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* * * * * * * * 
ivy surrounds 
this house. 

clutches 
at my heart a 

giant tree growth 
of hemmerhoids 

in the garden our cat morris 
sees always 

butterfly on his nose as an abcess of 

imagination 
blackbirds zoom into that tree 

i see his fur shiver and his nose grope 

* * * * * * * 

THE SCAFFOLDING 
FREDRIC WAH 

The scaffolding 
. . . 
is a cagmg m 
of the nearly finished building 

it is a pipe and board jungle 

gawping cubes of space 
streaked with wet cement droppings 

and the workmen strut and shout 

erect assurance 
of the solidity 
of early morning air 

* 

* * * 

* * * 
BILL BISSETT 
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ally to the conveying of the image and form of his v1s10n of life itself. He has 
poems published or being published in Tish, Halton Hi-Lites, Canadian Forum, 
E vidence, and D elta, and his book, D-Day and After, is to be released late this 
spring. He is editor of Tish. 

BARBARA DRAKE, a native of Oregon, is married and a teaching assistant in the English 
Department at the University of Oregon. 

I usually have the feeling that the person I am when I write and the person I am 
when I read what I have written must be two separate individuals. If I like what I 
have written, I am amazed that I did such a good job. If I don' t like it, I am like
wise amazed that I didn't see what a lot of crap it was when I was writing it. Either 
way, it is almost like reading something I have never seen before when I go back 
over my work the first time. Or rather, it is as if I have had a curious dream and 
am walking down the street thinking it over when I come to a newspaper stand and 
find a detailed, exact account of my dream on the front page. 
I think poetry should be read aloud, although it isn't absolutely necessary to read 
it aloud to anyone. 

GLADYS HI DMARCH attends the University of British Columbia. 

I think that I ask nothing of the short story except that it have a form; a surface 
description that skitters about the outside of things, that either is or is not held down 
or pulled ahead by some line of action is not enough; neither is a quality or mood 
that is created by five , nine, twenty-three pages unless that quality is the form, is 
within every object word person that comes out of the flatness into itself. 

GEORGE HITCHCOCK is one of the editors of the San Francisco Review. He has had 
numerous stories printed, seven plays produced and has a book of poems coming 
out this summer. 

You ask my intentions in this novel. The intentions of all enemies of Carthage are 
the same - to mine and explode her insolent chromium walls. Methods, however, 
vary. Cato prefers the sword and R oman law. As a reading of my 12th chapter shou ld 
make clear, I put my faith in those immaculate, joyous and circular explosions which 
surround us all yet generally pass unperceived. I come to them by the stratagem of 
derangement which, in this time of dementia, is my concession to conformism. Necesse 
est cum insanientibus furere. 

LIO EL KEARNS has published poetry previously in Prism and a number of other 
Canadian magazines. 

It's very simple. The poet objectifi es a charge of his own subjective energy. The 
listener taps the poem and draws off that charge into his own subjective person. This 
closed poetic circuit is an instance of inter-subjective communion, and the initiating 
creative act of the poet is, therefore, the apersonal act of love. 

JIM SALT lives in R egina, Saskatchewan. He is presently at work on a trilogy of plays 
and a novel. 

FREDERIC WAH goes to the University of British Columbia and is an editor of Tish. 

A poem works for me as it is a natural thing. An utterance. A fluent merging of myself 
with my surroundings. It is fluent because, when it happens, it is as natural as song, 
a sigh of recognition, a correspondence between the actual event and language. A 
correspondence between reality and all of me - eyes, ears, breath, etc. As this is, in 
part, my stance, my poetry desires to testify, to some depth, the balance or equilibrium 
set up between me, objects, human behaviour, facts, and events. It is my song. 

RICHARD WATSON is married and a graduate student at the University of Washington. 
He has appeared in Prism before. "Pastoral" as published here is the second stage 
of a story which Mr. Watson envisions as continuing to evolve during the rest 
of his life. 
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