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A Prefatory Note 
Some of the poems from Breathin' My Name With A Sigh 
were published in an edition of that text by Talonbooks in 
1981. They are included in this book to give 
some shape to the range of forms a particular content 
("father11

) from that long poem has generated. 

Grasp the Sparrow's Tail was privately published in a small 
edition in Kyoto in 1982. It is a utaniki, a poetic diary 
of mixed prose and poetry. 

The Elite series explores further the tenuous division 
between those two genres in working with the prose poem. 

The final section of this book is a series of haibun, short 
prose written from a haiku sensibility and, in this case, 
concluded by an informal haiku line. 

Such formal concerns have been at the heart of wonderful 
conversations with bp NichoL Robert Kroetsch, and many 
other companions of the line. I'd like to thank them. 

I'm also grateful for the Sl_:lpport of a Canada Council arts 
grant and a University of Manitoba writer-in-residence 
appointment in 1982-83 when most of this book was 
written . 

June, 1985 
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from Breathin' My Name With A Sigh 
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Waiting for saskatchewan 
and the origins grandparents countries places converged 
europe asia railroads carpenters nailed grain elevators 
Swift Current my grandmother in her house 
he built on the street 
and him his cafes namely the "Elite" on Center 
looked straight ahead Saskatchewan points to it 
Erickson Wah Trimble houses train station tracks 
arrowed into downtown fine clay dirt prairies wind waiting 
for Saskatchewan to appear for me again over the edge 
horses led to the huge sky the weight and colour of it 
over the mountains as if the mass owed me such appearance 
against the hard edge of it sits on my forehead 
as the most political place I know these places these strips 
laid beyond horizon for eyesight the city so I won't have to go 
near it as origin town flatness appears later in my stomach why 
why on earth would they land in such a place 
mass of pleistocene 
sediment plate wedge 
arrow sky beak horizon still waiting for that 
I want it back, wait in this snowblown winter night 
for that latitude of itself its own largeness 
my body to get complete 
it still owes me, it does 
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. Tr t lk hi r r hy 1 p u j tr turn . 

f thin t b han d 1 t r to 

/ 



Are origins magnetic lines across an ocean 
migrations of genetic spume or holes, dark 
mysteries within which I carry further into the World 
through blond and blue-eyed progeny father 's fathers 
clan name Wah from Canton east across the bridges 
still or could it all be lateral craving hinted 
in the bioplasmic cloud of simple other organism 
as close as out under the apple tree? 
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F th r, wh n y u die ) u lett n1 

wit 1y ' ~n d th. ntil then I th u ht 

fit.1 wl it' 

" wn w 

I'd in th t d u le n y u 

a th r th t th ync hr n u a e 

k littin " h te r thi i th w i ht f 

I'm I t h ldin . 
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my father hurt­
ing at the table 
sitting hurting 
at suppertime 
deep inside very 
far down inside 
because I can't stand the ginger 
in the beef and greens 
he cooked for us tonight 
and years later tonight 
that look on his face 
appears now on mine 
my children 
my food 
their food 
my father 
their father 
me mine 
the father 
very far 
very very far 
inside 
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When you die it snows 
late September mountain peaks 

everytime it happens, I see it 
and I think of you then 

your sister Ethel 
she says white is unlucky 

it snowed today at timberline 
ies never very far away is it 

each year at first snow 
your death makes more sense to me 
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trip to hina 
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ag in it i another season 
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t ay thi t y u is nothing n w 
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breathing in the water so much story 

to tell time times so simple rhythm 

counting things like early snow mountain 

peaks body skin with hair finger-

nails the death past 54 measure know 

nothing rotten smell histories it like 

layers of froth the scarlet letter parts 

genital breathing lengths stretched 

swimming swimming father 's parts out 
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th th r th r lin 1 

mil 

th 

m 

hi ' 
ur rm 

mil 

t' m 1 

him thin m m ah d f him 
n th r ' kn wit 

ht t" and take 

nc 

lin al 
f ( I body' 
thing 

h mi­

h r 

2 



IN THE ARMS OF THE FAMILY 

IN THE ARMS 

IN THE CENTRE OF THE ARMS 

IN THE BODY 

IN THE ARMS 

OF THE FAMILY 

IN THE ARMS OF MY FATHER 

SKY 

OF MOTHER NIGHT 

IN THE ARMS OF US ALL OUR HOLDING 

IN HIS/ HER ARMS THEN 

HIS MOTHER'S MY GRAND 

FATHER'S 

ARMS 
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y urn m m nam 

urn b n 

n nm 

t 

t nd i n rw rd 

und ut n ed d 

n wing nam 

art family imprint 

t hape all ver 

u ithin it 

name signed 

m name 

a our name 

added-up knowns 

b come truths 

aid-again things 

t over after 

dim ntary hard 

m bedd d rock to tell 
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getting at how the river in its mud banks flows downstream 
contained mouth or breath fluid down to the toes outside 
the house in the wind the dark and stormy brother's sister's 
blood keep coming back into the word alongside itself a 
bear and an angry man/woman family blood keeps it now 
my daughters for the sky-clearing moon and men their own 
river a cleft in the earth colour languaging a feeling inside 
the surface tension from the breadth of my mother /father 
things I am also left over thing put together calendar's event 
reflexive world the children's things and wind last night/ 
biography 
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th f i t bri \ r in Tr il 

1 r \ r the fi t ri r 

ull \ ith v l ht 

n t unt in 

nd n ru ru h 

Erni· ' i k y di d 

it' nm v a b rn 

t Tr il m k Eat r 

w r th rl hampion 
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Brother then brothers 

number I age 

"a matter 

of penetration" 

the three of us 

someday take that on 

each one of us 

older then 

than father 

brothers 

17 



t' hi 

t r th 

n ti it, u 

t 

' ith y ur v n th rn 

th th m n in ur lif 

hi n, t untin y 
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Caught looking. Throat thinking. Things feeling out the 
numbers when here and who sits later now and you look 
for it, open the door, or u~ ~y the creek Cottonwood 
Creek, the sluice things remember terms how many not 
years except all those other things (itefils intact) exactly as 
yours or my years the branch off a maple for a new bow, 
twigs and arrows baseball "the" seasons memory of cousins 
in the Kootenay mountains numbers all stuck at the moment 
when the whole hillside town and lifetime work aunts and 
uncles grannies and grampas looking makes not sense 
simply colour touch surprise springs to the body caught 
looking throat thinking. 
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) ur h nd 

n w n 

o ld. Th "ingin 11 

n rr w. Fl h c unts. Numb ur y nd h ir 

r w n our di y ar to y ar out fag nly. W I v 

u nd u . Hand I cl. 
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The kids come home in the rain from a day in the car at 
school music and all the things going on inside their heads 
figure out a network for living to live in front of the voice 
and talk to each other at the same time duplex model 
modulate and play off the days around for seventy-five years. 

21 



t 11 u time f y are c pt f r not ivin full un r 

bird ut e ch d y do s e plicit red-br t d r bin1 birch 

tr apple br nch and ong light so image specific th 

d ught r in their new school dr s es by th flow r n th 

la n m rning mist try to mind the years later an ctu l 

cean day' daytime song1 bird1 etc. 
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Mood is the word out for release easy to pileup of pieces 
skin deep empty of the heat welled up inside the body 
imprint forward of the stomach's map to show last step 
heard or left over from epoch or set prior to thing which 
comes out of the whole person as he says like the sun. 
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" n v r talk much we ay to each th r in th kit h n 

aft r w rk when the space there for ur m uths n d t 

be ill d. Th silence all animals make to m t th am 

n ed. E. has come home from dancing1 t a late supp r. 

Lh . doesn't move from the warmth f the rocking ch ir 

near the stove. Real silence is usually freezing P. thinks 

( il ntly) to herself" he says. 
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Horse #1 

Doing the horse and wait for the chi to rise to my tan t'ien 
eyes levelled ten feet ahead on the floor world in front of 
a mind which ravels (cradled) so in the body in the lake 
fish fishing swim and float up the point stand and dance 
then sit into the air imagining and think in a female line 
of all the other things coming through 

25 



Hore #2 

H \ ithin mem ry ettled into spinal st nee 

H ea father 

" rld nati nal hierarchic mern ry of every other c untry 

every p ssible inhabitable body 

n ti nal 

rs n h l 

H r e a in any of u just standing 

ti ht-a ed pel ic cocked forward 

rm t nnect sh ulders, feet, hooves, the boy's mind 

rational to expect the bit 

a a father too 

a whole political intention 

set 

too straight. 
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Horse #3 

Horsing around yes with the invisible 11 tumbler11 to carry 
the map and move the eyes into cartographicness portaged 
in minutes to the face of the sky seen as the horse "world11 

stood there to do the sky to do the lakes around here as 
"the plan" of the body will know ahead the head intellect 
planning the game with horse narrative brought about as a 
position no in the body going full horses of the intestinal 
into the world here horse, around and around, yes. 
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Grasp The Sparrow's Tail 

(a poetic diary) 





You never did the "horse" like I do now but walked 
straight down the aisle of the Diamond Grill 
and kicked the kitchen door with such a slap 
all the way up to the soda fountain 
I know it's you. 

You played "timber,, with your eyes and voice 
and laughed always as you fisted the coins 
deep secret gabardine pocket jingle and sudden thrust 
hard out on the arborite counter no chance 
they try to get past your bluff. 

You moved your body on the go even when you stood 
head and shoulders arms too swing with the talk 
rhythm to hardworking feet (I loved to shine 
your alligator shoes, special, for going out only) 
and then you died dancing. 
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r just b 
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r trip t 

ritin uld 
hina and talk with G f 
t d n . J's birthday. 

u ht r ' birthday think hin k ut lin d t 

ch d m thing n w ppar nt ach w rd capabl 

hin e chara t r b ggage re lly ain i ht f 

\ r ' imprint t p e itself a acti n n th world in th 

nt t f th j urney omewhere get r dy f r th Cant n 

m 
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Aug I 
Over the Pacific between Honolulu and Japan. Dreamt last 
night about a poem of me sitting on a bus-stop bench in 
L.A. but of course I couldn't remember it this morning, 
the poem that is. Just now while napping on the plane I 
dreamt of the words I missed but even now I can't remember 

them. 

Thought of making part of book "the'' Family can be known 
by initial as in J and E and Lh but anyone else by full 
name could mean group caste imprint exotic typology 
genetic histories name language carries also later I get a 
small bloodstone chop with schwa for my sign others choose 
personal designs varietal identity, defir.ition, red ink, lucky 
green, a spot, either on the body or not 
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7'h n t t hat I c uld d rather than d in ar always 

Ii that, thin kin it ut ah ad tim . b i usly I'm in 

much an that nt rs dr am land t . But, I 

I , k p the ears p n fi r p ssibiliti sand l ads. 

i ntal Ian ua s n th plan ar K r n and 

fa an 

J p ne e female language light n rly 

R nd his defiance the other night bef r w 

rammar how t question verb over n un qu 

ictur h w to taccato Japane e ands m thin 

r pudeur in dream too or just before r after 

34 
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Aug2 

Wake up in Kimi Ryokan after arriving during typhoon in 

Tokyo last night. Had difficulty finding this place M had 

told us about but from Ikebukuro station we had the help 

of a Japanese college student. Walked through the Pachinko 

neon and narrow back streets eyes wide, in the rain and 

sweating with the heavy bags. This syntax, have to reverse 

the English to fit, like 

Tokyo 
windy is 
wind out in the ryokan courtyard 
all night noise in the trees is 
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md think diffi r nt voices but I'm sore and tired this 

m n1111 m that ad enture last night 

Th th r ' voice in their poems sharp, his and hers, PW's 

1 n .p.' n rrative thought then in the calm of the writing 

in th m rning al o the Tosa Diary and my own journey 

th clan r of focussing on the particular e.g. of the very 

narr w tair at Kimi stones set into the large hardwood 

fl rboard shine like tile the blueprint and architecture of 

ur i mat room here 
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Aug3 

Dreaming in Tokyo. The margins of the page, the limits the 
"boundary walker" and Duncan's Shinto gate, the arche, 
the architecture, the roof beam (?), prime, oriental ridge 
pole. The buildings are low, not many skyscrapers as P 
points out because of the earthquake possibility and she 
reminds me of Frank Lloyd Wright's waiter with the tray 
idea. Getting out of jet lag into "time" now. Thinking a 
lot of sex, literal sensation. Plastic food in the windows 
image for each meal. I like the narrow streets with all kinds 
of small shops with the talk close like the long last night 
stroll with P after a meal in the "O, 0." Building 

Orient last night before and after supper and remember 
"information" with new "Sony Nude" plugs in ear stereo 
surface to skin technology also the multi bright colours 
and green sheen rooftop tiles futons hung flagged on 
balconies for wind and sunny day and in a lineup her 
clean flat and shining black hair in front of me is so far 
away distant untouchable strange that should be 
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u 4 

G t r 111 Tc ky t 

and H 11 11 • 

rita airp rt th n t 5 ul, Taip i 

ait in airport transit I un m 

1i h1 11 r fli Jzt t c ntinu . In ant n s Ian ua 

t n-it ry I mf rtabl ith an hibit f b autiful 

main/ nd alli ra h , paintin and c ramies br u ht r 

y hi 11 . st rn pian music. I atch a bald-head d 

mm rm nk and dark thnic Chin s , maybe Tib tan. 

Pr ads a n l by Patrick Whit , f pl t sh says. Ey s 

tir d r m wh t, body just tired. 

I th t h pin with th wa ed evening light p opl m 

l in s hard f r mething to connect with sounds or 

an ima e ut of all my images story unknown buildin 

bl c fr m th n ton w tangent to hearing a rhythm 

ith ut having to pay ttention to the melody? 

38 

.r 



Aug5 
We tour Hong Kong today in a bus with a guide hyping 

photos of ourselves. I start taking notes re places I've seen 

my father since he died. I think of him here in this city, in 
transit, 60 years ago. See first statues and full of colour 

(white is death, why Ethel didn't want a white coffin for 

him, red for marriage) numbers too, 9 for longevity and 

active life, 8 for wealth (there it is the 8-spot lottery 
Grampa's gambling smile confirmed). 

Numbers in everything said 

clatter each block commerce tooled 

fronted with "making" some piece or all of it 

"lucre" personal contrivance shuttle 

family woven decades ahead first 

his father and even him and his son 

place attribute magnetic magic 

machined into tailored jade street single 

attempt to move made so that "generation" gets 

skyline to 1997 after direct incant from 

latitude Cantonese genocide nil hope stalled not 

to edit out immigrant identity cancel 

3-9 



h unt n tr 11 m n1n ful m n y chang 

u i ith lcul ti n mind c unt th ye r 

in th m rk t tall c n't w it 

n number 1 t 

nm ybe a wint r mewhere in hi mind 

u t r w y, far aw y. 
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AugB 
In Canton (Guangzhou) now after train ride out from Hong 
Kong. I see my father everywhere. I realize he was only 
five years old when he arrived in China. 

You would have had to learn Cantonese 

just as you acquired Canadian prairie world view age 5. 

Must have hurt to have to find new boyhood lingo 

(so silence) 

then at 19 to relearn English Swift Current 

Elite Cafe sufficiency. What tax on your life 

left you with all that angry language world inside 

and from China too (silent) 
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Tl r is all this tan ibility to my life here, things I can 

t uch base with. I don't let myself feel "foreign" here, even 

ith my funky expectations of their political life which I 

finds mysteri us. I look at the red soldiers in the train 

station with awe, and the workers in the streets become 

ome sort of generalization about themselves from the real 

imagination, e.g. the streets are full of "masses." But the 

p rson is what one aces so this is exactly where I should 

pa attention to 11ontogeny. 11 

Don t let valour go with the name chiefly 

in the accumulated value of the family a prize 

within the state strength is bondless unless 

the heart carries this calculated boldness outside 

to exude many such indications about ourselves 

uch as the relative colour inside of me or inside of you. 

42 



So what have I got going besides this 11father 11 list? I watched 
a painter leaned over the table doing calligraphy last night, 
watched him, watched his body, looked for his 11chi 11 rising 
to the surface, quick, flashy, very intentional moves, so the 
flurry of the brush was true. I like the actualization of the 
intent which was not an intent an inclination, really, a bent 
or a "tropos" which was paid attention to. Me. I've 
misplaced the family information my mother gave me so I 
can't check out actual possible connections still here in the 
Canton region. I mention this to the guides and the others 
in our tour group, tell them my father was sent here as a 
child to be raised and educated by his Chinese relatives. 

You were part Chinese I tell them. 

They look at me. I'm pulling their leg. 

So I'm Chinese too and that's why my name is Wah. 

They don't really believe me. That's o.k. 

When you're not "pure" you just make it up. 
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Fi 111 H n 11 n (t Guan zhou which used to be 

1t 11, l t Zh n zh u, th n by train north to Taiyuan, 

t 11 , and Huhh t and finally B ijing) I saw my father 

yu h r . t s f th s si htings result din the 

II win ~ r tract. 

A ut a y ar after you died I saw you. You were alone in 

c r nd p d me ~oing the other way. You didn't look 

t m . v r th pa t htteen years this has happened maybe 

n r twic a year. I'll catch a glimpse of you on a stre t 

c rn r, disappearing through a doorway, or gesturing to 

m n in the booth of a Chinese cafe. What always giv s 

y u away is your haircut, your walk, or the flash in your 

y . You haven't seemed to notice me or ever said anything 

t m . In China your appearances were overwhelming. 

On morning you were doing tai-chi in a park near our 

h t I in Kowloon. I saw the side of your head and the 

steadfa tness of your face as you moved through the classic 

"Gra p the Sparrow's Tail." You wore a white sleeveless 

und hirt and khaki shorts, sandals, and your brush-cut 

w short r than usual. It was quite early and very hot and 

humid. I watched you for a few minutes, from a distance. 

't u r t chniqu seemed forceful and you did your forms 

1 n , ut in the open. 
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After that I knew I would have some strong sensation of 
you in Canton. The very first morning on the street in 
front of our hotel I saw you riding your bicycle in the 
large crowd of bicycles which stream into town from the 
outskirts every morning. You had something in your mouth, 
scowl on your face, head down in private thought. Your 
face has always been very animated and usually says 
something. Later that same morning I caught a brief glimpse 
of you through the window of a roadside eatery gesticulating 
emotionally to someone across from you with your chop­
sticks. Your body still moves with emphasis and decision. 
I was quite excited about seeing yous~ frequently that day. 

We visited a commune about 20 km outside Canton and 
I could imagine you and your sister Ethel working in the 
rice fields and living in this same small village when you 
were a boy. As I stepped into a courtyard I saw you ride 
by on a bicycle, again with a frown on your face. I could 
tell you were very concerned about something. 

During the trip I saw you often and, curiously, moreso as 
we went north. Near the Yellow River you looked so relaxed 
as you leaned out the window of a truck being loaded with 
red bricks, enjoying your cigarette. I recognized your stocky 
frame as you bent to plant your fist of rice shoots in a field 
just outside Zhengzhou. Whether you were pushing your 
bike up a hill in the late afternoon in Taiyuan or walking 
briskly along the street in the coal-mining town of Shensi 
it was always your black crew-cut hair which most stood out. 
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rh it nly the insinuation f y uth fr m y ur 

rudd ch but here inn rthern China you became 

un r and th redn s of your comple ion becam mor 

r n unc d. Ti m you had always been older and n w 

u d nly I wa the Ider and watched you thr ugh thi 

lick tim -warp. 

ou are a father 

I am a son and a father 

and you were a son 

0 

I finally realized the full "truth" of these meetings at the 

Buddhist caves near Datang . There is a temple and a 

courtyard there, in front of the caves. I was about to le v 

and on a path alongside a wall you walked past me going 

the other way and brushed my arm. Yes, brushed. I could 

ee it was intentional and our eyes met for an instant as 

you turned and glanced over the head of the baby boy you 

w re carrying. Though you didn't say anything your face 

till talked to me. 
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AuglO 
Flying into Zhengzhou-stomach last night-turquoise on 
C.A.A. C. Trident plane. Over rice paddies again- incessant 
agriculture wherever possible-huge river plains­
symmetry of fields and irrigation channels-clouds-I 
look for the voice-what has happened to colour-now 
her vo_ice comes over the P.A., about to land, etc. - the 
9 tones of Cantonese the 4 tones of Mandarin. 

When they plant the rice they bend their backs over and 
fall into the sky of the water they look at all day long 
look for extension out to other geographical scenes roots 
and fist down in the mud dream of green large human 
connection a terrain to give colour to the water and the 

place table it 
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Fri:lay u 13 
In Tai uan. rri d yest rday aft r tirin all-ni ht-I n 

train rid fr m Zh 11 zh u. Yakk d lat int th ni ht with 

th th r men, som of th ir racist pr c nc pti n s in 

in to tak o r th e p ri nee. Jumbl d and noisy dr ams 

throu h th train tracks. I find the t ur demandin ph st­

cally as well so I haven't be n doing much writin but 

11 this morning in the hotel I find the writin ry 

r la ing, dialogue set up with mind. I try th old-fashion d 

pen nib and ink which is supplied in our room-stop to 

to the inkwell to get more ink with schooldays m rnory 

synapse which allows the mind to gather the cloudh ad f 

thinking residue and push it out, ev ry strand. The writin 

during the day has no form or direction, just Fath r notes. 

I've been reading Paul Engle's edition of Mao's po ms, 

good with lots of background notes, so I have som of that 

floating around as I look, and look, and look. 

Th Answ r to "Wh re is th official Ta Yu n-ming? in 

Ma ' p m "Ase nt of Lu Mount in11 

H 's n t lowing the field by P ach Bl s m Spring. 

It' Au u t, th h t i t mu h 

it himm r th bu h , 
nd h / t f th 

f th r, 

II 
n 



Aug14 
The caves at Datang were a central feature of our journey 
and it is at about this time when the following prose­
poem was written. 

You are me on a train going north through central China. 
I don't think you've been here before; I haven't. You hold 

out a green flag at the rear of the train. Then I see you 
lounging on top of a pile of hemp rope on the station 
platform and you look in through the train window, at me. 
After the train starts to roll I watch you look out in quietude 
at the countryside. As the sun sets over the loess hills you 
look for remains of the Great Wall on the distant broken 
ridges. There is a red star on your hat. Strangers come up 
to you and ask questions in a foreign language. That lights 
up your eyes. I think of the house you live in on the 
Mongolian border with its south-facing door painted bright 
yellows, oranges, and reds. You hardly ever think of that 
door but the image is quickly accessible to you and when 
you talk to a fellow-worker, a comrade, in your own 
language, the colours of the door imbue your conversation. 
As the train pulls into a station in the early evening 
darkness you disappear. 

A couple of days later, in the caves at Datong, you think 
you recognize one of the statues, a bhodisatva with leg 
bent at the knee. It reminds you of one of your parents 
but you can't tell why or which one. Your parents, as you 
remember them, have become one just as you were once 
one in their married mind. An attempt to separate their 
image into two separate people won't work. They are now 

49 



n in th image of this statue and this coalescence reminds 

u f the singularity of origins, of the primary, the 

fundamental, and that makes good sense to you, that 

m h re in this stone religion you would find something 

y urself. It is this very reflection of oneself in things 

which accounts for you and I intersecting at this moment. 

F r ample, the incredibly brilliant 800-year-old paint on 

th tatues here reminds you of lapis and the depth you 

feel akin to in that rock, though I remember you were 

always hot on jade, more cultural than personal I think. 

As you sit in the warmth of the August morning sun and 

write this you have attracted a large crowd of Chinese 

who stop to watch the language flow out onto the paper. 

You look up at them and ask them in English if they would 

like to write something on your paper but they simply 

smile and ignore you. They are more interested in the 

writing and comment to one another and point to the 

actual incisions you make on the paper, the calligraphy 

of the foreign letters cutting also into their minds as they 

recognize something of themselves there. When you think 

about it all orts of connections are lost. 

m tim later that day, on the hotel steps, you and I are 

tw ld m n smoking cigarettes and listening to the jarring 

br gongs of a hin se opera on the radio. They just 

1 k int n an ther's eyes. The gong usually signals a 

m v m nt on stag . 
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Monday, August 7 

We travel all day out to the Inner Mongolian grasslands in 
a small passenger van. Through the bus window I catch 
yet another glimpse of "you.'' 

You might have been this guy in Huhhot-one room, one 
rooster - or is my skin bone brown so singular and 

contained in China eyes deep within the common view 
connected so that I see what you saw sometimes just to 
stand in the doorway with creosote eyes imprint death 
(too, maybe) but certainly to experience any complete 
person living there is always a mirror how alone can one be? 
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In th late afternoon w arrive and I sit and look ut of a 

yurt at the beautiful landscape of long, flat, rolling plateau 

and prairie horizon. A herd of camels brushes the camp 

and then moves faster than we can run into the distance. 

There's a lovely flush on the Mongolian girls' cheeks which 

i ry attractive. Someone says it's from dairy products 

and outdoor living. I think of "pudeur. 11 

The blush/flush shy guilt blood rush sign which is the origin 

of colour from the inner heat we rush outward (other 

animals don't blush do they?) these girls sing for us shrill 

voice behind the heat in their cheeks like in my family .r 

when they drink or the love of my daughters too in their 

fir t flush/first guilt so red something of the Scarlet Letter 

is why JC pointed to the story as the truth which rises from 

om depth sensation feeling the deep heat in the parts of 

the body move and make yourself so red which tells the 

tory the tell-tale blush of revelation we are. 
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Tuesday 
Raining this morning but now the sun is out. We visited a 
yurt house and had some great yogurt. It's made straight 
from milk without boiling; they leave fresh milk sit for 2-3 
days so actually it becomes sour cream but this wasn't sour. 
Too much riding on our bus through the countryside these 
last few days. Images of our trip, the terrain, and P. 

Hue of loess August terrace planted green and heavy water 
then yellow dry by mid-September our marriage wanders 
again through the millenia of marriages here in the earth 
brush your knee on the bus, think of the caves, the yolk 
of an egg, the rice. 
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Friday th 20th August in Beijing 

Tourin the city. Lotus fields everywhere. Look at the hats 

they ar. Everything happiness and longevity. 

At the Summer Palace the peach 

the ymb I of "lucre" 

each picture different 

fr m the classics 

5 ,000- no repetition 
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Or everywhere, the masses, the people from New York 
airing their teeth. I think to try to get to the particular, 
the minute, underneath the lushness of the ornamental, the 
specific (therefore simple?), rediscover ({decoration" as 
useful, function. 

The words for the things 
are not the things themselves 
of course 
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·la ' nzau I um, n th Gr at Hall th P pl . 

/1 11 w ll lk dint th lar r om just b for 

his b dy I was struck by th ry larg pain tin 

m w1tains along one wall b caus of a poem I had l ritt 11 

y rs a o as I look d out o r the mountains al n th 

Koot nay Ri r from our hous . 

a , in front m 

th thing y u car d f r t 

ri er, m untain 

at wn, the whol 

blu ky. 
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Elite 
(pronounced ee-light) 



Elite 1 

Swift Current Saskatchewan is at the centre. I don't think 
you were a boy there. Probably what happened is your 
family moved there from Medicine Hat just before you 
were four, just before you and Ethel were sent to China. 
I know all these "facts" existed once, and I could check 

some of them out with Ethel, or your other sisters and 
brothers, Buster, Lil, Flo, Jimmy. But, like the information 
on distant relatives I lost just before going into China, 
somehow I don't want it or don't need it. The facts seem 
partially unreal. Anyway, you must have seen Swift Cur­
rent just before Grampa put you on the train. About 
1923. I was driving across the prairies on New Year's 
eve last year and we decided to stop for the night in 
Swift Current. It was close to midnight and so we thought 
we'd welcome in the New Year in a pub downtown. I 
hadn't been there for over thirty years but I felt natural 
in following Central Ave. to the old train station. As 
soon as I saw the station I knew exactly where I was. I 
stopped the car and pointed out to Pauline the exact spot 
I stood when the war was over and I met you at the 
station when you came home from training camp. From 
there the lay of the land was clear to me. There was 
Roy's shoe shop and just up the street across from Wool­
worth's was the Elite Cafe. You were always there, in the 
Elite, working. I remember the streets more on my own. 
Not just the photographs, but me walking, alone in the 
town. Touching a building, the flowerpots in Mother 
Trimble's windowsills, the cool shade under some outside 
stairway, etc. I never talked to you about these things, 
even when they weren't memories. They weren't really 
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1mp rt nt t the tim . Y ur m m ry f u h rticul r . 

lin it matter. Th r a n f r th t ry i in1ply 

t c unt n it. h t I r m mber r wh t y u r ny n 

el e c nnected r member isn't the p int. Ther i n't v n 

any p int. There i just thi . You, b for y uh d c r, n 

the treet in an verc at winter, to w rk. Alw y I n . 

I mean I ee nly your ingularity, you with hand in y ur 

pockets, head down, going to work, with int nti n, in th 

c ld winter dusk, to the Elite, your dad r Bu t r Ir dy 

ha the big stainless coffee urn ready, wh t w it, tw nty 

cups of ground in the cloth sack and, what, th fir t f w 

cu tomer , not farmers, you can't ev n sp k Engli h t " 

fir t, silence, from China too, sw ep th fl ors, m yb d 

ome cooking in the kitchen where you c n t lk t th 

cooks, Grampa out front flipping coins, the wh I family 

around you there in Swift Current, your n w Id f mily, 

by then ilence and anger hum, l ne. 
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Elite 2 

Do you remember how living on the prairies was like living 
in water, in an ocean or a large lake. Movements, deci­

sions, fortunes were made by undercurrent, a sense of 

sliding along a large floor, in the night. The night I was 

with you on a trip, just before we moved out to B.C., 
it felt like that, the way we moved, probably by train, 

through unknown territory. Always you had an "intent." 

You were on business of some sort and the others we met 

were all Chinese. You could talk to them. They gave me 
candy and pinched me. You and they talked and talked. 

Chinese always sounds so serious, emotional, angry. I 

napped on a couch in some Chinese store in some Alberta 

town. The old men played dominoes and smoked and 
drank tea. In the window dusty plants in porcelain bowls 

and some goldfish. Does it seem strange to you now to see 

this in words? Do you remember the trip I'm talking about? 

Late at night somewhere you played Mah Jong. From out­
side the sound of the click-clack of the pieces being shuffled 

over the tabletop under the hum of the men's voices, a real 

music I felt comfortable with. Even though you stayed late 

you always came back, going somewhere. We moved that 

night through this subcontinent of prairie landscape, it 

was summer and the water was warm and hazy, the possi­

ble distances, distant. 
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lit 3 

I'm n th thi wint r. I h n't b n h r in th 

wint r inc I w ur y r Id. It' n t v ift 

r dy r ek m here c 11 it, ut th r r c r-

tain f1 ur which are unmi t k bly part f u . Th 

thnicity h r f l dir ct. I m n th hin till 

c nn cted t China, th Ukr ini n Ukr inian, in th 

bar th Icel nd r tell storie ab ut le l nd, th Sw d 

till h an a cent, the Fr nch p k Fr nch. Her y u'r 

ither Wiebe or a Friesen, or n t. What i a M ti , ny­

way. I kn w when you came b ck fr m China y u mu t 

have felt more Chines than anything l . But Ir m mb r 

you aying later that th Chine didn't tru t y u nd th 

En Ii h didn't trust you. Y u were ah lf-br d, Eur i n. 

Ir member f ling the possibility of th t w rd "Eur i n11 

for my elf when I first read it in my wn troubl d d l -

cence . I don' t think you ever felt the relief f th t tic 

id ntity th ugh. In North Am rica whit i still th 

ard and you were nev r whit n u h. But y u w r n't 

pur nough for th hin eith r. You n v r kn w th 

full comr d hip f an thnic c mmunity. S y u f It 

in le, ut id , th u h y u pl y d th g m s w 11 mu t. 

11 b mix h r nth r in i till n tic d. Ir m mb r 

in int M cl d in Swift urr nt f w y r nd 

n ing th t m t f th w m n in th 

Gr nny Erick n. I d n't think y u ny n 

I in th w rid lik y u. 
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Elite 4 

You got us involved in the Salvation Army because that's 

what Granny Wah wanted. She had a bonnet. I cadt 

recall ever seeing Grampa or you there. But I bet she had 
her go at you too. Didn't you ever play the big bass drum, 

or the cymbals? I played the E-flat horn later in Nelson. 
I think, like Grampa, you always thought the Salvation 

Army people outside yourself. That was the Chinese in 
you. You didn't outwardly really trust it. But you tried 
it. In some totally pure and personal way you prayed, 
alone. I know later when our family went to the United 

Church in Nelson and you sometimes got off work on 
Sunday morning to go to church with us you did sing 
the hymns but your brow furled as if you couldn't under­
stand the words. You were proud, then, of the fact you 
were going to church and you made a point of telling 
some of the customers in the restaurant that you had to 
go to church. That was after you had stopped desiring 
China and the Chinese at work put up with but laughed 
at you going to church. I think the church thing was 
white respectability and you did it for that and a sense of 

our family in that community. Somehow in the face of all 
the Salvation Army, Granny, community, etc. I know you 
established some real spiritual communication, totally 

private, no drums. 
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lit 5 

Th r i n pi tur ( r i th r ) m 1 r th 

r f th \ ift urr nt r n ' ith n th 

m t, uit nd ti , pi fy, milin t 

th c m r , n th ' h 1 Swift urr nt lndi n (th 

\ r n 't r 1 " indi n 11 
- th t w th ir n m ) h c y t m 

' rkin ut , irling big lif r th d rk i . Th r 

t m pi tur I know. Lik th Ti rant M pl L f 

h ck r th t u d t h ng in th b rb r h p, 

th t am lin u n the r al ic f th Gard n in t 

th b ckb rd . But in thi n it' the Indi n . I think 

y u w re th m n g r or m thing, y u helped ut. Th 

br im f your hat i turn d d wn, hi n t r tyl . 

Th Indian nth ir we ters i ju t lik th Chi Bl ck 

Hawk . tr ng ly, Chi a o figur d in y ur lif . Y u t ld 

u th t y u ran away from horn wh n th y br u ht y u 

b ck fr m hin and got w rk n b t in th r t 

L ke . ou jump d hip in Chic g nd th y pi k d u 

up for ill gal ntry. You w r nl b ck t Swift urr nt 

nd that w nd f that. I wi h y u had iv n u 

m r d ta il . hi g ha alw y b n my t ri u pl 

r m n m day I'll g t th r my lf. Anyw y, i n't 

it tr ng h w th t ity is th r in ur liv , n th 

p riph ry. 



I've always been "proud11 you were part of that team. The 

Swift Current Indians were my first hockey heroes and 

their movements over the ice instilled a sense of body and 
mind-set which I have carried with me all my life. Even 

though you never played hockey I know you had the 
invisible movement of the game inside you too. You said 

you played basketball on a winning team in China. But 
you liked hockey. There is no picture either of me and my 

first pair of skates, double-runners, with Mom (you were 
working), on a blustery day, natural ice, on a pond or 

creek. Or the skating rink you made for us in our back 
yard in Trail. Or the puck that caught me just above the 

eye, third row as you and I watched a game in the Civic 
Centre, blood and stitches. The game on television now, 

you'd fall asleep before the end of the first period. Did you 

ever ride a horse? 
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lite 

m d int th 1 k r flun 
f d r n u 

n u 

I \ \i h n I c u y ur wn 

m 1 u h. m thing g t t y u fi hin in th C lumbi 

Ri r at Trail , ft r w rk, al ng th r k , wift-fl win 

mind mptyin , mayb . Or in a er k t M w n 
unday aftern n picnic, cousin nd uncl , ab 11 m . 

At Ape you driving the road in the turqu i e F r 1 k­

in for u i hing along the slow meandering f tt n­

w od reek. Y u without me at Trout L ke. M with ut 

you below the .. R. track below Gr nit R d n th 

way out of town or jigging for ucker n r th b t­

hou es with the ld Chinaman. When I fi h n w m -

time I feel lik I'm you, wat r, gl sy gaz , v rtic 1, 

invisible lay r , th lin , disapp aring. 
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Elite 7 

The dream "noises11 of the early morning. You getting 
ready to go to work, still dark at 4 :30, a light dust of 

snow maybe, the house warm, as you dress, the gabardine 
pants, shoes I shined for you last night, muffled voices 
of goodbye, the small change in your pocket, car keys, 
your pace on the varnished maple floor, alone, quickens 

with movement towards the door, out, dark grey mist­
hackle across the lake on Elephant 1\tlountain, you and the 
town get going for the day, I hear the blue 2-door Pontiac 
hum alive down on the street, and you're gone to work, 

and then our own half-awake silence and relaxation back 
into the morning's warmth and sleep. Or me a couple 
times a year getting up for you, e.g. father 's day, some 
Sunday morning, could you really sleep "in11 thinking of 
me the kid making the big urn of coffee, turning the heat 
up, remembering to get the cream and a tray of butter 
out of the cooler, turn on the sign, the synchromesh of 
everything starting to work, darkness breaking on Baker 
Street, first customers and the regulars early morning old 
man risers C.P.R. night shift and a few foremen and loners 
first coffee and cigarettes, the new noises of the day pick­
ing up speed and humming along the counter and booths 

to the whack of the kitchen door kicked on stride and the 
"smells11 then. 
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lite 

Itr r t "pl " u nd th h n 

y u int m ' m unt in 
nd th ima 

ar imbu d \ rith th r n ar und 

t 

uth 

humi H n K n ma -I c n't im gin v h t y ur 

imag f th \ rld w , wher y u w r in it (w r y u 

al y g ing h m t wift urr nt, w r y u 

h me, anywh r ). How much did y u h r 
r large the world w s after w 1 ft th prairi - Tr il, 
el on, Cranbr ok, Calgary, Vancouv r? That "r w rd" 

f a real h liday down the C lumbi nd th n up th 

co t to Vancouver when you ld a h r in th Diam nd 

Grill. A few trips t Spokane, hike int th hill r und 
el on for fishing, the grav lly drive t Trail and b ck. 

Did any hape of uch place v r displac th di t n in 

in y ur eye ? Y u look d out at it all but you n v r r lly 

cared if you w re there r ls wher . I think y u w r 

pr pared t be nywhere. The sun, th warmth, wa m -
thing you w nt ut id f r, ut id your lf, tr tchin 

nd rela ing your working m ving b dy, insid , in id , 

y u n v r b tr y d any imprint f a "w rld11 th r th n 

y u r dark br wn y . 
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Elite 9 

When you returned from China via Victoria on Hong 

Kong Island and they put you in jail in Victoria on 

Vancouver Island because your birth certificate had been 

lost in the Medicine Hat City Hall fire and your parents 

couldn't prove you were born in Canada until they found 
your baptism records in the church or in the spring of 

1948 when we moved to Nelson from Trail during the 

floods while Mao chased Chiang Kai-shek from the main­

land to offshore Taiwan and the Generalissimo's picture 

hung in our house and on a wall above some plants and 

goldfish in the Chinese Nationalist League house down 

on Lake Street or when you arrived in China in 1916 

only four years old unable to speak Chinese and later in 
the roaring twenties when each time Grampa gambled 

away your boat passage so you didn't get back to Canada 
until 19 30 languageless again with anger locked up in the 

immigration cells on Juan de Fuca Strait or when your 

heart crashed so young at 54 as you fell from mom's arms 

to the dance floor did you see islands? 
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lite 0 

\ ur th r " n th R 1 ih 

fl 

c rn r all thr r th tr t fr m 
nni w rk d in th dry g d d p rtm nt 

nd th n full tim ft r r du ti n th y r y u t k h r 

t the final ba k tb 11 gam at Gull L k nd M m y 
n w y u rr w d car and dr v t M r 
h neym n and b u ht y ur fir th us in Swift urr nt 

in th f 11 f 19 39 for $900 ju t aft r I w b rn nd 
nni ' Dad fi d it up so you ld it and b ught n th r, 

tucco (I r member that ne) in '41 th n m v d t r il 

in the pring of '43 and bought th E p rt Cl n r 
sold it t Andy' broth r Sam and hi wife and b u 

hou e th r n a corner right acr ss fr m th riv r n r 

Butler ball park by the bridg and th n t n wh r 

we had our fir t dog it was d wn clo r to S ndy B h 
wher Granny and Grampa lived at the foot S ndy 

Mountain and th n Ernie' dog Mick yup in th h u m 
th n xt block t th Dollar 1 aner 11 in E t Tr ii 
whil you and Cramp w r in th Elit er th riv r 

downtown undern ath th m lt r hill and th n in th 

spring of '48 flo d wh n w moved t N 1 n didn't y u 

nd Jimmy G Eth l' hu band buy int th L . 
which y u hang d t th N w St r ju t M ' vi t ry 

n rth of th Y ngz b cam pal bl liv d in th 

u l x with th ii t v t 3 4 r y u g t 

int y ur l st r t ur nt ( n min ) th m nd rill 
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which even with the Standard down by Hipperson's Hard­
ware times got good on Baker Street in the fifties and you 

got Grampa Erickson to build us our own house with 
maple floors at 724 Victoria you were so proud we had 

fireworks for the house warming and two sittings for the 
Chinese banquet in the basement and finally the Holmes 
Motel in Cranbrook in the early sixties where that was 
the end of the deals the cafes the houses the driving the 

building the running right through it, for you, that was it. 
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This Dendrite Map: 

Father/Mother Haibun 



Father /Mother Hai bun #1 

Finally changed the calendar today to August. Sitting here 
this morning trying to figure out things (phone rings and 
she asks "Is this David? I must have the wrong number. I 
don't know why I keep doing this.") the ecrit I'm open for, 
ungular, now alone in the mornings looking through Jung 
and Hillman for hints, I mean the simple and solid clarity 
of my father's father's dying, his dying, and then me living 
and then dying too is outrageous, bald as geographical 
Saskatchewan and my Grandfather which made my life 
"racial" not that he actually came to be there but simply 
him here/ there and her, my Grandmother, her Salvation 
Army Englishness really solid in the middle of his flux but 
both of them cutting "geo" out of their world thus Maple 
Creek Moose Jaw North Battleford Medicine Hat somewhere 
in England and Canton China places in their lives much 
more than in their world, you, my father, almost too, 
thus me, such particles caught in the twig-jam holding 
the water back impedimenta and this dendrite map I'm 
finally on now for no reason but time, and then I'll go to 
the city and look for an S-shaped chair to hold me and 
this up. 

Two weeks late I turn the calendar, crave for ripe tomatoes 
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Father /Moth r Haibun #2 

nger th hin my f , y , n1 b . 

1 r r th r, atin , hi h u in th thin 

wild cherry tr in th ull y thi m rnin , un ju t min 

u . I p r ar und th rn r f th r t th b r ju t 

like u ' ould, y quint d br w lin din u pi i n Ii 

u u d to, a if y u were tryin t figur m thin 

ri u . If el y ur face in m like that m tim , 1 king 

u t f m , nd now I w n r if my ng r i th 

ur flying out f m fr m him and hi , tc. th n r 

m lt n back thr ugh Cth nic f ar. Th b ar flush d ft 

finally, by the d g. ~ uh v r in the co 1 Augu t m rnin 

air, behind my ey s. Th fire, th candl , th pumpkin, 

the "virtu/1 in id . 

Crash of broken branch, hungry, pits in the shit 
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Father/Mother Haibun #3 

I try talking to you in this near-September air after I water 

the dry spots out of the lawn, morning sunny and clear 

the air coming to this for months ahead, almost, your 

death-month, turning the flowers, even those huckleberries 

I picked yesterday had thoughts of the frost ahead high in 

the mountains, such simple weather but something more 

primitive here pictures of the kids each year on the first day 

of school in front of the flowers in their new clothes, ahead, 

you too and my mind working over the connections, you're 

laughing, scepticat like when I told you they used hot 

water to make the ice at the arena because it steams and 

you just about believed it because I did, my heart shoots 

into the memory of that actual mouths-and-eyes-talking 

dialogue, weather is memory every time I wonder if you 

ever really listened to the songs on the Wurlitzer in the 

cafe, particularly on a quiet winter Sunday afternoon, the 

words anytime your mind roaming ahead and behind like 

mine the little shots at living each day all the things air 

carries for thinking like that. 

Music, I try to think of the words to Autumn Leaves, Love 

Letters in the Sand 
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F th r /M th er Hai bun #4 

r wl, 
r d, n 

n' pa 
ircl 

hin nd , urn m 1n m 

t 1 , I c n h rdl r d m ' n ti ht 
u' rit n thin 1 , I kn w y u uld 

ir nd lick y ur fin r t turn th l r 

p n i 1 in th 1 t t f th h lf-

unt r in th i m nd Grill, y ur 1 

c ul ing y ur hirt p k t with th t p n i n, 
a fav urit thin t handl th w y y u tr t d it 

j w llry, ctually it w a m tch d p n nd p n il t, 

Sh ff rm ybe ( m thing to do with lg ry h r ), h y, 

il r, bl ck, g Id nib, th pr ci ion I w nted 1 in thin , 

that time I conn d y u int paying for f unt in p n I 
had my ey on in B nw 11' stati n ry t r f ur d ll r 
and twenty c nts Mom wa mad but you underst d u h 

de ir in your che ks relaxed when you w rk d si nin 
ch ck and doing th books in the back r m f th f 

late at night or how the pen worked perfectly with y ur 

quick body as you'd flourish off a check during a bu y 
no n-hour rush th sun and noise f the town nd th 

fla hing. 

High muck-a-muck's gold-toothed dicks ink mark red green 
on lottery blotting paper, 8-spot (click, click) 
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Father/Mother Haibun #5 

You can't drive through a rainbow I said hills to myself in 
the mountains glory of a late summer early fall thunder 
storm the Brilliant Bluffs brilliant indeed the shine rain and 
sunshine waves of science breaking lickety split school 
systems memory for the next word after colour from the 
other side no one could see it otherwise nature's path is 
home to the bluebird triangular son/event/father w/ time­
space China rainbow over your youth vertical like on the 
prairies that rainbow stood straight up into the sky on the 
horizon you'd think in the winter sun ice crystals could 
form unbelievable 

Radio on, up north an American hunter shoots a rare 
white moose, geese in the sky, nibbling ribbons 
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Father/ 

' 
' r 

J n 

11 a I t hi 

th r Haibun # 

lif '\ uld h r 

c mm n 

ut it n w, buts al n , so I n . 

I'll stain the fence red, a dim border in the snow, might 

last thirty years 
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Father /Mother Hai bun #7 

I was back in Buffalo when you died and when I came out 
for your funeral at the end of September there was snow 
on Elephant Mountain as far down as Pulpit Rock from 
Ernie1s house the lake quiet my mother alone suddenly, 
months unused, unusual, I knew you best in the winter 
when there was curling and hockey or in the summer when 
we fished, dark mornings on the way to work or wet leaves 
in the gutter, driving at this time of year from Cranbrook 
to Nelson for the Lion1s dance, car heater toasty warm 
upholstery, outside the air wet and cool mist hackles in 
the mountains your life simply closing down in the quiet 
month on the Hume Hotel ballroom floor wobble of the 
planet's sun seasons shortened golden flower1s corny harvest 
elixir completed. 

Road's nearly empty, only a few pickups with firewood 
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th r/ 

Th ul 

th r Haibun #8 

.\\h nlt 

t llul 

it n th rn1 r ild 

in1 rint 

n 

r 

mid t 

n yrnpt rn I rn ju t uri u ut 

u r cl it all, pl ying rn i r lly n t u h 

ut I lway th u ht I h cl t p it it t t 

r , th w rld and ut th cl r cl wn th tr t, y u 

kn wit and rn , ut id th un nd th ch rnic I it' 

ith r nurn r r th t I rg front wingin w cl n d r. 

Felled tree in the fall, I look at the stump for sap, zero 
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Father /Mother Haibun #9 

"Why do you think of your father so much?" 
"He's dead. Every once in a while I think I see him, or 

someone I see reminds me of him, or I'm writing this book 
and he's in it." 

"That's not the truth. There's more to it than that." 
"What we'll try for is a paradigm in this." 
"You can think of a fishing cause. For him environment 

is connected with the earth." 
"Dante phoned last night. From Salmo. And the day 

before, Mike Zoll showed up and told me 'The subtle quality 
of things transcends all formal boundaries.' I don't know, 
I'm not sure, maybe." 

"Do women think a circle is a labyrinth ?11 

"Kore, no one wears purple like you. I half expect you to 

com~ with a hat.11 

"I feel I'm lucky I'm part Chinese when I see a river." 
"So. What about your father?" 
"Look, it's an old problem. When Smaro says 'Alley Alley 

Home Free' I know exactly what's going on. Her eyes 
twinkle. Here, it's snowing today. Sounds are deadened, 
like waking up in a room with the windows closed. Why 

do you ask ?11 

"Autumn in New York, Moonlight in Vermont, they're 
all haiku. And that's just one of the tricks Lionel knows. 
You know that poem about his dad and the echo of the 
axe on the other side of the valley? That was in the fall, 
there was frost. Or Victor's poem, 'Kenkyusha: Day Nine,' 
his daughter's birth, my father's death, zooming in on the 
phoneme of time, accurate, and asks me 'what time.111 
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in it r und 11 w 
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nh rm 
ti n rm 

ft n with it 

Hannah Elizabeth 
fell asleep in Jesus Arm 
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Father /Mother Hai bun #10 

Working with my back to the window for more natural 
light, dog chasing cows in the field, the words stubble 
today, embedded there in the bracken at the edge of the 
field, Chinese philosophy and numbers, the cloud-filled 
night, "and they swam and they swam, right over the darn," 
etc., all this, and sugar too, holding the hook, time, the 
bag, the book, the shape, you also carried on your back 
yin and embraced yang with your arms and shoulders, the 
mind as a polished mirror, there, back into my hand. 

I can't stop looking at the field of brown grass and weed 
and feeling the grey sky 
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th r/ th r Haibun #1 

v rm \ ith l v n 

t m th r m 1.in 

bnn in ut id 
ttl \ ith th II t f II 

urn m 

Rain a h fir t now, old word h re on the notepad, 

" h re did Od u o?" 
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Father/Mother Haibun #12 

Mom you'll know this as a wordgame, strategy to get truth's 
attention, your name, Corrine, for example, core, cortex, 
heart, blood, islands of the liver, a tension to incite the 
present, your friend Woody written into the texture, 
coloured uphill under their apple tree beautiful also, we 
were about fifteen when Wayne Waters said to me "Your 
mother's a good looking woman" and I blushed, tissue of 
skin, shades of other people's hair, touch. 

The landscape is red, "pudeur," an air of sanctity and 
respect, etc. 
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Father/ ther Haibun # 3 

u ht 

c 
11th 

und u 
,.., int r m nth li 

I et up and look, no k t da , ju t the fo . How ne 

can one be? 

88 



7 

Father /Mother Haibun #14 

When my hands, arms, and head grew larger there was 
at one point a very comforting sensation which I thought 
might relate to my birth and you're constantly rubbing 
your wrist joints this spherical map of "influence" as in 
Dad's anger, maybe, or your clearing your throat. I wait 
for simply old age and a mental space serrated description 
narrative the same refrain female song a flair for the fictive 
or theory that there is invocation in the inheritance of the 
blue-print. 

In winter ravens look more majestic, weaving over the 
highway, tree to tree, tree to tree 
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Fath r/ ther Haibun #15 

1 thi im ublin1in 1 il h b u 

n th 0 Ju t 1 r 

th nn ti n 

t th 

Someda I'll grow them, prairie hollyhocks a ain, on a 

stucco wall 
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Father /Mother Hai bun #16 

I know the language just turns you into metaphor, rock of 
ages like Granny Wah, the truth. Traces of the other 
mothers, cliff-dwellers in the golden city, your windows 
nothingnesses to the world's something, bisons on the walls 
at Lascaux. So there. How to defend you and I from a 
language edited by Christians I stand facing west with my 
father and speak words which are new names for the sea. 

Old month's countenance, deer swim the rock-wall river, 
mean anything to you? 
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th r/ th r H ibun # 

h 1 th r, th ri htn f th 

thin 1 

t, thi m rnin 

brilli 

h 
m , th h d m th r . 

rum, h 

rk in thi 

tum hi h 

tu 1 
nt 

li 

I h 

You flew over me1 outside there wa a moist loss, now I 

rememb r 
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Father /Mother Hai bun #18 

I'd say that's a "proud" or swollen wound on my finger, 
body's pride reminding itself of itself, something genitive 
about the blue sloped roof of the '51 Pontiac, lives brokPn 
into car eras both of you (thus us) tnt neat on the edge 
of healing skin red something eucharistical and my own 
two daughters even this spring, fall leeched ground and 
then outside the flowers see how hard it is for me to make 
sense of a hunch, looking around myself, looking for the 
simple "of" connection might be, and why my friend Albert 

set out his amaryllis this spring. 

No more snow to shovel this winter, back to the ground, 

flowers 
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ath r/ other Haibun #1 

n 

\ 

1' n , t fir 

th t th r t 

rm. I 

r c m r my ur 

in 

wn with e rythin n thi h r . 

urn 

rn 

t r th t' th 

ttin th 

ut id 
urn rn 

Smoke sits on the lake, frost tonight, eyes thinking 
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Father/Mother Haibun #20 

I still don't know how to use the chopsticks as right or as 
natural, bamboo fingers hands arms mind stomach, food 
steaming off the dishes, rain or wet snow, windows, night 
lights, small meals you'd grab between rushes (unlike me), 
that's what you did, isn't it, went back to the cafe later, 
on the nights we didn't have rice at home, me too, when 
I first went to university in Vancouver I couldn't stand it, 
I'd need rice, catch the Hastings bus to Chinatown, what 
is it, this food business, this hovering over ourselves? 

A little ginger, a little garlic, black beans, lo bok, Aunty 
Ethel, the kitchen 
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Father/M ther Haibun #2 

dy an in an th I f 

ti n, p 1 I tr 

' h riz n, did ind r t h u d ad in ur 

t th 

Japanese plum blossoms, my finger joints swollen, your 

kind of love sweetest, get that, sweetest 
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