which would mean "the 

adequate expression of an object in the subjectN-is a contradictory impossibility. For 

between two absolutely different spheres, as between subject and object, there is no causality, 

no correctness, and no expression; there is, at most, an aesthetic relation: 1 mean, a suggestive 

transference, a stammering translation into a completely foreign tongue-for which there is 

required, in any case, a fieely inventive intermediate sphere and mediate force. 

F .  Nietzsche "On Tmth and Lies in a Nonmord Sense" 



Mit Wechselndem Schlussel 

With a changing key 
we open up the house, where 
the snow of the unspoken drifts. 
The key is cut and re-cut 
in the blood that pours 
from our eye, or mouth, or ear. 

Our changing key, 
Our words, 

drifting fieely with the flakes. 
The snow balls around them, 
depending on the wind which 
rattles shutters, blows back 
you and me. 



S prachgitter 

Augenrund zwischen den Staben. 

Flimmertier Lid 
rudert nach oben, 
gibt einen Blick Frei. 

Iris, Schwimmerin, traumlos und trüb: 
der Himmel, herzgrau, muB oah sein. 

Schrag, in der eisemen Tülle, 
der blakende Span. 
Am Lichtsinn 
erratst du die Seeie. 

(Wiir ich wie du. Warst du wie ich. 
Standen wir nicht 
unter einem Passat? 
Wir sind Fremde.) 

Die Fliesen. Darauf 
dicht beieinander, die beiden 
herzgrauen Lachen: 
zwei 
Mundvoll Schweigen. 



Eye round between the rodshars. 

Shimmenng/glirnmenng [protozoan] animal eyelid 
rows upwards, 
fiees the glance. 

Iris, swirnmer, drearnless and opaque: 
the sky, heartgrey, must be close byhear. 

At an angle, in the iron spout, 
the smoking stick. 
By the sense of light 
guess at you the soul. 

(were 1 like you. Were you like me. 
stood we not 
under one tradewind? 
We are strangers.) 

The tiles. On them, 
close together, the two 
heartgrey puddles: 
two 
mouthsfiill of silence. 
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1 do not beiieve that translation is a secondaq and derived event in relation to an original 

language or text. And as "deconstruction" is a word, as 1 have just said, that is essentially 

replaceable in a chah of substitution, then that can also be done fiom one language to 

another. The chance, first of al1 the chance of (the) "deconstruction," would be that another 

word (the sarne word and another) can be found in Japanese to Say the same thing (the same 

and an other), to speak of deconstruction, and to lead elsewhere to its being written and 

transcribed, in a word which will also be more beautifil. 

When 1 speak of this writing of the other which wiil be more beautifid, 1 clearly understand 

translation as involcing the same risk and chance as the poem. How to translate 

"poem"? a "poem"? ... 

-J. Demda "Letter to a Japanese Friend" 



Sprachgitter 

Eye round between the bars. 

Shimmering amoebic eyelid 
rows upwards, 
fiees the glance. 

Iris, swimmer, dreamless and opaque: 
the sky, heart-gray, must be close. 

Angled, in the iron spout, 
the smoking tinder-stick. 
By the sense of light 
you claim the soul. 

(Were 1 like you. Were you like me. 
Did we not stand 
under one tradewind? 
We are strangers.) 

The tiles. On them, 
close toget her, the two 
heart-gray puddles: 
two 
rnouthsfull of silence. 



Like combed down hair. Like weathered wood, where 
Line, running with, crowds on line and swaying 
Rounding each knot, yet still keeps keen 
The perfect parailel. Like ... in likes, what do we look for? 
Distinctions? That, but not that in sum. Think of the fugue's theme: 
M e r  inversions and divisions, doors 
That no keys can open, comered conceits 
Apprehensions, al1 ways of knowledge past, 
Eden cornes round again, the motive dips 
Back to its shapely self, its naked nature 

-Charles Tomlinson, fiom "GIass Grain" 

The most unpretentious dance tune or the most solemn choral theme seems to beg 

an answer, appears eager for that flight of counterpoint which finds in fbgal technigue its 

most complete realization. 

-Glenn Gould Variations 

The word fugue is derived from the Latin fùga-flight; there being, as it were, a flight or 

pursuit between the various voices or parts, as in tum they take up their leads. 

The special features of interest appertaining to the fugue are: 1, the subJect; II, the 

answer; III, the countersubject; IV, the episode; V, the stretto; and VI, the pedal. 

1. The subject is a short theme of usually about four measures in length; it should be of an 

impressive character, so as to be readily recognized at each repetition; it should be definite 

as to key tonality; and it should, above all, be suitable for contrapuntai treatment. 



Fugue For The Gulf of Mexico (in three voices) 

The gulf beats out 
intuitive t h e  

cradling the day 

a ponderous ark of 
creatures and habits 

rising up 

like blood to the heart 

My pulse 
a litany of 

shells and seabirds 

sunken into 
the body, reaching fiom 

each locked cell 

toward a cancerous moon 

The gulf beats out 
intuitive time 

cradling the day 

a ponderous ark of 
creatures and habits 

rising up 

like blood to the heart 

My pulse 
a litany of 

shells and seabirds 

sunken into 
the body, reaching fiom 

each locked cell 

toward a cancerous moon 

sheIls, ears, 
chambered music 
clambering up alongshore 
as castaways, some deep-boweled 
recollection of sea-bottom 
and threshold, the gulf s umbilici, 
we name you to own 
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II. The answer is the transposition of the subject into the key of the dominant, primarily, in 

order to suit the compass of another voice; sometimes, however, a slight modification is 

made, the answer is then said to be tonal; when the transposition is exact the answer is said 

to be real. A fugue is said to be real or tonal according to its answer. 

III. The countersubject is the name given to the counterpoint which accompanies the answer. 

A regular countersubject must be written in double counterpoint, so that it may be employed 

both above and below the subject (or answer). 

IV. The episode is a passage introduced into a fugue for the double purpose of affording relief 

From the contrapuntal repetition of the subject, and as an opportunity for modulation. 

Episodes are usually constructed on fragments of the subject or countersubject, in order not 

to disturb the character of the fugue. 

V. The stretto (fiom the Latin stringere-to draw close) is the narne applied to that portion 

of a fugue in which the subject and answer follow one another at shorter intervals of time than 

at the commencement. 

VI. The pedal is a sustained bass note, usually the dominant or the tonic, upon which the 

points of imitation are constmcted. 

-J. Humphrey Anger Form in Musiç 



your Song; bleeding tooth, 
milky moon shell, flame helmet, 
apple murex, wide-mouthed purpura, 
lettered olive, true tulip, angel 
wing, Noah's ark, lion's paw, 
lightning venus, rosy fissurella, 
cancellated limpet, wentletrap, 
writhing shell, turkey wing, cat 's eye, 
worm tube, flamingo tongue, 

tell me, 
tell me of the sea's capsized heart, 
a snail's foot, underwater duslq 
turbulent sutures between what 
1 have forgotten. 

Salt and calcareous 
solutions unmeditate me. Whorling 
corpses on the beach bite my heels, then recede. 

Bare- knuckled heat 
allows the mind 

to scuttle crabwise 

in the panic grass 
on dunes, palm leaves 

rasping the air when 

sobering stormclouds gather 

The waves surrender 
needlessness 

the forgotten urge 

swelling up dumbly 
in my mouth 
driving through 

fiom water's dry interior 

Bare- knuckled heat 
allows the mind 

to scuttle crabwise 

in the panic grass 
on dunes, palm leaves 

rasping the air when 

sobering stormclouds gather 
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A fugue may be written for a group of instruments; for a solo instrument such as 

organ, harpsichord, or even violin; for several solo voices or for full chorus. Whether the 

fugue is vocal or instrumental, the several lines are called voices, which indicates the 

ongin of the type. 

The subject or theme is stated alone at the outset in one of the voices-soprano, 

alto, tenor, or bass. It is then imitated in another voice-this is the answer-while the first 

continues with a countersubject or countertheme. Depending on the number of voices in 

the fugue, the subject will then appear in a third voice and be answered in the fourth, with 

the other voices usually weaving a free contrapuntal texture against these. (If a fugue is in 

three voices there is, naturally, no second answer, since there is no fourth voice.) When 

the theme has been presented in each voice once, the first section of the fugue, the 

Exposition, is at an end. The Exposition may be restated, in which case the voices will 

enter in a different order. From there on the fugue altemates between exposition sections 

that feature the entrance of the subject and less weighty interludes known as episodes, 

which serve as areas of relaxation . . . 

As the fugue unfolds there must be not only a sustaining of interest but the sense of 

mounting urgency that is proper to an extended art work. The composer throughout 

strives for continuity and a sense of organic growth. Each recurrence of the theme reveals 

new facets of its nature. The composer manipulates the subject as pure musical matenal in 

the same way that the sculptor molds his clay. Especially effective is the stretto, in which 



The waves surrender 
needlessness 

the forgotten urge 

swelling up dumbly 
in my mouth 
dnving through 

from water's dry interior 

first, winds punch 
the thin treeline, 
a sudden darkening, 
then lightning over water, 
water and light dnven into water, 
the gulf s articulation blurs 
to a burr in a cIoud's throat, 
a dimpled pearl withdrawing 
to the inner recess 
where fish rest motionless. 

What do 1 mean to speak of this 
muted core, an indistinct threat 
chained to the sea-bed, 
sheltered under the loosening 
structure of unsalvaged wrecks? 

The waves move seriously 
bracing the storm's affair, 
a shy lover refùsing to become 

unhinged completely; 
the sea' s silent depth lies 
somewhere between familianty 
and desire. 

1 want to release an idea 
from my chest and gauge 
the many entrances to water 
but a sense of concealment 
leaves me helpless, rendered in sand, dissolving 
on the gulf s blistered margins. 
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the theme is imitated in close succession, with the subject entenng in one voice before it 

has been completed in another. The effect is one of voices crowding upon each other, 

creating a heightening tension that bnngs the fugue to its climax. A fiequent feature of the 

fugue-generally toward the end-is the pedal point, by which we mean one tone, usually 

the Dominant or Tonic, that is sustained in the bass while the harmonies change in other 

parts. The final statement of the subject, generally in a decisive marner, brings the fugde 

to an end. 

-J. Machlis The Enjoyment of Music 

This, in fact, is the fugue's historic problem-that it is not a form as such, in the sense that 

the sonata, or at any rate, the first movement of the classical sonata is a form, but rather an 

invitation to invent a form relevant to the idiosyncratic demands of the composition. Success 

in fugue-writing depends upon the degree to which a composer c m  relinquish formulae in the 

interests of creating fonn and for that reason fugue can be the most routine or the most 

challenging of tonal enterprises. 

G l e n n  Gould Variations 



My lungs clench 
in the saltwater 

suddenly remembering 

the long crawl 
up for air 

that first gasp 

a toothache for memory 

On invisible vectors 
a tern 

plunge-dives below 

the surface and 
the moment collapses 
the mirror of 

this grey impacted sky 

My lungs clench 
in the saltwater 

suddenly remembering 

the long crawl 
up for air 

that first gasp 

a toothache for memory 

On invisible vectors 
a tem 

plunge-dives below 

the surface and 
the moment collapses 
the mirror of 

this grey impacted slq 

seabirds 
distant, twigging on 
imperceptible wind-lags 
like kites, or landing 
with bulk and steady ease, 
the functioning grace 
in the ponderous, combustion 
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Polyphonie music is music in which two or more interrelated but independent 

statements are made at the sarne time, creating a statement that none of these statements 

makes on its own. The statements that are made may imitate each other (as they do in a 

canon or fugue), or they may go their separate ways with one eye on each other (as they 

usually do in a motet). But they retain their independence either way. Their relation is 

that of coequals, not of musical servant and lord. That coequality is why what they say 

can exceed the sum of the parts. 

-R. Bringhurst fiom an unpublished essay entitled "Singing With The Frogs" 

What is a polyphonic poem? It is a poem that is kin in some substantial way to 

polyphonic music. It is a cohabitation of voices. A poem that (to borrow two good verbs 

fiom Dennis Lee) enacfs and embodies plurality and space as well as (or instead of) 

timelessness and unity. A poem in which what-is cannot forget its rnultiplicity. A poern in 

which no one - not the poet, not the reader, not the leader, not God - holds hornophonic 

sway. 

-R. Bringhurst from "Singing With The Frogs" 



held together by wind, torque 
flight-feather and patience, 

a coiled inertia reel, eye combng the surf, 
the thirty foot drop impacting 
on one more meal, we name you 
to hollow our bones for flight; 
brown pelican, magnificent frigate 
aka man'o'war aka hurricane bird, 
pectoral piper, royal t em willet, 
great blue heron, double-crested 
cormorant, reddish egret, long-billed 
curlew, tropicbird, sanderling, 
mddy tumstone, laughing gull, 

show me, 
show me a fish trail, 
the acumen of seeing through water, 
the necessity of routine, how to 
wait rather than remember. The chorus 
of gulls and tems clotting on the shore 
drowns me out. Sandpipers don't give 
second glances as they escon the advancing tide. 

Five dolphin backs 
brief and dense 

curl over Iike 

cogs tuming 
on tidal gears 

a subtle timepiece 

resolving the day's tempo 

My eyes against 
a vague horizon 

sand-scored fossils 

the mechanism of 
a blind man waking 

to move into 

another stage of dreams 

Five dolphin backs 
brief and dense 

curl over like 

cogs turning 
on tidal gears 

a subtle timepiece 

resolving the day's tempo 



Contra~untal Movement and Pol 

The figal technique in music not only parallels the ferrying back & forth of metaphor but 

also, through performance, the polyphonic and contextual dependency of metaphoricity: many 

voices questioning and answenng one another continually, voices flying eagerly between and 

over each other. Contrapuntal movement assumes a polyphony,the passage of different 

voices. This movement is the gallop of metaphor, and this gallop reveals what is understood 

on a metaphoncal level-voices or parts in action. A metaphor's sense is not to be found in 

the meanir~g of each word within a metaphoncd phrase but in the polyphonic texture of each 

word as it cornes into contact with other words. The event of metaphor accords the words 

used in a metaphor with a new range of sound, new rnouths or voices. In this way, every 

word rnight be said to contain a chorus of thousands ofvoices above and beyond the different 

tones of a single voice or meaning. From out of t his chorus, in any given context, one or two 

voices stand out occasionally as soloists-a literal or musical structural determination-but 

the others always continue to hum in the background. 

It is the nature of polyphony, then, to dlow both fugues and metaphors the freedom 

to relax structures (either musical or linguistic) and liberate the many voices and their 

sounding spaces. For this reason the "Fugue For The Gulf of Mexico (in three voices)", as it 

sits on the page, should be viewed as a blueprint for performance rather than any final, 

authoritative structure. The asterisks and columns provide visual boundaries between voices, 

but how these voices CO-ordinate themselves is lefl open. For exarnple, as the tenor passes 

from the subject to the countersubject and the answer in alto is introduced, the voices can 

either read contrapuntally or antiphonally from line to line. 



the gulf is a pulse 
a blind tempo 
driven through tons 
of water to quicken 
and slim time 

the cancerous moon 
tropical eye 
shuffling tides 
and the habits 
of my blood 

My eyes against 
a vague horizon 

sand-scored fossils 

the mechanism of 
a blind man waking 

to move into 

another stage of dreams 

this time, this time 
is of remembering 

too much and 
saying even more speaking for 

what the gulf 
has not told 

we are stranded leaves me stranded 
oceans 
beneath skin 
still drawn 
by the moon 

the blood rushes 
to the heart's 
trapped center 
as 1 float belly-up 
eyes filled 
with saltwater through seawater 

a shell h e m  
each days's mmours 
turn over 

the tides may in the tides 
rise and flood 
my lungs once more 
so my tongue becomes 
a furled wing, a silent pelican, 
having learned to watch for storm fronts. 



Contrapuntal sounding of voices results in the production of what I cal1 'white noise', 

a seeming senselessness (for those of us with less than acute aura1 attention). However, for 

al1 its distortion, white noise drags musicality through it like a skeleton fiorn a closet. The 

transmutation, the clatter, holds significance for the proceeding passages. This kind of 

performance is closer to a musical fugue in its atemporality, its overlap of sequence. 

An antiphonal line to line succession of voices blends the stanzas with greater clarity 

while emphasizing the ferrying motion between voices. That is, the voices reverberate at a 

slower tempo. Both techniques may be employed dunng the exposition, the consequent 

subject developrnent, and in the stretto; both are vital to the metaphorical pull and tug of the 

poem. Both speak to different aspects of how the ear acquires music fiom noise. 

Even the episodes may contain, at the performers' discretion, echoes and resonances of 

sounds. When the lists of shells and birds are invoked by the tenor, the alto and bass have the 

opportunity to re-enter a contrapuntal conversation with the lead. At a phonemic level, the 

echo of bird and shell names, the drawing out of vowels, or the imitation of calls, unfolds the 

stretching fo that metaphorical naming represents. The echoes open the polyphony-and by 

extension, the polysemy-inherent in al1 names. From polyphonic naming arise the tensions 

between distinction and unity, difference and resemblance, familiarity and desire, that are 

intnnsic to metaphoricity. This poem is indeed a performance piece. It becomes a fugue when 

it is heard. 



Pull the fùnk from your voice and speak. What? 
You will never know how much my speechlessness 
has to do with waiting for you to heur it. 

The gulf beats out 
intuitive tirne 

cradling the day 

a ponderous ark of 
creatures and habits 

rising up 

like blood to the heart 



... the borrowed dwelling-as one metaphor arnong others; it is there in order to signi@ 

metaphor itself: it is a metaphor of metaphor; and expropriation, a 

being-outside-one's-own-residence, but still in a dwelling, outside its own residence but still 

in a residence in which one cornes back to oneselÇ recognizes oneself, reassembles or 

resembles oneself, outside oneself in oneself This is the philosophical metaphor as detour 

within (or in sight of) reappropriation, parousia, the self-presence of the idea in its own light. 

The metaphorical trajectory from the Platonic eidos to the Hegelian idea. The recourse to a 

metaphor in order to give the "idea" of metaphor: this is what prohibits a definition, but 

nevertheless metaphorkal'y assigns a checkpoint, a limit, a fixed place: the 

metaphoddwelling. 

-J. Derrida "White Mythology" 

To present men 'as acting' and al1 things 'as in act' - such could well be the ontologicai 

function of metaphoncal discourse, in which every dormant potentiality of existence appears 

as blossoming forth, every latent capacity for action as actualized. 

Lively expression is that which expresses existence as alive. 

-P. Ricoeur The Rule of Metaphor 



Movernent 1s the Beginning 

Homelessness is movement, a déja vu 
dwelling somewhere once 
but not now: the begi~ing 
of resernblance. 

It's like this: 
you spend hours pacing 
back and forth indoors 
on a line between boredom and- 
no, not excitement, but syrnpathy, 

until you step outside 
stroll between one house 
and another, catch falling leaves 
or kick up piles, watch 
squirrels disperse t heir 
madness, share a pigeon thought. 
The Sun is on your face and you 
feel homeless again. Meaningful. 

That is the moment when movement 
is not action, when you are 
almost gone and almost back again, 
knowing checkpoints must be observed 
but passed by, and there is never 
a last train. 

I keep these thoughts in 
some carry-on luggage, 
tucked underneath the worn-in 
couch of my memory. 

Ready 
to Ieave at a moment's notice. 
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He [Aristotle] then defines the components of lexis. Among them, the nominal, the noun. 

It is under this heading that he treats metaphor (epipora onomatos) . Onoma~os certainly has 

two values in this context. Sornetimes it covers the field of verbs, since metaphor, the 

displacement of nouns, also, in the examples given in the Poetics, plays upon verbs. This 

confùsio~ is possible by virtue of the profound identity of the noun and the verb: what they 

have in comrnon is that they are intelligible in and of themselves, have an immediate relation 

to an object or rather to a unity of meaning. They constitute the order of the phone semaiitiké 

from which are excluded, as we will see, articles, conjunctions, prepositions, and in general 

al1 the elements of language which, according to Aristotle, have no meaning in themselves; 

in other words; which do not of themselves designate something. The adjective is capable of 

becoming substantive and nominal. To this extent it may belong to the semantic order. 

Therefore it seems that the field of onoma-and consequently that of metaphor, as the transfer 

of narnes-is Iess that ofthe noun in the strict sense, (which it acquired very late in rhetoric), 

than that of the ~iominaiizable. Every word which resists this norninalization would remain 

foreign to metaphor. 

-J. Derrida "White Mythology" 

Prepositions, conjunctions, aiid articles connote the spatio-temporalization ofmovement 

within language. They are metaphoricity's hamstnngs. 



Conjunction-junction What's Your Function? 

not only about before 
but also after, next 
yet during now and even past, 
still near off among the away 
(and, in an aside, neither 
from nor toward but both). 

Against above and beyond, 
for because across, over 
through or between; always 
upon the inside and outside of- 



Metaphor is poetry's and fiction's great imperative, the engine of radical imagination. 

Every story is a kind of parable, or metaphor, metaphor is imagination - they are utterly fùsed. 

Just as you cm't grasp anything without an opposable thumb, you can't write anything without 

the aid of metaphor. Metaphor is mind's opposable thumb. 

-Cynthia Ozick Metaphor and Memory 

figuring out 
how this involves or becomes or affects or means 

or might just be the same as 

-Don McKay from "There's A Kind Of Terror Which Can Seize You" 



The Place We Sometirnes Go To 
-for Sue 

1 understand you beyond your last words, 
the punctual arousals of dawn, a kiss, 
the weather here. 

Like that place, 
the withinness al1 people go to sometimes, 
shaped by light the colour of blood, 
rare ore, honey-comb, by laughter's vintage 
and the question of tears; a spine of mountains 
vast trernbling fingen fidgeting the atrnosphere, 
where our eyes play 

simple reveilles, 
and we climb, rnindfùl of terrain, 
on the verge of unburdened flight. 



Building and Keeping 

On a sunny moming in June, in a small village nestled somewhere between here and 

there, the carpenter, with a hint of mm on his breath, began another day of building. His bue  

a m s  and shoulders caught the early sunlight and held it taut against his skin as he sawed a 

plank. It would soon become one among many floorboards in an, as yet, unfinished house. 

Every so ofien, the carpenter laid aside his saw and produced a flask from one of the deep 

pockets in his tool belt. He would step back, take a sip, and gaze lovingly upon his 

handiwork. 

The house, still skeletal, was to be the fortieth house the carpenter constructed this year. 

In about a week's time it would be completed and, alongside its older brothers and sisters, 

look down from a hill upon the rest of the village. These houses, because of the care and 

craftsmanship the carpenter put into their construction, were considered the most wondrous 

sights to behold throughout the region. Two, sometimes three, stories high, they rose up 

immensely out of the surrounding hills. Each had many latticed windows, elevated porches, 

sweeping entranceways of unparalleled elegance, and grand arabesques gilding the eaves and  

turrets. In short, each house displayed al1 the finery and accoutrements associated with luxury. 

The carpenter had dso been careful to give every house its own personal touch; a distinct flair 

that made it unique. To see the houses, colour£ùl as peacocks backed only by the blue sky, 

was to realize there was something wanting in one's life, and for this reason the villagers 

bought them up as fast as the carpenter could build. 
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And, tmly, the carpenter was swifi in his work. Swift and methodical. This pleased the 

villagers, though they could never guess how he accomplished so much in so little tirne. 

Nevertheless, aside fi-om this mystery, and aside from his pnvate quirks and eccentricities, the 

people praised the carpenter as the village's most valuable asset. What care did they have that 

he drank too much, or worked alone, or spoke to no one Save the shepherd in the fields 

outside of town? They had new houses, and were happy in them. Besides, the shepherd was 

a gentle fellow, and the people of the village, if it could be said they agreed on anything, 

agreed that a man is made of the Company he keeps. 

The villagers consoled themselves with this belief whenever one of them had a strange 

encounter with the carpenter. Indeed, there was no shortage of these. One recurring oddity, 

much talked about in the hushed tones of gossip, was the carpenter's penchant for singing a 

peculiar little tune while he hammered, sanded, and sawed away. From dawn til dusk each 

day, if sorneone passed by the new houses, they would hear him humming, 

II n y a pas de hors Terre 
il n'y a pas de hors Terre 
que je ne sais pas 
que je ne sais pas 

Ou est le vert? Ou est le verre? 
le verre est vert 
que je sais je sais 



The movements of deconstmction do not destroy structures fiom the outside. They 

are not possible and effective, nor can they take accurate aim, except by inhabiting those 

structures. Inhabiting them in a certain way, because one always inhabits, and al1 the more 

when one does not suspect it. Operating necessady from the inside, borrowing al1 the 

strategic and econornic resources of subversion From the old structure, borrowing them 

stmcturally, that is to say without being able to isolate their elements and atorns, the 

enterprise of deconstruction always in a certain way fdls prey to its own work. 

4. Derrida Of Grammatoloq 

And 1 would Say that deconstmction loses nothing fiom admitting that it is impossible; 

also that those who would rush to delight in that admission lose nothing from having to wait. 

For a deconstructive operation possibility would rather be the danger, the danger of becoming 

an available set of nile-govemed procedures, methods, accessible approaches. The interest 

of deconstruction, of such force and desire as it may have, is a certain experience of the 

impossible: that is, as 1 shall insist in rny conclusion, of the other-the experience of the other 

as the invention of the impossible, in other words, as the only possible invention. 

-J. Demda "Psyche: Inventions of the Other" 
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More than one puzzled listener had asked the carpenter, "Sir, just what does that Song 

mean?". At this query the carpenter would chuckle to himself, then stop what he was doing 

and wipe his face with a kerchief "Mean? It means that everything 1 build 1 also keep nght 

here" he always replied, tapping two calloused fingers against his temple, "the rest falls 

down." The answer was as off-putting and nddlesome as the Song itself, so the villagers, 

before long, ceased asking the question. Unfortunately, if the villagers had asked a few more 

questions, or had not been so dazzled by the intricate beauty of the houses, they might have 

saved themselves a great deal of discornfort, not to mention money. 

For what the villagers thought was a friendly smile on the carpenter's lips as money and 

residentiai deeds were exchanged, was sornething more sinister. And when he would Say, "1 

hope to serve you again soon", the villagers did not know that he actually meant, "1 will see 

you in the winter." 

You see, the carpenter built, very slyly, houses without proper foundations-supports that 

would only last until the snow began to fall. This was his greatest desire; to build falling 

houses. By doing this, the carpenter kept up his business, as he was the only carpenter left 

in the region. The other crafismen in the area had paled at the sight of his magnificent 

architecture and long ago retired or tumed to other work. Not coincidentally, these 

retirements happened about the same time the carpenter procureci a rnarvelous tool. 



Each night, on his way home (his house, by the way, had rniraculously withstood the 

Wear of many seasons), the carpenter passed the fields, and penned sheep, and cottage of 

the shepherd. 

The shepherd was a wizened old man, but still spry enough to tend to his sheep. Just 

like the carpenter he would awaken at dawn, then herd the sheep over the hills al1 day 

before retuming to his cottage with the dusk. Unlike the Mllagers, however, the shepherd 

had built his own house. It was quite modest in size, but nonetheless a cornfortable 

dwelling of wattles and clay. The outer walls were inset with many coloufil Stones and 

bits of glass and quartz, so that, when the sun struck the east walls in the moming and the 

west walls in the evening, the cottage erupted in a rainbow that bathed the hillside with 

prisms of light. The shepherd prided himself on his house as much as he was pleased with 

his robust flock of sheep. 

Once a month the carpenter stopped to cal1 on the shepherd and invite him to the 

crossroads pub for a drink. Each month the shepherd accepted graciously. The carpenter's 

invitation was not simply a gesture of friendship, though. No, nothing was ever direct or 

simple with the carpenter. The invitations were, in fact, acts of obligation more than 

anything else. True, the carpenter asked the shepherd out to the pub for a drink and a 

story because he had a fondness for spirits, but this was not the only reason; the carpenter 

felt he owed the shepherd a share of kindness and consideration-a favour, if you will, in 

retum for the precious gifi the shepherd had, a long time ago, given to him. 



When the carpenter first began his trade, he had spied the shepherd with a strange tool 

in his hand, at work on one of his pens. The shepherd defily brought down the posts and 

crossboards of the old fence with this tool. Then he began, more slowly and without the tool, 

to erect new fencing. The carpenter, entranced by the efficiency of this fabulous device, 

approached the shepherd and asked him what it was. The shepherd was hesitant to speak (he 

didn't much l i e  the Company of men, prefemng to walk in the foothills with his sheep.) M e r  

many questions, though, and because of the sheer persistence and enthusiasm of the carpenter, 

the shepherd reluctantly handed the tool over so that the carpenter might expenrnent with it 

as he plied his trade. 

The shepherd never saw the tool again. 

The tool was not much to look at and, being no bigger than a word, could fit easily 

into the palm of one's hand. To the carpenter, however, the tool was exquisite and more 

priceless than gold or any power gold could afford. It was this tool that led to the increasing 

demand for the carpenter's work; for once he had finished constmcting a house with the aid 

of the tool, it was not long after until the customer required assistance in repairs. In this way 

the carpenter could remain vitai to the village's survival. 

The carpenter oflen said to himself, "The exact caIcuIus of instability, the mechanics 

of unbalancing a joist or beam, just so, is a difficuit feat. Without the help of this tool I'd be 

unemployed. 1 must thank the shepherd again for such a gifi." But the urge to make a show 

of thanks gradually faded, and his gratitude assumed the aspect of these monthly excursions 

to the pub. 



If the question of Being is to achieve clarity regarding its own history, a loosening of 

the sclerotic tradition and a dissolving of the concealments produced by it is necessary. We 

understand this task as the de-stmction of the traditional content of ancient ontology which 

is to be cmied out along the girzdehes of the question of Being. This de-stmction is based 

upon the original experiences in which the first and subsequently guiding determinations of 

Being were gained ... Negatively, the destruction is not even related to the past: its criticism 

concems "today" and the dominant way we treat the history of ontology, whether it be 

conceived as the history of opinions, ideas, or problems. However, the de-struction does not 

wish to bury the past in nullity; it has aposttive intent. Its negative fùnction remains tacit and 

indirect. 

The de-struction of the history of ontology essentially belongs to the formulation of the 

question of Being and is possible solely within such a formulation. Within the scope of this 

treatise, which has as its goal a fundamental elaboration of the question of Being, the 

de-struction can be camed out only with regard to the fundamentally decisive stages of this 

history. 

-M. Heidegger Beina and Time 



So, as the sun set and the season rolled toward solstice, the two men walked down 

to the pub. They sat down at their usual table, in their usual seats and talked mostly of the 

good weather, because it affected both of their livelihoods. Each, in tum, ordered a hearty 

stout to cap off their long day of labour. 

The carpenter was on his fourth stout when the shepherd, still nursing his first, drew up 

his shoulders and spoke. 

"You live like you build, my fiend" the shepherd said while the carpenter downed the 

dregs in his glass, "bent to the detail of your next drink with no thought of the headache that 

hangs over you the next morning." The carpenter paid no heed to this comment and glanced 

around in search of the waiter. 

"You remind me of another man I once knew", began the shepherd. At this, the carpenter 

twitched in his seat. The shepherd was often given to long-winded reflections when they 

drank together, and the prospect of hearing about one now did not excite the carpenter in the 

least. For the carpenter, these recollections always seemed accidental, snatched fkom the most 

trivial circumstance of conversation, and usually proceeded without purpose or direction. 

Nevertheless, he was tolerant of the older man's boring rambles, if only because it gave him 

the opportunity to order another beer. 

A look of unease fell across the shepherd's Iined face as he mused, silently tuming 

memones over in his head. Had the carpenter been in the fields with the shepherd earlier that 

day, he might have recognized that the same womed furrows appeared on the shepherd's 

brow each time a sheep broke fiom the fold, or neglected his c d ,  or caught its 
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hoof between the jagged rocks of the higher hills. With this look upon his face, the shepherd 

shifted in his chair, brought his hands to rest upon the table, and started to tell the story of a 

man who found his will and lost his hope. 

* * *  

"1 think he still lives around here. Though, he doesn't live in a house-nor has he ever as 

far as I can remember. He used to shelter in a cave but even that no longer covers the top of 

his head from the stars. He's a raver, a fanatic, he talks to the insects and the plough-horses 

in the field," The shepherd paused to take a sip of his beer, "and he was the one who gave me 

the tool in the first place." 

At the mention of the tool the carpenterts ears pricked up. Since the day the marvelous 

device had corne into his hands not much else interested him-except, of course, his falling 

houses. Now the thought that he might learn of its history piqued his curiosity. He leaned 

forward and urged the shepherd to continue. 

"He claims he found it. The tool, 1 mean. It was Iying on the ground not far off from an 

anthill he had taken an interest in and was planning to study. Ants and suchlike absorbed 

much of his time. He used to fancy himself an entomologist, a bug-watcher. He had a real 

afnnity for the rninutiae of life, especially loved the social insects-the rigor with which they 

maintained their shelters, the labyrinth of cells and chambers they built to house the 

"The day before he found the tool, he had spent an entire afternoon stooping over, 

watching the diligence of the ants as they continually restructured the hill. One ant would 
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place a grain of sand on the dope with almost artistic purpose, only to have another ant 

corne along, pick it up between its mandibles, and, with a fierce determination, put it 

somewhere else. He told me he was beguiled by the chaotic procedure; how it undermined 

itself yet still managed to remain coordinated enough to maintain the hill. In fact, when he 

showed me the tool, which 1 didn't think much of at the time, he declared he had been 

thinking of trying to make an instrument that would duplicate the work of those ants. 

"He wanted to bring down all the things that had been built before around him, to question 

and learn about them. He gloried in questions, and supposed the best way to find answers was 

to disassemble what he saw and knew. He began using the fabulous tool on 

everything-churches, sculptures, fiend's houses, even his precious anthills. He'd turn them 

inside out, take them apart brick by brick, stone by stone, grain by grain, finding more and 

more answers all the time. But the answers, he confessed, never satisfied him. 

"1 think what he really desired most was for someone, or something, to answer him with 

another question. He didn't find that, of course. Instead, he found himself standing among the 

wreckage of many old buildings, without many fnends, and without many interesting 

questions left to ask. 

"1 met him just like that; standing alone, in the debris of a condernned school. We 

introduced ourselves, chatted amiably, and then he told me the story 1 now tell you. He 

explained that he was tired of the tool, said it wasn't much good after dl, and asked me if 1 

would like to have it. "Let the world be made," he said, "and let's give a hand, for otherwise 

there will be too great a loss of fine questions." 1 took the tool, thinking it might help me 

mend broken fences, help clear thern away. And it did, for a while." 

* * * 
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Regarding al1 aesthetic values 1 now avail myself of this main distinction: 1 ask in every 

instance, "is it hunger or superabundance that has here become creative?" At first glance, 

another distinction may seem preferable-it is far more obvious-namely the question 

whether the desire to fix , to immortalize, the desire for being prompted creation, or the 

desire for destruction, for change, for future, for becoming. But both of these kinds of 

desire are seen to be arnbiguous when one considers them more closely; they can be 

interpreted in accordance with the first scheme that is, as it seems to me, preferable. The 

desire for destruction, change, and becorning can be an expression of an overflowing 

energy that is pregnant with future (my tem for this is, as is known, "Dionysian"); but it 

can also be the hatred of the ill-constituted, disinherited, and underpriviledged, who 

destroy, mlrst destroy, because what exists, indeed al1 existence, al1 being, outrages and 

provokes them. 

-F. Nietzsche The Gav Science 

I dream of a fellowship of men who are trncomprornising, urrindtdgent, und watzt to be 

called "Des~royers. '"ey app& the standard of their cririczsm to everythir~g and sacrrfice 

thernselves IO Tmth. Whar is bad and false has to be exposed! We don't want to build 

prematzcreiy. We don't know whether we c m  ever build. or whefher the best thzng might be 

not IO birild at d l .  

-F. Nietzsche "We Classicists" 
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By this time, the carpenter had lost his patience. He was disappointed in the story. He 

had hoped to glean some new details about the tool itseif Mustering the boldness of a 

man on his fifth stout, he made his feelings plain to the shepherd, "Yes, fine and dandy, 

you old coot. Quite a story. But tell me more about the tool. How did the bug-man use it 

exactly? I need to know more. Tell me more," he demanded in a slur. 

The shepherd sied up his drunken cornpanion with a severe eye. As amiable and rambling 

as he was, this shepherd was no fool. He realized that, afier months of conversations like this 

one, he finaily had the carpenter's ear. To argue with him now would risk losing his attention. 

The shepherd waited for the carpenter to compose himself before replying, "You already 

handle the tool with natural finesse, perhaps more finesse than is good for the rest of us. What 

you need to know is what you have not iistened to. The herrnit wanted to get rid of the tool, 

you see, so that he wouldn't be tempted to rend apart any houses that hadn't even yet been 

constructed. He didn't want to lose his ability to question their possibility. Yet, you seem to 

do this with impunity. You build your houses like traps set to be spmng tomorrow. But still, 

the way that you use the tool reveals your desire for necessity." 

The carpenter listened with a sneer on his face. "What do you know of necessity, except 

that a sheep needs grass?" he asked. The shepherd's whole body seemed to quieten visibly. 

"1 know that you need to build houses before you c m  watch them f d .  You'll always have that 

need. Its yours to keep," he answered softly. 

Frustrated, the carpenter prodded the shepherd one last time, "Tell me then, what else can 

be done with this marvelous tool?" 

The shepherd finished his stout. "That question," he said as he stood to leave, "is a 

profitable beginning, don't you agree?" 
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The whole visible wodd is only an imperceptible atom in the ample bosom of nature. No 

idea approaches it. We rnay enlarge Our conceptions beyond al1 imaginable space; we only 

produce atoms in comparison with the reality of things. It is an infinite sphere, the centre of 

which is everywhere, the circumference nowhere. 

-B. Pascai Pensees 

In that dispirited century, the absolute space which had inspired the hexameters of 

Lucretius, the absolute space which had meant liberation to Bruno, became a labyrinth and 

an abyss for Pascal. He abhorred the universe and would have liked to adore God; but God, 

for him, was less real than the abhorred universe. He deplored the fact that the universe did 

not speak, and he compared Our life with that of castaways on a desert island. He felt the 

incessant weight of the physical world, he experienced vertigo, Fnght and solitude, and he put 

his feelings into these words: "Nature is an infinite sphere, whose center is everywhere and 

whose circumference is nowhere." Thus do the words appear in the Brunschvicg text; but the 

criticai edition published by Tourneur (Paris, 194 l), which reproduces the crossed-out words 

and variations of the manuscript, reveals that Pascal started to write the word effyable: "a 

fearfùl sphere, whose center is everywhere and whose circumference is nowhere." 

It may be that universal history is the history of the different intonations given a handfui 

of metaphors. 

-J.L. Borges Labyrinths 



A Poem to Pascal 

Through a stained-glass window of evidence, 
translucence traced in lead, 
like the priest day-dreaming 
in his confessional, or the starling fiown 
fiom the tree to view its perch, 
you saw the nature of things give 
an elephant shrug, you saw the world sleeping 
with the trepid slumber of horses. You saw 
universes, forgetful as heavy blankets 
and heavy eyelids, in the atomic 
spine of mites, in dust motes 
and falling ashes. 

Those thoughts must have corne 
on November mornings, 
arm dangling over the bedside, 
hand groping for the absent clothing 
that rnight protect you 
fiom the harsh surface of winds 
outside your window. 

Descartes told you to rest well, 
take chicken soup for your cough, 
but you died anyway, and took 
your faith with you, 
the logic of it stitched 
into a winter mat. 

You, aching, 
you, dying without the answer, 
a handfùl of doubts and metaphor 
lifled up then flung toward 
the mouth of night - teeth bared, 
silent in its own ages, 
withholding God's secret 
to the last. Nature, 

that fearfûl sphere, 
the centre everywhere, 
the circumference nowhere 
to be found. 
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Because our hearing and seeing is never a mere sensible registering, it is therefore also 

off the mark to insist that thinking as listening and bringing-into-view are only meant as a 

transposition of rneaning, namely as transposing the supposedly sensible into the 

nonsensible. The idea of "transposing" and of metaphor is based upon the distinguishing, if 

not complete separation, of the sensible and the nonsensible as two separate realms that 

subsist on their own. The setting up of this partition between the sensible and nonsensible, 

between the physical and nonphysical is a basic trait of what is called metaphysics and 

which normatively determines Western thinking. Metaphysics loses the rank of the 

normative mode of thinking when one gains the insight that the above-rnentioned 

partitioning of the sensible and nonsensible is insufficient. 

When one gains the insight into the limitations of metaphysics, "metaphor" as a 

normative conception also becomes untenable ... 

-M. Heidegger The Principle of Reason 



Sheet of Miscellaneous studies of Destruction Falling on the Earth 

aet her 
in a look 

ffom the sky 
is a question 

what is the plural of apocalypse? 
what 

is the plural of apocalypse? 
the plural of apocalypse is 
what. what 
is is the question of what 

the plural of apocalypse is. 
is what the apocalypse ofpltiral? 
many is can be 

btrt tlot are 
is 

the answer 
to the question 

what ofapoca&pse? the question 
pluralizes, 
answers the plural 

of what 
questions the answer, 

is many is are ? 
the plural of apocalypse, 

many is is to are as apocalypse 
is t O pltiral: t his 

need not be questioned 
questions the question 

what? the plural 
ofwhatthen? thequestion 
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A few quotations £Yom Heidegger: 

Will we see the lightning-flash of Being in the essence of technology? The flash that cornes 

out of stillness, as stillness itself? Stillness stills. What does it still? It stills Being into the 

coming to presence of world. 

- "TheTuming" 

Language is the house of Being. 

- Bein~. And Tirne 

For questioning is the piety of thought. 

- "The Question Concerning Technology" 

These few examples, taken fi-om many, lead me to believe that Heidegger, in using metaphors, 

did not think they involved a simple normative predication; that he did not think that 

metaphoricity was the domain of metaphysics solely, but extended itself past the forgetfulness 

of Being. 



answers itself, 
the question 
itself 
is 

the answer, 
sky and eanh 

are plural 
and apocalypse is 

the many is 
that question. 

what is 

but not 
what is 

the plural of what is apocalypse 
the apocalypse of plural 

the plural of 
apocalypse is whal is 

are. 
the question 

glancing up 
fiom the earth? 

terra 
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"Language is called the Garment of Thought: however, it should rather be, Language 

is the Flesh-Garment, the Body, of Thought. I said that Imagination wove this Flesh-Garment; 

and does she not? Metaphors are her stuE examine Language; what, if you except some few 

primitive elements (of natural sound), what is it al1 but Metaphors, recognized as such, or no 

longer recognized; still fluid and florid, or now solid-grown and colourless? If those same 

primitive elements are the osseous fixtures in the Flesh-Garment, Language,-then are 

metaphors its muscles and tissues and living integurnents. An unmetaphorical style you shall 

seek in vain for: is not your very Attention a Stretching-to? The difference lies here: some 

styles are lean, adust, wiry, the muscle itself seems osseous; some are even quite pallid, 

hunger-bitten, and dead-looking; While others again glow in the flush of health and vigorous 

self-growth, sometimes (as in my own case) not without an apoplectic tendency. Moreover, 

there are sham Metaphors, which overhanging that same Thought %-Body (best naked), and 

deceptively bedizening, or bolstenng it out, rnay be called its false stuffings, superfluous 

show-cloaks (Putz-Mantel), and tawdry woollen rags: whereof he that runs and reads may 

gather whole hampers,-and bum them." 

-Thomas Carlyle Sartor Resartu~ 



Language 

Prison. 
That's where he got the muscle 
and scars on his arms. 1 think. 
He's always been around, the clothes he wears in tatters, 
but once someone swore they saw him sauntering downtown 
al1 duded up in a three-piece suit, even a hat 
cocked high on his head. He works, like everyone, 
(yes, nose IO the grindstone) eats, 
hangs out in the bars at night. 
But he's not really the mystery. 

It's the stories he tells: about 
a fiend who got socks tattooed 
on his feet and ankles, tired of doing 
laundry and losing them: or the one about 
the cook who spilled a boiling pot of soup 
over herself because the floors were wet. 
S tem rose around her off the vegetables 
caught in her blouse and apron, 
and she, in shock, insisted she get back to work. 
It was only at the hospital she realized 
a nipple was missing. 

The stories corne 
like magically linked shirts, 
each tied at the cuffs, 
that you pull from his mouth with questions. 

Old folks in the neighbourhood say 
a man with that many tales to spin 
about other people, you just dont 
ever want to see naked. 

Recent ly , 
he went to the Rockin' Rodeo 
weann' the wrong boots; 

The way 1 heard it is 
he couldn't rightfùlly explain himself 
and got kicked in the nuts. 



A Word On Silence 

When Martin Heidegger wrote "Language is the house of Being", a certain historical 

revelation was at once decrypted and then recoded within the metaphor. Language: the 

enclosure or domus that safe-keeps and attends to being. One might, with the forbearance 

of a salvager, reach back and etymologically trace a path from domus through domicile, and 

domestic to domesticate or, altematively, through dominas, domain, and dominion to 

dominate. Either path leads to a significant CO-terminus. Language, which begins as the 

expression of our existence in the world, becomes, by the by, the method determining our 

mastery and domestication of that world. It appears that the greater the degree to which we 

renovate language, the more we name, the more our 'house' and the world become prison 

cells. So what, then, is the positive value of this property, this so-called dwelling which 

inhabits us as much as we inhabit it? 

For this answer we must remember by looking back, beyond our etyrnological resources, 

in order to re-discover language as the domestication of silencethe otherness or wildemess 

standing beside us, living there, just the other side of consciousness. The more we look (or 

listen), the more we may come to recognize that even speech, our house, is haunted by 

silence, its present absence. This absence is phenomenal. It is the lost relative of sound and 

language, and as such, constantly reconnoitres the same terrain, and living spaces, language 

seeks to inhabit. Silence, like speech, moves lyrically in its search, but also stealthily and 

without thought of permanent residence. Therein lies the difference. 
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Silence is a resonating cavity interpenetrating our entire body of language (how quickly 

1 fa11 into contradictions when trying to discuss silence-an interpenetrating cavity), and 

words that geshire away from themselves, that fade rather than crystallize as they are sounded 

out, become accurate waves that stnke the most acoustic portions of the walls. It is the poetry 

in language, its metaphoricity, that attends to this near imperceptible cadence, this chamber 

of resonant meaning, this alien heartbeat. Metaphon enter into a relationship with the 

standing language field in a way that consistently calls to other; the sound of this cal1 is a 

careful listening for its own absence. By uprooting names, metaphors create clearings for 

replies. They are the ears of language, actively waiting for silences that might betray meaning 

extemal to language, and therefore, ourselves. Poetry resists the desire to own what can be 

known, relinquishes techniques of mastery, and extends a hand in the hope of taking up a 

dance, however fleetingly, with the silence of othemess. In this embrace Our voice recognizes 

it seIf as an-other. 

Language, then, as a condition of our security, as our first success at domestication, is 

also capable of gesturing towards a kind of understanding prodigal to Our knowledge of the 

world. The gesture can welcorne silence back into our home. There is a metaphor leaning 

against the glas of every window in every house, surveying foreign landscapes; 

listen, 



because silence is an open window in the house. 

Because silence is the third Party. 

Because silence is the morality of hunted birds. (And they must nest also). 

Because silence is golden. 

Because silence in the garden makes us dread the appearance of a hurnmingbird 
cornering the lip of an iris. 

Because silence is called afler, because silence 
is sometimes asked for and ceases to be. 

Because silence and not sound is al1 of the trees Iefl standing. 

Because silence is a grandfather's humility. And aren't they the ones who say things 
like "You dont know need until its thirty below and you've got to 
make it to the sawmill through the snow in barefeet"? 

Because silence is the hole in my pants (and my knee sticks out). 

Because silence asks me to be afiaid of myself and not the footsteps in the alley. 

Because silence is a great lip-reader, adlib-er, and sometimes con-artist. 

Because silence is the way we try to think like hills, which is probably wrong. 

Because silence is the eggshell thrown out before the omelette is made. 

Because silence is touch-stone. 

Because silence is a ribcage of ideas bringing mettle to the bone. 

Because silence is the listening ear of each word. 

Because I'm sure there's a silence 1 havent found yet at the Birdland Club, Halifax, 2:00 
am amid strobe lights, sweaty foreheads, the throb-knocked drone 
from the woofers, and the ecstasy of dancing. Maybe, just maybe, I've seen it 
painting animal faces of tense concentration on the poolplayers in the back roorn. 
Then again, maybe 1 wish 1 could dance with more rhythm. 

Because silence is ground control, and we are always ready for lifl off 

Because silence can't decide on a reply. 



Because silence is a violin in its case and the bow is wailing. 

Because silence is before we begin. Let me explain. 

Because silence is one more colorir. 

Because silence makes the heart sink. 

Because silence writes a haiku and try as we may ... 

Because silence is the eye of the eye of someone watching a coyote 
linger on the edge of town. 

Because silence makes me feel that you are attending. 

Because silence is alone in this world. 1 saw it on the Street one day 
begging for currency. 

Because silence makes the most of bad jokes by laughing. 

Because silence dicks around and maybe the animals are right. 

Because silence tells me what 1 have said falls short. 

Because silence clouds a blue sky when we think it's going to rain. 

Because silence is what we hope for in a public stall and not 
in a moment of inspiration. 

Because silence looks like what 1 want. 

Because silence is a lick, 
a lyric in your ear. 



Because silence is a lost friend, the drunk in the ditch, the plough-horse 
put to Pasture. 

Because silence is the Iife that prairies lead. 

Because silence is a beaver's diligence and a dam that must be broken. 

Because silence strains the lips of lovers before the hand caresses. 

Because silence is unfit to struggle with us. 

Because silence is the shadow of what is difficult. 

Because silence strips language and leaves it standing like a naked man 
in a crowd. (Who still insists he has secrets to keep). 

Because silence is the still power of beauty. 

Because silence knows the earth was bom too early for us Iatecomers. 

Because silence romances everything, reasonably. 

Because silence is what 1 remembered during the day. 

Because silence is not a procrastinating imagination. 

Because silence is heart-beating our lives into drearns, 
bridging nights, disregarding days. 

Because silence is a kind of closet fatigue. 

Because silence basks in the Sun and settles on the dust 
on the sweat on the skin covering my bones. 

Because silence is alar, and in the absence of a body to carry 
beats it s wings-unsuccessfblly. 

Because al1 those who have died, and are certain, are unavailable for comment. 



Because silence cornes upon us like the phantom pain of amputees. 

Because silence is disabled by rivers and strearns, and cannot 
sunder the ice in winter. 

Because silence is a jazz tune, and you c m  cram fistfuls of it 
into Dizzy Gillespie's cheeks. 

Because 1 can't hear my own ears. Which is to Say 1 c m  no longer tell 
when people hear the way I'm listening to them. 

Because Jorges Luis Borges explains that time does not pass in vain. 
For that matter, space is not passed through in vain, and neither 
is the Hartland covered bridge. Poor silence, then. 

Because after silence is not my voice but the dimmed hum of the world. 

Because silence lets me breathe. 

Because, when the microphone broke down in the middle of a poetry reading, 
evevone, including the poet, appeared pleased. 

Because I heard a noise earlier, and 1 stood up, and peered dom.  

Because Shakespeare, Mother Theresa, Heidegger, Bach, and the pope 
have al1 burped, farted, sneezed, and coughed just like the rest of us; 
and while I'm not exactly sure what this has to do with silence, 
it must have some relevance. 

Because silence is the tom page that ends books. 

Because pelicans don't make a peep after they reach adulthood. 

Because 1 came into the world screaming and will not go gently, 
but cursing and annoyed. 
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Because silence is a wild-kicking jig. 
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