UNTIL
THE ECLIPSE




Until the Eclipse — umm-20 new — Catching Up — 8 — yes yes yes

3k sk st sk s o sk sk ok ok sk sk sk s s sk sk sk sk sk sk sk s sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk s sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk s sk sk sk sk ke sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk ok sk sk sk s sk skoskokosk sk kok

Until the Eclipse

John Robert Colombo

Colombo & Company

Toronto, Canada

2026

jre@colombo.ca
www.colombo.ca
colombo.ca

Dedicated to Richard Kostelanetz, Writer of Many Letters

Design by Bill Andersen, Artist of Many Images

sk sk s sk s ke sk sk sk sk sk s ke sk sk sk sk s ke sk sk sk sk s ke sk sk sk sfeosie s ke sk sk sk sfeosie s ke sk sk sk seosie s sk sk sk sk sfeosie sk sk skosk sk s sk sk skosk sk s ke sk sk sk sk skosk sk

Until the Eclipse

3 st st s s s sk sk sk ok sk sk sk s s sk sk sk ok sk sk sk s s sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk s sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk s sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk s sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk s sk sk sk sk ok sk sk sk s sk skoskoskosk sk kok

Preliminary Thoughts

The reader (or the browser) of the present work will find it to be a miscellany or medley or pastiche
or potpourri of passages of prose and poetry — notably poetic and aphoristic — that preserve what [
have written, so far, largely but not exclusively during the first half of the calendar year 2026.


mailto:jrc@colombo.ca
http://www.colombo.ca

Sometimes included are earlier and hitherto uncollected literary writings that have so far escaped
from inclusion in my various collections, mainly the annual ones, which I imagine may be of interest
to someone. That someone may well be unknown to me and probably will forever be so. He or she
will find that these are the subjects I have pondered, invented, contrived, or discovered over the last
little while (or long while so I think they deserve their moment in the sunshine or in a bath in the
light of the moon).

The title “Until the Eclipse” has no astronomical eclipse in mind (though what it does have
in the back of my mind is the “eclipse” of rationality in world affairs and that always brings to my
mind a youthful reading of the haunting and alarming science-fiction story titled “Nightfall.” It was
written in 1941 by Isaac Asimov and first published later that year. It is about how the brief absence
of sunlight every 2,040 years turns the population of the fictional planet of Lagash into a cycle of
insanity and self-destruction. It depicts an eclipse of all the six suns of Lagash. This is an eclipse of
rationality and society’s collapse enhanced by an absence of any scientific understanding and
appreciation of astronomical knowledge concerning the operation of the solar system. So the
“eclipse” that T have in mind is not Lagash’s solar eclipse but mankind’s own “eclipse” of knowledge
and common sense.

There mills around every “entry” in this collection of ephemera and intelligentsia the result
of thought and supposition. The admixture of consideration and consequence makes for an odd
combination that it is hoped will add some diversion to the life of the browser or reader. Not that the
browser is not the reader, nor that the reader is not also the browser, but that there is some certainty
(of what I have yet to discover and develop and discern) when most of what we believe or disbelieve
is reckoned to be but for the better.

30 Jan. 2026
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Thoughts

Two Artists

I admire the landscapes of John Constable, as they are timeless, while I am astonished by the
landscapes of J.M.W. Turner, as they are instantaneous.

Landscape Artists

Both Constable and Turner are, as I like to express it, “land-escape-artists” for the simple reason that

they faithfully and with profundity preserve images of landscapes in at least two of their essential
forms, casual and causal.

Theatre



Le Thédtre du Grand-Guignol has never died, that is, it has never really died, as its cruelties have
been recreated in the print medium in Italy by Mario Bava as giallo, and in the cinéma of France and
the United States as film noir.

Vanga Dimitrova

It has been a great many years since my wife Ruth and I were driven one day from the Bulgarian
capital of Sofia to the small town of Petrich on the Greek border. It was widely known as the home
of Vanga Dimitrova, the blind prophetess, whose presence there attracted the attention not only of
fellow Bulgarians but also of curious people from behind the Iron Curtain and Westerners of all
persuasions who were interested in the apparent or alleged powers of prophecy. Could she “see” into
the future of individuals and countries, indeed of the world and its future? To be truthful, most
people still wonder about such “sight” or “insights,” but I will attest that in a private consultation,
she told Ruth details about her health that no one except us knew, and she told me details about my
eyesight and other matters that were “dead on.” I felt at the time and still feel to this day that she had
knowledge for which I cannot otherwise account. In the bureaucracy of Sofia, she was a state
employee of Dr. Georgi Lozanov’s respected research institute devoted to Suggestology and
Suggestopedia. Later in Sofia, we met Dr. Lozanov, and never before then nor since then have I met
a man so harassed, yet so generous. Readers who are interested in all of this will find numerous
articles on Vanga (or Baba Vanga and other related names) on Wikipedia.

Livret

For a period of at least sixty-six years, | seem to have been a writer who appreciates unusual words
for their own sake, without at least once coming across and pausing over one word in particular. Now
the jig is up. That word is livret. To my surprise, I came across it this morning (28 Jan. 2026) in a
column in a recent issue of the Times Literary Supplement about the merits of publishing poems in
pamphlets rather than in books. It is obvious that the word is French and that it may be translated as
“pamphlet” or “leaflet” or “booklet” or even “folder” or “tract.” Now I would like to make use of that
shy word, though I judge most readers interested in such matters would guess its meaning right away,
as did I. All these decades, for me anyway, it has been hiding “in plain sight,” so to speak. Let’s see
if I can use it in the future.

For the curious, word-conscious reader or writer, it appears in the 7LS, 9 Jan. 2026, page 48,
in the column “NB” titled “Sticky Wickets,” contributed by the shy contributor known as “M.C.”
Here are his / her sentences that set me off: “We like a pamphlet — and have sometimes wondered
if this isn’t the form of publication that suits poetry best. There can be something venturesome about
such livrets — or something modest.” Et cetera.

What I Am

What I am is a man of many worlds — oops, words!



Not Advised

For crying out loud is an idiomatic expression that is neither wise nor advised. Nor is “for crying out
silently” either wise or advised. Indeed, the latter has yet to attain the status of even an idiomatic
expression.

League of Canadian Poets

I am one of the founders of the League of Canadian Poets. I was its first and so far its only
“provisional co-ordinator” from its founding at Rochdale College in Toronto in 1966, and I am still
recognized for this voluntary effort on its behalf. However, the organization rapidly turned into a
membership-friendly organization and not at all what I and other of the founders wished it to be: a
group designed to advance the interests of serious literature in the country, rather like the Writers’
Union of Canada which was subsequently established in Toronto in 1973 to work with governments,
publishers, booksellers, and readers to improve the conditions of Canadian writers. The League was
thus “in a league of'its own” as a federally, provincially, and municipally supported organization that
seemed to have no corporate identity at all. True, it is a “home” for poets, versifiers, and poetasters.
Not that this is bad in itself, but what has been needed over the last sixty or so years is a group that,
for instance, acts to collect royalty and reprint rights on behalf of the elusive estates of deceased
members; that, in another instance, organizes international representation on behalf of its talented
members. In the meantime the country is one of the few that has been solely lacking a journal that
features the outstanding poetry being written by its members and non-members in English and in
French and in foreign languages as well. That, anyway, is my opinion of “the little league.” There
is still room for “a big league” that could be called the Union of Canadian Poets’ Union.

League Again

Mantras are prayers that are meant to be recited repeatedly. They are said to bring about
enlightenment through the power of the repetition of their syllables. Whether or not this is so, allow
me to suggest that what appears here is a mantra of one sort or another and it is endorsed by the
League of Canadian Poets. It appears in print on the League’s correspondence and is recited on
auspicious “gatherings” or “readings.” It is reproduced here from the form that appears in League’s
correspondence and is dated 29 January 2026. It has no known magical, spiritual, eremitic or
hermetic effects.

“The office of the League of Canadian Poets is situated in the land of Tkaronto which is the
traditional territory of many nations including the Mississaugas of the Credit, the Anishnabeg, the
Chippewa, the Haudenosaunee and the Wendat peoples and is now home to many diverse First
Nations, Inuit and Métis peoples.”

Now we know.

Deals Distinguished



I like to distinguish between a “real deal” and an “ideal deal,” the former being a possible deal, the
latter an impossible deal, alas.

Another Distinction

A distinction that is largely ignored in print and always overlooked in speech is between example and
instance. An example is notional, whereas an instance is for real.

Reincarnation

At the present time, belief in metempsychosis or reincarnation is probably held by close to halfif not
more than half of the population of the world. I for one do not hold it, though the idea has an
audacious appeal to the imagination of mankind, yet I find with advancing age, it seems ever more
unlikely. Simply put, as I grow older I do not feel that I was ever elsewhere or elsewhen. Nor do I
feel that, following death, I will find myself in some state of embodiment or formlessness or to be
somewhere else entirely. The present life is it — whatever “it” is.

Chandeliers

The four chandeliers that hang from the high ceiling of the Dining Room here at Briton House
remind me of four upside-down Christmas trees, regardless of the season of the year. Each so-called
fur-tree is painted white, the colour of snowflakes, though it has its yellow-coloured imitation
candles, like formal decorations, and its veritable forest of glass crystals that glow and glimmer like
a Yuletide tree, shedding light that is a multitude of colours: peach, pink, purple, blue, white,
depending on the angle from which this Yuletide tree-like chandelier is viewed — though
“appreciated” might be a more appropriate term to use.

Dominion of Canada

It is easier to describe the nature of Canada than it is to identify the type of country that it is, though
its traditional distinction as a “dominion,” sadly lacking these days, on account of the continued
resistance to the term that still holds in the official corridors of Ottawa and along the streets of the
Province de Québec, with its rich vocabulary of the roadways: autoroute, boulevard, chausée, quai,
rue, route, etc. Canada, however the country may be referred to, has always been an amenable
country, for that means agreeable, compatible, submissive, or yielding, if that word is the one to use
to characterize a gigantic landmass that seems unaware that there is a future for it to face, not to
mention a past that has yet to be recognized.

Canadians



I am always finding my fellow Canadians to be an amenable people, yet not always agreeable as a
people could and should be.

Jesus

Destined birth, destined mission, destined sacrifice, destined death, destined resurrection, destined
salvation, destined memorate.

Three in One

The infant Jesus, the Jesus of Nazareth, Jesus the Christ.

The End of the World

The end of the world (as we know it) has been anticipated awaited experienced fated feared
forecasted foreordained predestined predicted preordained promised prophesied imagined and
proclaimed since the world’s beginning.

Jesus

Should Jesus be the Saviour of the World, he is presumably also the Redeemer of all the life-forms
on the other planets of our Solar System as well and those of all the other Galaxies of the Universe
not to mention the whole of the Cosmos itself. Tall order!

Song of the Sirens

“What song the Sirens sang, or what name Achilles assumed when he hid himself among women,
though puzzling questions, are not beyond all conjecture.” So opined Sir Thomas Browne in his
enduring work Hydriotaphia, Urne-Burialle (1658). Indeed, what song? Conjecture is one
possibility; imagination is another. Despite the passage of the centuries, the “song” the Sirens sang
may be heard to this day, whenever a child holds a seashell against his or her little ear.

Islam: The World’s Leading Religion?

The Prophet Muhammed returned from Medina to Mecca in the year 630 A.D. Thus did Mecca
became the capital city of the religion that the Prophet established, and it remains so to this day.
These days approximately one quarter of the world’s population is Muslim. Perhaps itis areasonable
prediction, or perhaps it is not a reasonable one, to suggest that in another two thousand years it will
emerge as the world’s leading religion in terms of numbers of believers. (None of us who are alive



now will be around then to attest to this prediction.) So my rule-of-thumb is that in the year 2630
A.D. there will be more Muslims than Christians in the world. Indeed, it is possible, in time, that
Islam could become the world’s sole religion! My rule-of-thumb is of course guessing, if only
because the prediction overlooks the some facts that point otherwise. Among these facts are the
growth rates of the competing religions, including Christianity. They too are increasing in
membership, and it has been observed that as religions increase in size and wealth, their growth rates
slow down. So it is most likely that Islam will retain its proportion of the world’s population, one-
quarter of believers, in the year 2630.

Angular?

The adjective “angular” remains associated in my mind with Claude T. Bissell, who served as
President of the University of Toronto from 1958 to 1971. In one of his addresses to the students at
large, he advised the newly enrolled students to be “angular” in the sense that they should be active
and individualistic rather than passive and predictable. They should seek out “the angles” of society.
It was as if his advice was heard and accepted because the next generation of students was
unconstrained, and indeed for a short period of time, students on campus invaded and occupied his
presidential office in Simcoe Hall — not at all what he had in mind!

Daily Horoscope

Sunday. Relax. You have nothing to gain by not relaxing.
Monday. Gird your loins for another week’s work.

Tuesday. Trying to catch up with your tasks will not help.
Wednesday. Your love life will hit the rocks, yet again.
Thursday. Expect your money concerns to persist.

Friday. Sad to say, relief is nowhere in sight.

Saturday. The stars are out of alignment. Resort to your dreams.

Daily Needs

There is no need of more words,

Or fewer words.

Your love life will not improve,

No matter what you do.

Another coffee, cognac, or cigarette
Will help you not at all.

More apologies are not a requirement,
Though one heart-felt one may help.

Words Retrieved



Dictionaries are words in one sort of order.
Websites are full of selected words.

People you meet are chock full of words.
Beliefs that you entertain are full of wounds.
Thoughts you once had are full of sounds.
Words in other languages are still words.
Advice abounds and then goes the rounds.

Travels

I will have traveled at home and abroad,
Spending time in close-by and faraway places,
Seeking what I have no expectation of finding,
Indeed, what I have no need of finding at all,
Arriving as they do in the wrong season,
Experiencing nothing but rotten weather,
Missing what others call the must-see sights,
Wondering where else I should go,

What I should see, or imagine, eventually.

No Retrievals or Revivals

It will happen one day or one night that [ will succumb to whatever it is that lies in store for me. [ will
surrender or succumb to whatever it is that accepts no substitutes, postponements, or excuses,
inevitably if not unfortunately.

Olfactories

Women apply scents, men are said to smell, youths produce odours, and babies sometimes stink.

Fourteen Vividly Named Colours

Baby Blue
Bleu de France
Blood Red
Bone White
Burnt Sienna
Café Noir
Electric Lime
Indian Red



Prussian Blue
Raw Umber
Red Hot

Ruby Red
Tyrian Purple
Verdant Green

A Revelation

I am not sure that “revelation” is the right word to employ here, but this “discovery” comes as a
revelation to me of what will be accepted as not only possible but also as desirable in the near future:
a multitude of objective descriptions based on a multitude of accurate records. Fellow writer and
anthologist, Richard Kostelanetz is at that point in his life — a few years younger than I am — when
he wants there to be no excuses for the public’s non-recollection of his extremely long list of cultural
credits, achievements, and accomplishments, all of them described in neutral and not evaluative
language. Let me add that the information is to be conveyed in a descriptive and positive manner and
it must read exceptionally well. He has found a medium that accomplishes this: The system is GPT.

Note: “TruthGPT would later be renamed after grok, a verb coined by American author
Robert A. Heinlein in his 1961 science fiction novel Stranger in a Strange Land to describe a deeper
than human form of understanding.”

5 Feb. 2025

“What You Say”

Here are four lines of verse that I found on the web. It is credited to “niebla” who found it on the web
and translated it from the German and first shared it with her browsers on 16 March 2007. It is new
to me, and I find it rather fetching, but a number of viewers claim that over the years it has “made
the rounds.” It has been attributed to Bob Marley, Jacques Prévert, and “a Turkish poet.” The truth
is that nobody knows who wrote it. My sole addition to the verse is the title. I share this piece of
wisdom or experience with my readers courtesy of the fine website called “International Poetry in
English Translation.”

You say you love the sun but hide in the shade when it shines.

You say you love the rain but open your umbrella every time it rains.

You say you love the wind but close the window each time there is a breeze.
That’s why is scares me when you say you love me.

Translations from the Mongolian

One size fits none at all. A word is a world, assuming the imprint is not a misprint. Which is poorer,
which is richer: Inner Mongolia or Outer Mongolia? Oneirology refers to the scientific study of



dreams, whereas the word that refers to the unscientific study of dreams is oneiromancy. Mongols
have little if anything in common with Mongolians. The world grows weaker by the instant, whereas
Inner and Outer Mongolia grow weaker instanter. Which comic-book character dominates the Planet
Mongo? The answer is Ming the Merciless, the villainous ruler whose plans for the planet are
thwarted by Flash Gordon and Dale Arden in comic books and movies. As I recall, in one of the
Flash Gordon movies, there appears a clock on the wall of Ming’s palace that marks the time with
an announcement: “Three o’clock ... Mongo Mean Time.” (One of the movie’s few subtle touches.)
It is Buck Rogers who is the twenty-first century science-fiction hero who is transported into the
twenty-fifth century. Who knows what century best suits Inner and Outer Mongolia? None at all fits
no size at all.

Count Dracula

During the light of day, the living corpse of Count Dracula lies at seeming rest in its casket in its
coffin in its grave-site in Castle Dracula in Transylvania. During the darkness of night, it rises from
the casket and from the coffin and wanders the corridors of the Castle. When he is abroad, in
England, say, his grave-site is not the grave-site at all but the mausoleum of memory located
somewhere beyond Borgo Pass in the Carpathian Mountains in present-day Romania ... and not
solely in the pages of Bram Stoker’s Gothic novel Dracula, first issued in London, England, on May
26, 1897. It may well be the Count’s birthday, for lack of any other.

A Poem for You
For A.C.

I promised you that [ would compose a poem for you,
A poem no longer than three lines and thirty words,
And here it is: I love, you, you, you ....

About Me

This insight occurred to me:

I see myself as a fragment of something bigger,
Something too big for one person to manage,
So I find myself serving as its fragmenter.

Age of Earth

Our world will meet its end
Long, long after I come to my end.
So I spend my time counting:



One, two, three, before long.

Forms of Life

We used to maintain that there were ancient Gods who walked upon the earth.
Now we argue that its was Dinosaurs that did that, rather than the Gods;

Also that Angels appeared like clouds in the skies, but never was it so.

Now we consider them to be armed beings: crews of Ancient Astronauts.

Grok
Thanks to Richard Kostelanetz

The science-fiction author Robert E. Heinlein introduced the noun grok and the verb to grok to refer
to the way that Martians communicate in depth and intuitively with each other and how they
understand their planet. The Martians figure in his novel Strangers in a Strange Land (1961). Sixty-
five years later the noun Grok is in use as the trade-name of an artificial intelligence chatbot that
employs plain language to compose elaborate answers to questions asked by users of computers. I
have been astonished at how able the Al system handles data and how quickly. Even the Martians
would be amazed if not merely amused!

Halo

At an adjoining table in the Dining Room here, there is seated a pleasant, middle-aged woman who
on occasion wears a beret indoors. I have extended complimented to her on its appearance, noting
that it reminds me of being in Paris among the bohemians on the Left Bank of the Seine River. She
always looks at me with surprise but then smiles in appreciation. What I always fail to do is mention
to her that, as her beret is black in colour, it reminds me of ... a halo, albeit a black halo, should there
be any such thing! All halos seem to be bright or white or yellow in colour in paintings by the great
artists of the past. Come to think of it, I have yet to see a black halo. But that does not stop me from
imagining one.

Budgets, Federal

Budgets balance themselves.

View of Prime Minister Justin Trudeau recalled years later by Conrad Black in his column
“Tories Turn a Corner,” National Post, 7 Feb. 2026. Trudeau was the leader of the Liberal Party
when he said during the course of a television interview, “If you grow the budget, the deficit will
balance itself.” Originally quoted by Aaron Wherry, “The Conservatives Want to Talk about How
a Budget is Balanced,” Maclean’s, 14 March 2014.



The Arts

The literary arts are a manner of speaking, the vocal arts are a manner of singing, the performing arts
are a manner of acting, the cinematic arts are a manner of entertaining, the literary arts are a manner
of describing, and the terpsichorean arts are a manner of moving.

Caution

Please drive responsibly
Please gamble responsibly

These so-called tag-lines are familiar cautionary requests that urge vehicle drivers to take care,
drinkers to avoid excess consumption, and gamblers to be aware of their limits. It is not recorded who
devised these three-word notices, but the first one, which was addressed to vehicle drivers, goes back
to the early 1990s. The one that advises gamblers in casinos to be cautious appeared in the 2000s, but
its use was extended in 2020s when the element of gambling was introduced with televised sporting
events because fans of the important games were urged to bet on sporting performances and game
outcomes — to “fully appreciate the experience.”

Do such caveats actually perform a public service? This advice is deceptive because reckless
driving and mindless gambling and unlimited alcohol consumption are addictive activities and
substances. These tag-lines are designed to appeal to drinking drivers, gamblers, and sports betting
enthusiasts. They are based on the conviction that gambling is not responsible behaviour but
behaviour that is inherently irresponsible.

Canadian Poetry Online

In answer to the question, “Where am I able to find the texts of Canadian poems on the Web?”’ I
would answer that the way is to keyboard on your computer the words Canadian Poetry Online. In
the main the site consists of the writings of 19" and 20™ century English-Canadian poets, entire texts
of some representative works, brief bio-biblio notes, and, on occasion, commentaries. Selections of
Canadian poems by each of 186 contemporary poets and 26 nineteenth-century poets are included.
The supervising editor is the late Professor lan Lanceshire, and on campus it was deemed to be the
electronic successor of the series of mammoth annotated print volumes of Representative Poetry
issued by the University of Toronto Press between 1912 and 1964. There are other features, too,
which place the Canadian bards in an English-language context. The computerized work (aided by
Professor Calvin “Kelly” Gotlieb) is sponsored by the University of Toronto. It even includes a
selection of poems by the present writer, and it is his wish that someone, someday would undertake
to update it.

Living Through It All

There are natural causes, unnatural ones, known quantities, unknown ones, residual effects, non-



residual ones, and all the rest, with vestiges and non-vestiges of a complicated existence included and
then after a variable time concluded.
Dental Appointment

The time to make the dental appointment is well before the patient is dent-ill.

Medical Appointment

No ointment without a prescription; no prescription without an appointment.

Have I What?

What [ have may not be disregarded with impunity, unfortunately for you, fortunately for me. What
I'have should not be diminished in importance, without at least an estimate of its native importance.
Yes, what [ have is, semi-finally, what [ have put to use in some way or other by ways and means all
of their own making. It is painfully true that what I have, whether aliquot or whole, is what I have
that makes me part of the whole.

The Stars and Us

The stars are too far away to hear from us,
And we are too far away to hear from them.

Whatever could they have to say to us,
To us, too far away to hear from them?

And what would we have to say to them,
To them, who are too distant to hear us?

Probably the greetings would be babble,
Unless they assume the core of an encore.
Your Name

Hello, I forgot to remember your name in the past.
No doubt I will again forget your name in the future.

As for the future, who knows? You will presumably
Forget my name in the years ahead for both of us.



Does it matter? Very much? Very little? Not at all.
Names go unrecalled in the present as in the past.

Bodies are remembered, kisses recollected at will,
Yet the essence of you is misplaced on some if not on all.

Can’t you guess with whom I am talking now?

It is the memory of you, the scent of you, this night.
Possessions

Don’t you know what I lack? Don’t you remember my failings,
Or my successes (such as they were), but the failings mainly,
Because the latter amount to so much more than the former?

Last Snowfall?

Spring is on its way, for certain,
And as for proof of it:

snow
now

no
o

!
Resurrection

Any resurrection is a rebellion or an insurrection, should accounts of it ever be taken seriously.

More than Friendship

Don’t you know that I don’t glow at night

Or during the day? Maybe when I remember you,
What you do is grow in wonder and mystery.

Memory of Existence

I recall what life or at least my life was like before I was born.
Yes, it’s true, for it may be best compared with what I imagine



My life will be like after I have died, of which I will remember
Neither a little nor a lot but, better put, not a dot at all.

Postmortem

What is it like to die? Does anyone really experience death?

I imagine slipping into a deep sleep, which is a reasonable experience.
But instead of recalling nothing, what I will recall is this:

My body, like any spirit or soul, is now hardly anything at all.

Intermittently I remember being identified by the hospital’s staff and blanketed and then transported
by hearse to the mortuary where the body — oh, so distant! — once again is identified by its morticians
and then refrigerated and then carefully cleansed. As no postmortem or embalming is required, the
body may or may not be dressed in familiar clothing. It is transferred to a combustible container at
the crematorium where it is carefully placed on its platform on its back and the gas is released and
the flames find the lying-flat body to be arching upwards ... as if attempting to fly away ... but instead
it falls back and from heat and flame is reduced to both ash and bone fragments that are then
converted entirely into ash. It is at this stage that all images and even imaginations fail to cohere ...
and I am gone for ill to nil. Presumably there is nothing more at all to describe, except the ashes.
Goodbye family, friends, people; goodbye, oh world. Lifeless ashes. Their numbers fail to outnumber
the stars in the heavens, but the ashes, unlike stars, can be stored in a container, but they fail to rival
in number the stars in the heavens or the grains of sand on the shores of the oceans on earth. Within
a handful of years, the location where those ashes were scattered will too be misidentified and then
forgotten. Memories — yours, whether accurate or not, not mine — will be all that remains in the solar
system of those ... remains.

Aum

Aum is also pronounced Om and its meaning is ... most meaningful. (Ask any Buddhist or Hindu.)
It is also a three-letter word that may be found nestled within its opposite, the six-letter word trauma,
which refers to psychological injury, harm, or hurt. I find this juxtaposition to be meaningful or at
least suggestive of meaning.

Cosmic Zooms

In these words, in this text, in this room, in this world, in this solar system, in this cosmos, what I find
is this cosmos, this solar system, this world, this room, and this poem-like text.

No Idea

I'have no idea, none whatsoever, about ideas or ideals, when [ am composing, that is writing, which



is thinking and musing in words. To be sure the previous sentence is proof of that insight or lack of
insight in general.

Lipstick

I have no idea why women of all ages wear lipstick. Is this believed to be a gentle way of improving

on the natural colour of women’s lips? Come to think of it, why should the colours of the lips of
women need changing? They need no “improving” at all!

Fiction

€99
T

It is hard to define the word “fiction” but one way to begin to do so is to add “r” to the word “fiction,”
which turns it into the main component of the definition of the word “friction.”

Presence or Absence

Trouble rears its ugly head when we try to decide whether the presence of x or y or z is of greater
consequence than the absence of x or y or z.

Forgetting

How long will it take for you to forget me, or for me to forget you? If the act of remembering is not
the opposite of the act of forgetting, or vice versa, I keep wondering whatever it is.
Remembering

How long will it take for you to forget to remember me?

For the Record

I was born on March the twenty-fourth, which was no special day, neither holiday nor holy day. Yet
for one hundred readers it is a certainty of one hundred percent that there will be two readers who
were also born on that day. So “Happy birthday, lucky readers.” That makes two or perhaps even
three of us.

Presence

The present is tense, the present tense is intense as well, so tension is both stress and distress that are



everywhere.

Signage

At the entrance to a town’s cemetery in the Maritimes, I saw a signpost with words that read
“Cemetary Place.” I thought I shall not opt to have any body of mine interred here.

Lives of the Poets

Reading through short biographies of contemporary American poets, I find that most of them are
described as “short listed” for this award when they are not “long listed” for that award. Are none of
them listless?

Drumlin

I have yet to see a drumlin. But then I had neglected to look around for one when I was in Ireland.

Warfare

Warfare is “unfair,” death-dealing, of course. All books describing wars or battles should bear the
following dedication: “i.m. The World.”

New Collection

The poet is awaiting the appearance of his or her umpteenth collection of verse. It will be called New
and Unselected Poems.

New Collection Title

Shortly a new volume of verse composed by her / him will be published and titled Asters and Other
Disasters. No acknowledgement expected.

Graveyard

Long-time workers at the necropolis have found that the two words cemetery and eternity seem to
half-rhyme.



Authors
I have yet to meet an author who did not overtly or covertly hold that his or her writings were

authorized by some power or other, a power that was above, below, beside, or outside of himself or
herself, indeed, identified with the life force itself (whatever that may be!).

Writing

I thought when I was a real and recognized writer, I would “talk with God,” but in time I found that
the godhead in question seemed to possesses two eyes to see and two ears to hear, yet he or she or
it never once thought it useful to converse with me.

Bedtime Stories

These days the words “bedtime stories” do not refer to tales that are told to put children to sleep, but
instead they refer to stories to keep adults awake.

Sex

The word sex refers to the gender of the individual, though not exclusively to gender for it also refers
to an activity of human beings interacting together with their bodies.

The World Today

These days the world offers its inhabitants principles, preferences, and practices, ones that until our
own days were never debated openly, to no great benefit for anyone.

Heart

Facts are not known by heart. Yet what the heart knows, through other means, is its warm-
heartedness.

Tribute

When Paul Celan, the Jewish Romanian poet who wrote in German, composed his memorable poem

“In Memory of Paul Eluard,” I feel that he did not have in mind the French Surrealist poet at all, but
had rather himself in mind: a premature obituary notice.



The World Today

It is time for the curtain on Act Two of the dramatic tragedy of the world today to descend once and
for all, and for its audience to disperse for good and for the good of all.

What I Imagine

What I imagine will happen one day is not the so-called death of tragedy itself but the death of the
tragedians themselves.

The Rights of Man

The text of the Rights of Man appears not in any known language, unlike the text of the Mights and
Fights of Man which appears in all known languages in small print in long books and in large print
on billboards. In contrast, it might be affirmed that the text of the Rights of Man appears, if at all, to
be is written in some ancient language, in invisible ink, in a size to small to read, and in shorthand
notation as well.

Starlight

There is an especially intriguing and inventive line from the poem titled “Performance” composed
in Spanish by one of Spain’s leading poets, Gerardo Diego. The lines goes like this: “The stars shine
in shifts.”

The Lateness of the Hour

Many a good and noble action is stillborn with the excuse that is the curse known as “the lateness of
the hour.”

Understanding

Is it true that whatever I fail to appreciate about life on this planet remains beyond all human
understanding? Or does it merely remain beyond all human comprehension?

Comprehension

Understanding worlds (that is planets) lies beyond mere human comprehension for it implies a certain
degree of knowledge of one’s self and one’s world and of the totality of human society and the



vitality of its existence.

Kindliness

Someone I knew some years ago was kind and gentle, but these days she is unkind and ungentle. I
hate to ask her what has changed her over the years, if only because she invents causes and blames
others for her lack of character and personality.

Uncivil War

From what I can gather, on the atomic level the protons and the neutrons are engaged in waging an
unceasing and uncivil war, as do we human and inhuman beings on the planetary level.

Prism

The charm of the prism is that it refracts light and separates its component wave lengths into the
following spectrum of colours: red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet — a veritable rainbow
of seven colours.

Words of a Feather

The other day, during six hours at the computer, I haphazardly collected the eight words that appear
below. Then I checked or double-checked them via the computer’s dictionary, basically a short list
of synonyms. Despite the fact that the words have no connection with one other, I plan to try to use
them in the days even the years ahead, as they attest to wide reading and collecting. We shall see!

accolade - high acknowledgment

aposematic - colours some animals produce to ward off animals that prey on them
carapace - chitinous covering, turtles, etc., dorsal rather than ventral

constellation - configuration, star system

immiseration - economic empowerment

milonga - Argentinian dance

purport - to propose

spindrift - sea spray

Act of Contrition
It seems the Act of Contrition, as recognized by Roman Catholics in every country of the world, is

really “the action of contrition,” whereby the act of confessing one’s sins, whether venial or mortal,
wipes them away. Being contrite has its uses, if not now then perhaps sometime later!



Skiers

As skiers like to boast about their sport, it consists of bumps and jumps.

Life

Was or is there life, human or otherwise, in the universe? If there is, it is elsewhere and elsewhen.
But where is that elsewhere, and where is that elsewhen?

Kostelanetz Writes about Colombo

Richard Kostelanetz and John Robert Colombo share a long-standing professional and collegial
relationship spanning decades in the literary world, particularly in avant-garde, experimental, and
Canadian poetry circles.

Richard Kostelanetz (born 1940), the American writer, critic, artist, and prominent figure in
avant-garde literature, has described Colombo as one of his closest literary colleagues for over four
decades. Despite meeting in person fewer than ten times (mostly in Toronto), they’ve maintained
consistent contact via mail and email. Kostelanetz has praised Colombo extensively, calling him a
prolific writer whose achievements are “so numerous they are foolishly taken for granted.” He
contributed to or was involved in projects highlighting Colombo’s work, and Colombo has
reciprocated by providing input or acknowledgments in some of Kostelanetz’s publications.

John Robert Colombo (born 1936 in Kitchener, Ontario), a highly prolific Canadian poet,
anthologist, editor, and “Master Gatherer” of Canadiana, has authored or compiled over 200 books.
These include poetry collections, reference works like Colombo’s Canadian Quotations, anthologies
of Canadian literature and the supernatural, ghost story compilations, and more. He’s known for his
broad output in mainstream and offbeat literature.

Key connections between them include:

Collaborations and contributions — Colombo contributed to Kostelanetz’s 4 Dictionary of
the Avant-Gardes (various editions, e.g., Routledge/Taylor & Francis), alongside other contributors
in avant-garde studies.

Reviews and appreciations — Kostelanetz wrote a detailed review of Colombo’s The
Notebooks of John Robert Colombo (published in multiple volumes by Battered Silicon Dispatch
Box), highlighting Colombo’s productivity, supernatural interests, literary thumbnails, and
self-archiving efforts like Self-Schrift. He emphasized Colombo’s unique role in Canadian letters.

Mutual acknowledgments — In interviews and writings, Colombo has referenced Kostelanetz
positively (e.g., calling his home “Colombo Central” in jest). Kostelanetz has credited Colombo as
an early reader or influence for some of his poetic titles / ideas, such as in discussions of his work
Roundelays.

Reviews of each other’s work — Kostelanetz reviewed Colombo’s massive poetry collection
All the Poems, and there are cross-references in literary essays and appreciations.

Their relationship appears rooted in mutual respect for experimental and prolific literary



output, with Kostelanetz often championing Colombo’s underappreciated breadth in Canadian and
international contexts.
1 February 2026

An Appreciation: Review of “Mirrors and Windows” by Anna Yin

Very seldom these days do avid and adventurous readers come across a volume that meets both
needs: the need “to delight and instruct” (Sir Philip Sidney’s requirements for poetry) as well as the
modern collector’s joy in finding a book that is not only a pleasure in design and materials to hold
in one’s hands but also a joy to read or simply page through. So many books that are being printed
these days are hand-me-downs (poor materials, poor designs, etc.) rather than hold-me-ups!

Mirrors and Windows is a great exception and a volume that is most handsomely edited,
designed, and printed, the handiwork of Anna Yin who is very active on the Canadian poetry scene.
She was the Ontario representative for the League of Canadian Poets. She was a finalist for Canada’s
Top 25 Canadian Immigrants Award in 2011 and in 2012. She is the author of five books and is the
Inaugural Poet Laureate of Mississauga (2015-2017) which is part of the Greater Toronto area. I
could go on listing more credits, but the subject of this appreciation is not Anna Yin herself but her
first anthology, Mirrors and Windows.

I'hope it is not her last anthology. Let me review one-half of the text because while one half
of the text is in English, the other one-half of the text is in Chinese (and how many of us can manage
in Chinese whether Mandarin or Cantonese?). The physical book measures 6 inches by 9 inches and
the cover design is striking, especially the use of black. (The designer is Rafael Chimicatti; two
cheers for him!)

The text is printed in a highly readable type face on high-quality book stock, more than 280
stark-white pages. The title is Mirrors and Windows in both English and Chinese, as is the subtitle
“East-West Poems with Translations.” The byline reads “Translated, Compiled, and Edited by Anna
Yin.” As for the publisher, it is Guernica Editions ... of Toronto, Chicago, Buffalo, Lancaster (U.K.),
and the month and year of publication are October 2021. I received a review copy with no selling
price indicated, so I am not aware of what is being charged for this volume, but even if the price is
higher than that of the regular quality paperback, it’s worth the premium being requested.

The Contents covers seven pages in both languages. It begins with an essay “On Translating
Poetry” by the multi-talented George Elliott Clarke and an essay “Why Mirrors and Windows?” by
Anna Yin herself. Both essays are interesting and will be mentioned again below.

Part I is titled “From English to Chinese” and consists of texts in both languages of poems
by Albert F. Moritz, Alice Major, Allan Briesmaster, Bruce Hunter, Bruce Meyer, and on and on, a
total of 39 poets who are represented with a total of 60 texts. In point of fact there are 120 poems (in
two languages) which seemingly represent Canada and “the U.S. and elsewhere.”

Part II is titled “From Chinese to English” for it consists of 20 Chinese poets generally
represented with a poem apiece.

Part I1I consists of “Poems inspired by translations” (seven of these) followed by biographies
of all the poets and the translator and a list of acknowledgments. It takes a while to take in all of this
wealth of word and ideogram!

Clarke writes sensitively about all the so-called languages that he has at his disposal, meaning
the diction of an African-Canadian, African-American, with such “languages” as Canadian, Ebonics,



Nova Scotian, “and even shards of French (an official language in Canada), plus the academic diction
in which I’m steeped as a scholar .... ” Life is an amazing experience for Professor Clarke!

Anna Yin, for her part, refers to Maya Angelou and then expands on her observation: “‘Ilong,
as does every human being, to be at home wherever I find myself.’ I hope this contribution will open
more of these homes.” Obviously the mirrors and windows of the book’s title are those in “more of
these homes.”

At this point the reader of this appreciation might expect the author of this review to settle
down and “appreciate” the selections and the translations. That, of course, is impossible, as
English-Chinese and Chinese-English translations require the ability to read the two languages.
Lucky, Anna Yin is who can do that, and from what I assume, she has done it ably and well.

While I feel this publication is eminently worthwhile and that it could open windows if not
doors in the future, I find myself wondering why the collection was not confined to the literatures of
the two countries, Canada and China. Including a poem by a former Poet Laureate of Great Britain
in the “From the U.S. and Elsewhere” section seems a little odd. Also including “tributes” written
by Anna Yin in the process of devising translations to praise poets like Molly Peacock may seems
a little peculiar (though it is rather pleasant and thoughtful).

If T have a criticism of the selections — set aside the translations for now — it is the absence
of the aspects of Canadian life that really do interest foreign readers, presumably those who live in
the world’s most populous country.

Where are the poems of the Inuit, the songs of the Indians, the heroic ballads from the North,
the variety of landscapes, and the voices of the Québécois? They are nowhere to be found in these
pages. It is an incidental matter perhaps, so rather than end this appreciation on a cavil, permit me
to say that the volume at hand is a very welcome one and will reward many readers for many days
of the week. Mirrors and Windows, translated by Anna Yin, Guernica Editions, Fall 2021.

John Robert Colombo, one of the founders of the League of Canadian Poets, is known as “the
Master Gatherer” for his compilations of works of Canadiana, including volumes devoted to
Canadian songs, poems, myths, and legends. www.colombo.ca

Anna Yin was Mississauga’s Inaugural Poet Laureate (2015-2017) and has authored five
poetry collections. Her poems / translations have appeared in Arc Poetry Magazine, The New York
Times, China Daily, CBC Radio, World Journal, and others. Anna won several poetry awards and
teaches Poetry Alive in both English and Chinese. annapoetry.com

Reprinted from Newsletter of The League of Canadian Poets, 17 August 2021.

John Robert Colombo

I am pleased that the University of Toronto is sponsoring this website because I regard Toronto as
my home town and the University of Toronto is my alma mater. Although I was born elsewhere in
Ontario, I studied Philosophy and English at University College, University of Toronto. I graduated
in 1959 and spent one year enrolled in the School of Graduate Studies. I was lucky and privileged
in my education. My generation (5T9) was one of the last generations of undergraduates to
experience the four-year Honours programs in the Humanities, and one of the last generations to be
instructed by full professors rather than by teaching assistants. When I recall those years, the brilliant
scholars Northrop Frye and Marshall McLuhan come to mind. When I arrived on campus, I had
already enjoyed a short time as a private printer. On campus I blossomed as an editor of college and



university publications. I was able to work part-time throughout the academic year and over the
summer months as an editorial assistant at the University of Toronto Press where I observed closely
the publishing spirit of Eleanor Harmon, Francess Halpenny, Harold Bohne, and Marsh Jeanneret.
After that training [ was able to move effortlessly into an editorial position at The Ryerson Press (still
known as The Mother Publishing House!) and, after that, to work as an editor-at-large with half a
dozen other publishing houses including McClelland & Stewart in its “glory years.”

While still on campus, I staged the city’s first organized series of literary readings at The
Bohemian Embassy, founded by impresario Don Cullen, first at St. Nicholas Street and years later
at The Harbourfront, the forerunner of its national and international reading series and festival. [ also
experimented with running a private press, issuing pamphlets and booklets under the imprint of The
Hawkshead Press. I was the first newcomer to be added to the editorial board of The Tamarack
Review, and for two decades [ was associated with that professional, non-profit literary quarterly. One
day in Toronto I met Gordon Sinclair, Lister Sinclair, and Nathan Cohen. Nowadays I take particular
pleasure in proving Canadians to be a quotable people, in demonstrating the existence of a native
fantastic literature, and in documenting the supernatural and paranormal heritage of the country.

So far in this account I have contributed some three hundred words about my writing career,
and [ did it without once mentioning the word “poetry.” As a high-school student I began to compose
poems in an attempt to resolve the paradoxes of life. On campus the activity was encouraged by
Robert Finch, James Reaney, Douglas Grant, and Milton Wilson, often in off-hand remarks.
Throughout the 1960s I identified myself as a “poet and editor,” but before the decades was out I
grew weary of the connotations of the designation “poet.” I gradually withdrew from reading circuits
and writing circles, feeling I had little to say to students in high schools and community colleges, and
growing weary of listening to fellow poets obsessed with shop talk or preoccupied with academic
tenure. Instead I made a marked contribution to a wide reading — and browsing — public through the
researching and writing and sometimes publishing a series of tomes of popular reference. The series
began with Colombo’s Canadian Quotations in 1974 and continues co this day with Colombo's
Famous Lasting Words (2000). My professional motto as a Canadianist is the one uttered by a
notable, turn-of-the-century Toronto editor who said, so succinctly, so memorably, “Canada only
needs to be known to be great.” The influence on my poetry of the insights and outlooks of many
poets may be noted. Among them are A.M. Klein, F.R. Scott, and Louis Dudek on the national front;
globally, the poets are Walt Whitman, Rainer Maria Rilke, and Zbignew Herbert. Like so many other
sentient beings throughout the world, I am much affected by the writings of the Russian philosopher
P.D. Ouspensky and the teachings of the Greek-Armenian G.I. Gurdjieff. The poems I write are the
ones that I most yearn to read — and rarely recite. Their themes include the paradoxes of life, a
celebration of the novelties of Canadiana, the spirit of found poetry, neo-surrealism, the shift from
ironic to mythic imagery, aphoristic utterance, etc. For me, at least, poetry constitutes an “early
warning system” for those concerns that lurk around the corner, reside over the horizon, or threaten
to impinge on consciousness.

See also: Biography at Colombo & Company

Note: I am uncertain the year it was when I wrote the biographical and professional text that appears
above, but certainly it was composed following the year 2000. The prose met the request of the
librarians who edited the University of Toronto’s specialized website: Canadian Poetry Online. The
librarians also selected the six poems that still are part of the text. As of February 2026, the website
is remaining on the Web. If I were revising the text slightly, I might replace one influential Polish



poet with another: Czestaw Mitosz in place of Zbigniew Herbert (despite the fact that the latter poet
composed my still-favourite poem “Fortinbras’s Elegy”). In the same vein, I now identify my earlier
interest to be Dada rather than with Surrealism proper (parenthetically like the shift from Art
Nouveau to Art Deco). Texts of poems included: “Thoughts on Canada Prompted by the Titles of the
Plays of William Shakespeare,” “When I Am Tired,” “Cozy,” “Abasements.” “Learning of the Death
of Al Purdy,” “Analogous Mountain.” (“Note” added 10 February 2026.)

Ideas

Some ideas are appealing, whereas others are appalling. The same applies to the people who repeat
them and to all the people who repeal them.

Question

Which person is the wiser, the man who knows his strengths or the man who knows his weaknesses?

Favourite Painter

My favourite painter these days is Andy Warhol. I am wary of admitting this fact for various reasons,
but his portraits appeal to me, as his work is distinctive and recognizable at a glance. He never rivals
Rembrandt as a painter of people (or Campbell’s soup cans!), yet his portraits are memorable for the
reason that they reveal both the characters and the personalities of his subjects at a single glance.
There is something “instant” about them that makes them memorable and certainly hard to forget.
My current appreciation is for his double portrait of ‘Tina and Lisa Bilotte.” The acrylic double
portrait on canvas, painted in 1981, shows the heads of two women, a mother and a daughter. It is
exceptionally colourful. The viewer thinks of modes of current advertising, but without failing to
notice the relationship, not a straight-forward one either, but an understanding and moving one,
between the two women. It was commissioned by the husband and father, the noted collector Carlo
Bilotte. It is on display in the Orangerie that bears his name, part of the Villa Borghese in Rome. The
next time [ am in the Italian capital, I will seek it out for a second viewing. (The painting is also
reproduced on the Web. I owe my knowledge of it to a photograph of it taken by Jane Gotlib of
Toronto.)

Where Else?

It must be apparent to who or to whomever is reading these essays that this text is a golden invitation
for me to write new literary works but also — and also important to me — to collect hitherto
uncollected writings of mine, lest they be lost — lonely and afraid — among the stars, that is, among
the infinitude of texts on the Web.

I remember writing book reviews in St. Jerome’s College in Kitchener, Ont., and also at
Wilfrid Laurier University (then named Waterloo College, then Waterloo Lutheran University, later



Wilfrid Laurier University), both in Waterloo, Ont. I cannot recall writing anything publishable (or
republishable) while a student at Kitchener-Waterloo Collegiate Institute. At University College,
University of Toronto, I edited or contributed to its student publications for some years. After
graduating (at last!), [ was commissioned to write reviews of the shows of the art galleries in Toronto,
and these appeared in Arts Canada which for a while was edited by an idol of mine, Paul Arthur, a
U.C, graduate a decade earlier, son of the architect Eric Arthur. I must not forget The Canadian
Forum, then edited by the courteous Milton Wilson of Trinity College who intimated that I could
have a seat on the monthly magazine’s editorial board, which I declined, as the position I held of
managing editor of the literary quarterly The Tamarack Review turned out to be quite demanding.
During my twenty years with that publication, I contributed very little to it, as someone had to do the
“joe jobs.” Except for my first year, the position was unpaid, but it marked me as the target for acidic
criticism from a new generation of writers (whom I silently regarded as “guerillas with tenure”)
largely from Toronto itself and also from Vancouver, no other areas. McMaster University in
Hamilton, Ont., acquired my archives in accessions in piecemeal fashion (along with the MSS of
author Pierre Berton and philosopher Bertrand Russell!) and descriptions of these holdings are
accessible on McMaster’s library’s website and the Internet’s cloud storage services and devices.

John Singer Sargent

An impressive name for an artist who was an impressive portraitist who left behind a succession of
remarkable portraits executed in England on commissions during the Georgian period. As an Italian-
born artist who lived and worked in London, he was tremendously effective in catching the likenesses
on canvas of members of high society who now have their admirable memorials. There is no end of
biographical and artistic information about him that is available in print and on the web, so I will
refrain from advising readers where to look for polished art works that bridge the years between the
Impressionists and the Modernist painters, a period often overlooked and hence undervalued in art
history. Let me add a pun: Sargent Major!

Wrist Watch

Life resembles a wrist watch, the face of which displays or “tells” the passage of the three modes of
time: its second hand, its minute hand, and its hour hand. So the watch is like life, or life is like the
watch, in the sense that our lives are measured out and hence experienced outright by second, by
minute, and by hour. It was not until I moved to Briton House not so long ago that I began to wear
a wrist watch to mark meal times and bed times. Up until then, I relied on outdoor clocks and time-
pieces, all of which seem to have disappeared from public view.

Yes and No

Synonyms for human decisions on actions are aye and nay, terms that stand for “yes” and “no.”
Combined, the six letters spell out “aaenyy,” a meaningless string of vowels and consonants in
alphabetical order, hence (as I experience it) the equivalent of “yes and no” combined.



The Two Walts

I feel I can recall the day that my appreciation of the achievement of artist and film producer Walt
Disney was eclipsed by my admiration and respect for the life and writings of that other Walt, the
poet Walt Whitman. Neither of these quintessential American men is a “Walter”; both of them are
just plain “Walt,” which also happens to be a favoured nickname for sports and athletic figures — not
to overlook the cartoonist and creator of Pogo, Walt Kelly.

Strong Language

The words “Contains Strong Language” appear here and there in print to serve as warnings that vivid
verbal descriptions or expressions that follow this notice may not please every reader. (Trigger
warning: too bad!) These days, this so-called warning acts as an advertisement — even as an
enticement — that the reader may well be pleased with what follows.

Who played the Mad Trapper of Rat River?

Surprise! The so-called “Mad Trapper of Rat River” was played by the American actor Charles
Bronson in the American movie Death Hunt (1981) which was largely shot in the Rocky Mountains
and in Northern Alberta rather than in the Yukon Territory or the North West Territories where in
1931 the fugitive killer named Albert Johnson was the subject of a widely reported manhunt that
resulted in his death following shoot-outs and the deaths of many other people. The chase was led
by an ambitious RCMP Sergeant named Edgar Millen who was so named in the movie and played
by another American actor, Lee Marvin. Tracking down Johnson and shooting him to death has been
described and dramatized on a number on occasions, never factually, although in Death Hunt the
Hollywood production company 20" Century-Fox does deserve some credit for retaining Edgar
Millen’s name and title.

Curry’s Paradox

Here is a paradoxical statement to consider: “If this sentence is true, then the United States and
Germany share a border.” This statement is known as Curry’s Paradox for the reason that it calls into
question both the truth of the first half of the sentence and hence that of the sentence’s second half
as well. So the sentence as a whole is false because the second half is demonstrably false.

I find myself wondering about a subtle variation of this statement: “If this sentence is true,
then Canada and the United States share a border.” The verb fo share makes it all questionable these
days. It is not a paradox but it is an unfortunate development.

(This interpretation is being written during Donald J. Trump’s second U.S. Presidency, 19
February 2026. It used to be boasted that the international border was “the longest unarmed border
in the world,” but since the “unarmed” business that is no longer the case, it is merely the longest
internatioal border in the world.)



If I Were a Magician
In Memory of the late Marcello Truzzi

If I were a real magician, along the lines of Mandrake the Magician, then I could and would turn
myself into someone else, someone equally or more potent and powerful than any mere mortal,
merely a man, on the stage of the self, say a conjuror, a hypnotist, an illusionist, a magician, a
mentalist, a mesmerist, a mind reader, a necromancer, a prestidigitator, a sorcerer, a theurgist, a
witch, a wizard, a wonder-worker ... then, like any self-made Mage, I would be able to cast spells at
will, bend the wills of others, turn the world on its axis on the whim of a whimsey, and thus rule the
world and all its peoples ....

Adios and adieu to all of you ....

Harry Blackstone, Sr. and Jr., David Blaine, Lance Burton, David Copperfield, Uri Geller, Doug
Henning, Alexander Herman, Jean Eugene Robert-Houdin, Harry Houdini, Ricky Jay, Harry Kellar,
James Randi, Siegfried & Roy, Teller & Penn, Howard Thurston, Dai Vernon ....

From now on, I alone am the world’s Mage or Magus come true.

What Am I Composed Of?

“My Composition” might be a better title,
Or at least a better-resounding title.
Not that it matters much, since “much matters.”

Much of our terra offers us water that is dry,
Bread that is moldy, apples that are bruised
And beyond recognition, like so many of us.

Should “much matters” mean “matters much”?
Hard to tell as “much” may be a misprint
For “milch” instead of “milk.” People starve!

Those people who are not starved are shot,
Poisoned, imprisoned, tortured, or terrorized.
What pockmarks most ferroir is terror.

Some works of art, sonatas, for instance,
Even Mozart’s Rondo Alla Turca,
Are not only true but are “doubly true.”



Protest

A single letter of the English alphabet separates the two words protest and protect. It is sometimes
necessary to protest in order to protect, and sometimes the only way to protect is to protest.

Palestinians

It is a sobering thought to realize that today’s Palestinian people, the enemies of the Jewish State of
Israel, are the descendants of the Philistine people who were the ancient enemies of the Hebrew
inhabitants of the same region. Habits persist.

Human Life

Life amounts to love, longing, and loss, or more elegantly, to loving, longing, and losing.

Compliment

A compliment may be two-fold, being counted upon to compliment the host and expected to
complement or complete the occasion.

My Surprise

I'am presumably the only person in the world who will be surprised by this experience, though [ hope
that you, the reader, will be too. It was many years ago that I devoted three years of my life to writing
and compiling three books on the Anglo-French scholar named Denis Saurat. Decades later, this
afternoon, in fact, that I realized, at roughly 5:00 p.m., 21 February 2026, while working on my
computer on unrelated subjects, that I realized with a surprising flash of insight, so to speak, that the
subject’s family name, Saurat, includes the Sanskrit word aura, as in Denis S aura t)! When you look
you find, but what is determined to be found will from time to time be discovered to be hiding in one
of the dark corners of the mind, and at unexpected moments will expose itself, for the amusement
of ... the current writer. Denis himself would have found this insight to be worthy of at least an essay
(in both French and English) for an aura was a form of light or thought that would be known to him,
as a good number of his fifty or so books which he wrote in English and then translated into French,
or in French and then translated into English. I believe he would have been intrigued by two features
of this experience. The first feature is that an English Canadian, of all the people who wrote about
him and his work, would take an interest in the content of his writings. The second feature is that he
himself would have been overjoyed to learn that there was evidence of an aura in or about or around
him. He was fascinated by such things (or non-things), as fascinated (I should think) as I am that I
did not recognize the coincidence of this incident for so many years.



Words and Sounds Go Around

As a Greek poet once wrote, words and sounds originate in the larynx and terminate on the lips. That
is a mouthful, even for a Greek! What could be added is the observation that these words and sounds
travel through the open air until they enter a pair of ears and then journey around the listener’s brain
or, to use a scientific name, the encephalon.

Supports

Mind and brain, head and encephalon, soul and spirit, nous and psyche ... and more if there is more
that benefits from the support of the cervix, the neck.

Stones

Millstones and milestones are frequently confused, at least not by me, unless I fail to distinguish with
care between their meanings.

Myth

I like the question asked by Cees Nooteboom, the Dutch novelist: “What is the difference between
a myth and a fairy tale?” I immediately thought, “What is the difference between folklore and
legend?” Then I thought, “How do these differences diverge from those of sacred scripture?”” Here
is an intriguing area of thought that requires the powers of discrimination.

The Handy Church
For generations, to this day, young children have been fascinated with this hand game.

Here is the church.
Fingers of both hands assume the position of prayer.
Here is the steeple.
Fingers interlace, with fingernails pressed against the palms, except for the first fingers which
extend upright, pressed together and pointing upright.
Here are are the doors.
Palms upright, interlaced, with thumbs held upright and slowly parting.
Here are the people.
Hands are extended and turned upright, with the still-interlaced fingers wriggling.

This manipulation of the hands and fingers is followed by children trying to imitate their parent’s
hand-and-finger movements (but finding it awkward to interlace the fingers with the fingernails
touching the palms of the hands). With three or four repetitions of these actions, the children catch



on and giggle as they go through the four steps to attend what [ now refer to as “the handy church.”

Helene Schjersback

The self-portraits of Finnish painter Helene Schjersback move me in a meaningful way. Over her
lifetime her portraits and especially her self-portraits advanced from representationalism to
modernism, as they progressed from recording telling details to revealing psychological depths. (Her
vital years are from1862 to 1946.)

Ancestral Venues

We commence among the stars, we move among the planets, we dwell among the seas, we proceed
onto the land, we migrate over the hills and the dales, we wholly populate our earth, then at last we
people it, and finally we once again reconnoiter our solar system and thereafter perhaps or
presumably the entirety or our cosmos.

Sacristy or Vestry?

Whether Christian or not, every church building has in effect both sacristy and vestry. The former
serves as the store room for sacred objects; the latter meets the need for a meeting room for church
elders and servers. Lower Christian churches may, in effect, be prayer halls, whereas higher Christian
churches have ceremonial services to perform for and on behalf of their members.

Stipends

Salaries for artists of all sorts? No. Awards and grants for a few artists? No. Stipends of all sorts for
artists in general? Yes! (Reading this over, I wonder ....)

As Yet

Asyet, [ have to see a Flying Saucer, an Unidentified Flying Saucer, or an Unidentified Aerial
Object, call it what you will, scudding across the immense skies that cover the populouos regions of
Canada.

As yet, L have to see Sagrada Familia, Antoni Gaudi’s unfinished cathedral, the hallmark of
Barcelona. I sense that I will expire before the rise of all its spires.

As yet, I have to travel north to see the splendid Northern Lights, though there is no rush to
do so, because the spectacular displays will continue to the end of time ... or to the end of my time
on Earth, shall we say?

As yet, [ have to read John Milton’s minor poetic epic Paradise Regained, despite the fact
that it is only four books in length, whereas I have read all twelve of the books of Milton’s major epic



Paradise Lost written somewhat earlier.

As yet, | have still to sense the spirit of good will in the hearts of men and women, or the
opportunity to foresee peace on earth for all men and women in the days and in the years ahead for
some earthlings. As yet, [ hope ... no, I no longer hope ... I merely ponder ... and wonder, “If not now,
as yet, when?”

Who First Said?

Testing ... one, two, three!

It is not recorded who first tested the quality of radio broadcast transmissions by declaring,
clearly, “Testing ... one, two, three!”

The “test” was probably introduced by “ham” operators (i.e., amateur radio enthusiasts).
There is, however, evidence that the “test” was in use in 1919 in Montreal by employees at radio
station XWA operated by Marconi Wireless Telegraph Station. The next year XWA was renamed
CFCA, when uniform call letters were introduced.

Yet another Canadian First!

New Word

From a Greek poet who wrote in English I learned a new word, a word new to me anyway, and one
that I assume is based on a word or two in the Greek language, but which sounds somewhat futuristic
despite the fact that I find it etymologically quite ancient. That word is cosmication. In the English
language, it seems to unite two concepts, “cosmos” and “‘communication,” though I take it that it is
meant to reorder the chaos of creation into creation’s cosmos. Curiously it brings to mind, to my
mind at least, the notion of the opening words of the King James Version of the Bible (Genesis 1:1)
which are translated “In the beginning, God created the heaven and the earth,” but which Gunther
Plaut, the German-born scholar and chief rabbi of the Holy Blossom Synagogue of Toronto,
translated as a wonderment in this way: “In the beginning, God began to create the heaven and the
earth.” (Italics added by JRC.) I find the latter makes more sense than the former, for it implies that
the creation of the universe is not at all a one-time event but an ongoing process that will perchance
never come to an end.

World of Wonder

The world that we know is not a wonder at all. It is, above all, a collection of wonders: in plain
English, a wonderment.

Le Comte de Saint-Germain

Throughout the history of Europe — indeed, it seems, for each generation — there is a mysterious
figure who resembles Le Comte de Saint-Germain of 17" century France who appears in high society



and then disappears. Voltaire described Le Comte as “a man who never dies, and who knows
everything” in a letter to Horace Walpole dated 15 April 1760. Le Comte’s equivalent in 21 century
America may well be determined to be the somewhat inscrutable personage named Jeffrey Epstein.

Baudelaire

What the writings of the French poet Charles Baudelaire bring to mind is a compound non-word of
my own invention that seems to define the characteristic subject of his prose and poetry. That word
is “divinevil.” Taking it further, it could even be “divinevillain.”

Polysyllabic Words?

“Polysyllabic Words” is the title of an amusing poem written by the modern-day Greek poet Jazra
Khaleed. It was translated from the Greek into the English by Jason Rigas for publication in Modern
Poetry in Translation (Second Series, III, 2025). The poem offers the reader and especially the
listener a humorous rendition of a half-dozen or so lengthy polysyllabic “expressions” by
Aristophones, Dioscorus, John Apokaukos, and other Greek poets, ancient and modern. The longest
so-called word is one that is in effect 31 words long, 131 letters in all. What a mouthful!

All My Words

All my words are worlds. You have heard that before and you accept that fact with a shrug.

All my words are wounds. Ditto, but it does no harm to keep reminding one and all of the
truth of this admission.

All my words are sounds. Naturally enough, though some are designed for print rather than
for speech and performance.

All my words are swords. This is another way of affirming that they are weapons of both
offence and defence.

All my words are cowards, except for those that are uncowardly!

All my words are hoards. Each one is a cache like Ali Baba’s cave.

All my words are also Lords. That is to say, they remind us of the Lords of the Manner.

All my words should win awards. But they are too elusive (or exclusive) for that!

All my words are but words. Naturally, necessarily. And these days, they are keyboarded.

What We Remembered

Here are what we remember from so long ago.

Here is the three-bedroom house behind two spruce trees.

Here is the driveway that leads slightly uphill to the attached garage.
Here are the seven cement steps that lead to the porch.

Here is the front door with its heavy brass knocker.



Here is the hallway that leads into the house itself.

Here, to the left, is the kitchen and dining room.

Here, beyond these areas, is the small bathroom.

Here, beyond the small bathroom, is the small study.

Here, to the right, is the large livingroom, and stairs leading upstairs.
Here, beyond the stairwell, is the first-floor study.

Here, up the stairs, will be found, the small bedroom.

Here, past the small bedroom, there is the small study.

Here, past the small study, is the large bathroom.

Here, past the study, is the make-up room.

Here, past the make-up room, is the large bedroom.

Here, the stairwell, takes one downstairs two floors to the basement.
Here, with the marble floor, is the storage area.

Here, beside the storage area, is the small bedroom.

Here, beside the small bedroom, is the laundry room.

Here, beside the laundry room, is the smallest bathroom.

Here, beside that bathroom, is the large bedroom with built-in bookcases.
Here, upstairs again, is all of this North York Bungalow,

Here now at 42 Dell Park Avenue, Toronto, Ontario, Canada,

Here now for how long is anybody’s guess.

Poets Appear on Israeli Banknotes
Portraits of four of Israeli’s leading poets of the past who wrote on national subjects in the Hebrew
language appear on four New Shekel banknotes. Series C was introduced by the Bank of Israel
between 2014 and 2017:
20 New Shekels / Rachel Bluwstein (1890-1931)
50 New Shekels / Saul Tchernichovsky (1875-1943)
100 New Shekels / Leah Goldenberg 1911-1970)
200 New Shekels / Natan Alterman (1910-1970)
Question
Who comes first, the reader or the writer? If debatable or indeterminable, try these neologisms:
readerwriter, readerretirw, writerredaer, writerreader.

Knowledge

Much of what we regard as desirable is either appealing or appalling, sometimes simultaneously.

Future



It is sometimes our futures that we efface when we look backwards on our lives.

Autonomy

Autonomy has nothing to do with autos, whether self-driving automobiles or not, but everything to
do with how well we drive ourselves.

Prosimentum

Prosimentum is a seldom-used literary term that identifies the text of a literary composition that
combines the Latin words for prose and verse which are used throughout the text often in equal
measure. The term could reasonably be applied to the present work — Until the Eclipse and such other
compilations by the present author. The well-regarded Japanese genre called the haibun is prosimetric
in form or style.

Patriarch Kirill

“Patriarch Kirill of Moscow and All Rus’” is one of the grand titles of the patriarch of Russia and of
the Russian people. Kirill, the Orthodox patriarch or metropolitan, will long be recognized as the
staunch ally of Russian President Vladimir Putin in his promotion of the unprovoked attack and
invasion of Ukraine, 24 February 2022, which the Patriarch has declared to be not only a just war but
also a holy war. As I write this brief entry here, it is now 2 February 2026 and the war is still being
waged to the detriment of both countries ... and at the cost of the spirituality of Russian Orthodoxy.

Olympic Medals

At the Winter Olympic Games (Milan and Cortina, 2026), athletes representing 93 countries
competed. A total of 1146 medals were awarded in 116 medal events — 245 Golds, 245 Silvers, and
245 Bronzes. Norway, which collected 41 medals, is the all-time Olympic record-holder for both
Winter and Summer Games. The United States collected 33 medals in the Winter Games. Canada
collected 21 medals. To date, Brazil is among the 50 or so countries that have yet to win any medals
at all.

I sometimes think that the more populous a country is, the more medals it should win. And
while there might be a correlation between the general population and the roster of medal-winners,
any evaluation is not as straight-forward as it might seem to be, so it will not be attempted here.

Neologisms

Motourism is my neologism for tourism in a motorized vehicle.
*



Modernismuses is my neologism for the claims of Russian and Soviet propagandists who during the
period of the Cold War claimed that every new discovery or important invention was first made by
a Russian citizen rather than a citizen of any other of the world’s countries.

Laws of Warfare

It would take innumerable years to read the so-called Laws of Warfare to learn what is permitted and
what is proscribed. Indeed, it would take longer than of all the international instances of aggression,
hence part of the past rather than the parcel of the present.

Terrain

Terrain consists of a combination of terra and rain, though not in equal measure, at least not on the
planet Earth. Ray Bradbury has a marvellous short story about a planet that is drowning in incessant

rain storms. There is a brilliant novel by the Brothers Strugatsky about a planet that consists entirely
of “a sentient sea.”

Allies

During the Second World War, the Axis powers were convinced that, except for their own, all the
lies were being spread by the Allies (Al-/ies).

Beach

A beach is that part of the sea that consists of the sandy shore.

Subtitles

Subtitles are the names and identification numbers that were once given to submersibles, today’s
submarines! The world’s first submersible was built by the Confederate States Navy. It was given
an appropriate name, The Turtle.

Damages

Damages are what are accomplished by self-appointed mages.

Endurance



We endure our years with our end in mind.

Ageing

Our appreciation of the age of the Earth or that of the Solar System fails to take place at the expense
of our appreciation of the age of the Universe or that of the Cosmos.

Expansions

Time expands at the expense of Eternity, as Space expands at the expense of Infinity, though these
expansions seem to us to change nothing at all.

Stock Market

Every “adjustment” of evaluations of stock market prices accomplishes two ends at the same time
— it both impresses and depresses the values of personal holdings.

Conversation

If I try to impress you, it is my impression that it will be seen to be at the expense of my expression.

Demise

What is unassimilable is in fact the fact of mortality: morbidity.

Tasteless Joke

Question: If Siamese twin brothers were very happy living in Canada, why did they go to
England for their vacation every year?
Answer: So the other one could have a turn at driving a car.

Climate Zones

How many climate zones are there on the planet?

Broadly speaking, there are five so-called “major climate zones,” and the United States is
described as having instances of all five such zones. These are Tropical, Dry, Temperate, Continental,
and Polar. Few countries have that many, except that other countries (notably Canada) have even
more. It all depends on what is meant by “major.” Canada is described as possessing instances of



eight such zones, and these are identified as Arctic, Subarctic, Humid Continental, Marine West
Coast, Mediterranean, Steepe, Highland, and Icecap.

Human Species

One physical feature of the human species is that it is bi-handed. One of its behaviourial
characteristics is that mankind itself is underhanded.

Epic Fantasy

Novels of Epic Fantasy are very popular with the reading public, especially its the younger citizens.
From my point of view, it is all hither and yawn.

Donna Leon

The dozens of novels written by the American writer Donna Leon that are set in Venice are extremely
entertaining and popular with their readers in many countries. I always wondered why they were so
popular, until a number of reasons occurred to me. They are well-written and sensitive, as well as
quite observant and appreciative of Venetian life and mores. They are people-oriented “police
procedurals” that feature the professional as well as the domestic life of police Commissario Guido
Brunetti and his relationship with his wife. The sensitive and compassionate character of Guido
seems to appeal in particular to women readers, and statistics show that it is women readers who buy
such novels when they feature such believable and desirable characters as Guido.

Subtitles

I have watched a fair number of foreign-language movies on television, and an even larger number
of television programs set in foreign countries. So I see a lot of subtitles and captions. It dawned on
me that the best subtitles or captions for easy viewing or reading dispense entirely with punctuation.
As well, capital letters do not increase comprehension as they are not required for ease of reading.
What are most quickly and easily read are subtitles or captions when they are appear at the foot of
the screen in capital letters, rather like the telegram messages of the past. A curious observation.

Myself

I find myself with tongue-in-cheek whenever I am checkmated in conversation.

Difficulties



When facing difficulties, here and there, I instinctively find myself uttering those two magic words
of Ali Baba facing his treasure cave: “Open sesame!”

Terrible H’s

The “terrible h’s” consist of the following words (and perhaps there innumerably more of them!):
hideousness, horrendousness, horrificness, horrifyingness, horrorousness, horrors.

Among Other People

Much of the time, I find myself over my head or overboard, when not simply over-the-top, then
undercut or underfoot, and finally generally little understood or entirely misunderstood.

Wise Man

For a wise man, what is most important is to know is just how wise he is.

My Aphorisms

The aphorisms that I find I am writing day after day are based on my own reactions, my own
experiences, my own readings, and my own thoughts. I consider them to be the subtitles to my life.
Irving Layton

Irving Layton, long deceased and unread these days, yet a powerful poet to read and reread at any
time, used to write clever and succinct aphorisms and publish them in his annual volumes of poetry.
He avoided calling them “aphorisms,” preferring his own abbreviation for them, which he called
‘Caphs.ﬁ’

Providence

Providence, these days, seems to depend on pro video nce.

Jordan Peterson

He was and remains a very agile speaker and educator and author who cut himself loose from the
academies (Alberta, McGill, Harvard, Toronto), not to mention the College of Psychologists of
Ontario, which almost proved to be his béte noir, as he took his message to the educated and semi-



educated masses through websites and books, interviews and lectures, both oral and print. Before he
became famous (or infamous in some circles) I had a private discussion with him about the Japanese
poetic form known as the haiku. I found him to be a most attentive listener and even questioner.

Two Chambers

An Echo Chamber is not a physical chamber at all but the description of a sound effect whereby
speech and expressions are amplified and multiplied so that they combine to create new sounds and
new expressions. It is a form of communication and is intended to bring about social change.

An Anechoic Chamber is an actual chamber or room so insulated by sound technicians as to
absorb all sounds and reduce them to zero and even below that, so there is no communication
possible at all.

I Would if I Could

I would caress your cheeks, if I dared.
I would kiss your lips, if you cared.

I would fondle your breasts, should you allow.
I would stroke your thighs, as permitted.

I would reach for your soul, if I could.
I would embrace your spirit, as I should.

I would praise your psyche, should you agree.
I would blend our two lives, one, two, three.

Rest

I am so tired at times that I feel I should take a nap before I fall asleep.

At This Time

In our time, for the first time, the hordes of angels bemoan their wings.

In times like these, wars continue to be waged on faraway continents.

In these days, for the future, translations are little more than transliterations.
In times past, everywhere, plagues were pestilent, on all continents.

In time, much changes ... whether for better or for worst is questionable.

In times to come, the obscurities will be like those that dawned in the past.
In time present, love, respect, value, honour, and worth are in disarray.

In the midst of time itself, affections turn into loves, loves into hates.



In time, in our time especially, even the weather is treacherously whatever.
In our time, yet again, the leagues of demons and devils stir in their graves.
In time, all deaths are days away, all births too, yet lives are lived regardlessly.

Action and Reaction

No matter what happens, there will be reversals and setbacks, as actions will result in reactions and
reactions will continue to do so ad infinitum. Such are the undercurrents (or the uppercurrents) of all
things current.

Prophecy

“Among all forms of mistake, prophecy is the most gratuitous.”
This observation or opinion appears in George Eliot’s amazing novel Middlemarsh: A Study
of Provincial Life (1871-1872).

The Fourth Way

“The Fourth Way” is a reference to the psychological and philosophical system brought from Russia
and Eastern Europe to England in the 1910s and to France in the 1920s, the first time by the Russian
writer and lecturer P.D. Ouspensky, the second time by the Armenian-Greek teacher and instructor
G.IL Gurdjieff. Those three words were widely used by Gurdjieffin 1915 and by Ouspensky in 1924,
and thereafter, but they came into their own in North America to refer to the system of thought with
the latter’s book that was unambiguously titled The Fourth Way (1957). It consists of the essays and
talks left unpublished at the time of Ouspensky’s death.

There are numerous ways to describe this system or school of thought and practice. The
designation that the present writer prefers is his own, which refers to it as psychopraxis. It addresses
the need for conscious and continuous awareness of the physical, affective, and intellectual natures
of one’s self. Incidentally and independently, the neologism recalls an approximation of this term that
was introduced to psychoanalysis as early as 1901 by the Viennese psychiatrist Sigmund Freud to
describe what he called “the psychopathologies of everyday life.” In time, these “pathologies” came
to be widely referred to as “Freudian slips.” Needless to add, the Fourth Way such slips have no place
in the Fourth Way, whereas acting consciously does.

Answers to William Blake’s Rhetorical Questions

And did those feet ... ? No.
Holy Lamb of God ... ? No.
Countenance Divine ... ? No.
Jerusalem builded ... ? No.
Bow of burning ... ? No.



Arrows of Desire ... ? No.

Spear and Chariot ... ? No.

I will not cease ... ? Probably.

My sword sleeps ... ? Likely.

Built Jerusalem ... ? Let us hope not.

Green and pleasant ... ? Unlikely to be so for long.

The Good Things of Life

Voided by the good things of life.
Vetted by the skill of the Opposition.
Vetoed by the will of the Senate.
Undone by time and tide.

Suspended by all laws and all bylaws.

Set Aside by the heady bureaucracy.
Postponed by vested interests.

Overruled by the overbearing Government.
Obviated by simple avoidance.
Excluded by necessity of censorship.
Erased by the new administration.
Deleted by a handful of politicians.
Delayed by the passage of time.
Deflected by indirection from plutocrats.
Deferred by the Opposition.

Debarred by the Supreme Court.
Cancelled by the Legislature.

Awaited by all for too long.

Avoided by skillful manoeuvers.
Annulment by bad press stories.
Abeyance by way of the passage of time.
Eyewear

At some point in the early 2020s, I don’t know when, the fashion industry overtook the eyewear
industry. It became fashionable for eye glasses to be “fashionable” (so to speak), each “spectacle”
an adornment as well as a vision aide. Suddenly, multiple glasses were a must, especially for fashion-
conscious women, a pair for every occasion supplied by the optometrist, following the diagnoses
made by those medical specialists, the ophthalmologists and the optometrists.

Dresses

AsIseeit, women of all ages were opting to wear trousers, slacks, or jeans instead of the dresses that



they usually wore. It seemed to me that change in dressing occurred with the advent of Covid, which
altered so many things in contemporary life in Canada, including such fashions and preferences in
clothing. The shift in the apparel of choice — dresses to trousers — was complete around 2026.

What I Say I See

When I use my prism, I see the world in seven colours —
Red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet.
When I use my periscope, I see around corners.
When I use my telescope, I see innumerable worlds in space.
When I use my mirror, I see one world, the one behind me.
When I use my magnifying glass, I see parts of the whole of the world enlarged.
When I use my microscope, I see parts of the world decreased in size.
When I use my camera, I see some of the world’s motions arrested.
When I use my grey sun glasses, I see the world as a drab place indeed.
When I use my prescription glasses, I see the world as it routinely appears.
When I use my two eyes, without lenses of any sort, I see my own world,
Yet all the while I think about myself.
When I use my imagination, rather than my optical nerves, what I see are these fictive visions:
Here is my world, your world, our world, this world, or no world at all.

Dead Letters

There are “delusional infections” and “delusional infestations.” Let me put these to one side. In the
meantime, allow me to roam over forms of life-fulness and life-lessness. Excluded from among them
are animals, plants, minerals, neurons, quarks, leptons, and maybe more non-entities. The delusions
extend from animate to inanimate, from lively to lifeless, etc. I choose to call them “dead letters,”
not all of them certainly, but many of them, or at least some of them.

Celebrated Quotation

“It is closing time in the gardens of the West and from now on an artist will be judged only by the
resonance of his solitude or the quality of his despair.”

Cyril Connolly, editor and publisher of Horizon: A Review of Literature and Art, final
editorial in the final issue, “Hail and Farewell — II,” Dec. 1949 - Jan. 1950. The words have a ring
and a resonance to them, though they prejudice the yet-to-appear literature and art of writers and
artists; they also limit the gender of the author or artist, presumably those of Britain and America. As
arresting as they are, the words are instances of what in s poem Dame Edith Sitwell once called “a
fool-begotten wise despair.”

Allah



If Jesus goes to Heaven, could it be that Allah goes to Valhalla?
*

Allah is foremost among the names of God, as it leads the heady list of the ninety-nine names of God
in Islam.
Confusion

Back their or back there?

Ending

The way to the beginning of an experience is the way to the ending of an experience. And about the
way itself, it might be little more than a freeway or a highway, even less than a pathway or a trail, as
every end is an amendment.

Transgression

The essence of a public transgression is a private transmogrification.

Now and Then

Now and then is an especially evasive way of referring to “now and when.”

Tuesday, March 17, 2026
Happy Birthday, Ann Cameron

A art means so much to her
N nothing is ever lost on her
N notable in innumerable ways

C cameron and colombo
A amiable and animated
M mother, daughter, grandmother
E excellent in all regards
R romantically inclined
O original in thought and deed
N naughty and nice at all times

To Ann Cameron from John Robert Colombo



Briton House, Toronto, Ontario, Canaada

What I Love

What I love is what I never had, what I cannot have, what I will never have. Is that reasonable? No,
I suppose not, but it is the way things are, or is it the way that things seem to be, for me? Even if I
could possess them, how long would they be mine? I cannot say, and that applies to desire and love,
as well as to material possessions. So it embraces physical desires, emotional yearnings, and
intellectual perspectives. What slightly consoles me is the fact that since I cannot expect to have such
wishes come true, [ will never have to leave them behind me when I myself leave ... forever. No need
to complain. No need to try to explain. Let is rain today, as it did yesterday. Perhaps the sun will
shine another day, perhaps not, maybe never again. Now it remains unknowable.

Change

Why is it that pretty well every engagement leads to its estrangement?

Censorship

Oddly enough, an antonym of censor is censer, a synonym for a thurible employed in worship.

Three Verses Times Two

1. This is the First Verse.
2. This is the Second Verse.
3. This is the Third Verse.

3. This is the Third Verse in Reverse.
2. This 1s the Second Verse in Reverse.
1. This is the First Verse in Reverse.

In Real Time

If  may suggest a pun here, it would be to refer to not only real time, the passage of time itself, but
but also to reel time, the flow of time as recorded by both the motion-picture camera and the
television camera. The first kind of time is no illusion, because it exists without an artifact or any
enhancement, whereas the second kind of time is an illusion or a delusion that leads to
disillusionment. Come to think of it, both kinds measure and access — commodify — temporality,
either humanly or mechanically, and who is to say that even the “mechanically” is not based on
human nature? No one, I trust.



Poetry

A poem is a letter, of sorts, addressed to a person who knows how to read, slowly.

Characteristics of My City

There are too many major urban characteristics to describe, so instead here is a listing of the cardinal
ones as they occur to me.

It, the city, Toronto, that is, espoused the Zeitgeist of the Western world in the 1960s,
somewhat late in the game. It was known, for a some time anyway, as “the city that works.”Its
population (in 2026) is 6.5 million (area), 3.3 million (city); half foreign-born. Its leading poets and
novelists include E.J. Pratt, Robertson Davies, and Margaret Atwood. Its site on the shores of Lake
Ontario permits its inhabitants to enjoy reading Evenings on Lake Ontario, to recall the title of the
collection of poems by Polish-born Canadian poet, Wactaw Iwaniuk. Its major academics included
Harold Adams Innis, Donald Creighton, Marshall McLuhan, and Northrop Frye. Its leading artists
and film-makers include Michael Snow, David Cronenberg, and Edward Burtinsky. It remains the
financial, industrial, and artistic capital of the Province of Ontario and of Canada. Its most prominent
architectural feature is the CN Tower, designed by architect John Andrews, erected in 1975 on the
shore of Lake Ontario, with a height of 533 metres, a world record held for thirty-two years. Its name
is derived from words of Native derivation (“Taronto” or “Tkaronto”) and may mean either “sticks
in the water” (a reference to a weir to control a river’s current) or “place of meeting” (the official
definition). It has been praised by residents — urbanologist Jane Jacobs, for instance — though like all
populous places on Earth it seems to work better now and then than than all the time.
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Tragedy

The letters that form the word tragedy quite rightly spell the word rage. Ditto for some of the letters
that form the word romance as they spell the word man.

Disappeared

The English word disappeared refers to the enforced disappearances of thousands of Chileans during
Augusto Pinochet’s military dictatorship in Chile from 1973 to 1990. It translates the Spanish word
which is the past tense of the word fo disappear in English.

No Idea, No Nothing

I have no idea what I will do once I am dead and gone.

I will have taken my last breath. I will have sensed my last sensation, I will have felt my final
feeling. I will have entertained my last thought.



Whatever will I do next? I have no idea what will be in store for me, and no one else has any
notion of what’s ahead for him or her anymore.

Demographers have estimated that 110 billion people have died since the dawn of human
existence. Now make it 110 billion ... plus one more death ... mine by itself.

Nothing more to worry about. My last idea? Nobody cares. My last breath? Nobody will
notice it. My last sensation? No one is there to feel it. My final thought? Lost forever.

No one knows (or cares) and I (myself no longer) will have a memory to worry about. No
“anything else” to be concerned about,” to be sure. Or to be unsure and unlikely.

The Business of Dying

Nobody has ever risen from the dead.

No person has ever withstood his or her own death alone.

Everybody now alive will lie down and die soon enough.

Death conquers one and all before too long.

Yet the so called Holy Scriptures maintain that there are people in the past
who have “come back” to life.

Are they immortals? Like zombies? Or were their deaths falsely reported?

All T know is that nobody and no body will live long enough to deify death.

In the chamber of the crematorium, its mid-part will rise for a short while ...
and then fall for a long forever.

It will not rise again ... never again.

No dust ... ashes are but ashes after all.

Neoteny

Canada’s social, political, and economic development since the 2000s might well be considered to
be a case of neoteny.

What does IPCRESS stand for?

The acronym stands for “Induction of Psycho-neuroses by Conditional REflex with StresS,”an
imaginary version of the procedure known and practised by intelligence agencies in various Eastern
and Western countries during the Cold War. (The Canadian version was called “psychic driving” and
undertaken for the CIA by McGill psychiatrist Ewen Cameron.) Written by Len Deighton and
published in 1962, The IPCRESS File was the first British spy novel in his best-selling series. It
served as the basis of the 1965 movie (with Michael Caine) and a British television series in 2022.

Letters

Q. How many letters are there in the English alphabet?



A. None. The alphabet is not a postbox.

Eye Glasses

The eye glasses that I need are for looking around, for vision correction, for near-sightedness, for
long-sightedness, for sunshine, for reading, for speed-reading, for spotting errors, for correcting
errors, for field glasses, for magnification and occasionally for diminution in size. In addition, they
serve as “wearable accessories,” which means they glamourize the face. Indeed, they are both “eye
glasses” as well as “I glasses.”

Being Orthotropous

Let me be orthotropous (which means being straight forward) about distinctions such as these, for
they are important even when not authoritative. Here goes. We have in front of us three places to
distinguish, these three being the mausoleum, the graveyard, and the cenotaph.

The mausoleum is the repository for the bodies of the dead who in life could afford such
accommodations following their lives on Earth. The graveyard is a burial ground or a cemetery for
mere mortals following the arrival of their deaths. The cenotaph is a monument to honour the dead,
in general, usually but not always in a group, in a public place.

The planet Earth itself — not earth or ground itself — resembles most a planetary graveyard
where there have been buried not the millions but the hundreds of the billions, of those who lived
until their lives ended, that is, until they died, prematurely or not. All I hope that this report is
orthotropous enough, without taking into account the immemorial dead who left behind their ashes.
Another word for scrap or trash.

You Have Covid

“You have Covid,” the nurse said. “You have a slight fever. Isolation. Ten days or more.” It was said
flatly, no fuss, no regret. Within ten minutes another nurse arrived to hang a yellow warning notice
on the outside of the door of the suite of the two rooms (plus kitchen and bathroom) that I have
occupied in this retirement lodge for more than three years. The information was not unexpected,
though yesterday a different nurse said I did not have Covid. I avoided it since it made its appearance
on the scene in the year 2020, but I assumed that one day it would finally catch up with or to me,
though not on the day before my birthday, my ninetieth. Bad luck catching it, bad when me it caught!
Anyway, I can now concentrate on the work that I have been planning to do without all the
interruptions that seem to accompany me. Some reading, some writing. Symptoms? Tired. Necessary
naps in the afternoons. Concentration takes a little effort. Speech is deepened and harsher than usual.
A slight temperature, a slight cough, from now on early to bed as usual. Deliveries of meals and
medicines. Fifteen minutes later my daughter Cathie phoned, on route by train back to Montreal,
advising me, yet again, not to worry, to wash my hands, to stay hydrated, to follow instructions, in
the circumstances, all the reasonable advice I could ever imagine. She had been immediately phoned
by the central desk here. She told me not to worry, not that [ am worrying, having expecting it would



hit me at one point. There is, as if on cue, a knock on the door. First of the meals delivered by one
of the masked attendants. Jonathan was also phoned by the central desk and the situation was
explained to him. Then Jonathan, wondering if I was in any pain, phoned me. I assured him that there
was none at all, just some disagreeable sniffles. Anyway, there it is. More reflections will appear in
the days ahead. The pronouncement that “I have Covid” really means “Covid has me.”
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Covid

Covid is halfway between the flu and pneumonia.
Observation made in 2026 by Geoffrey Clarfield, anthropologist and musicologist, friend
of the writer.

Hard to Believe

All that we have to do is believe ...

That Marxism is a scientific theory and hence it is true

That the Earth is merely three or four or five thousand years old

That the planet is flat earth and on a clear day its edges may be seen

That our sins are all forgiven and we’re on our way to Heaven

That the males are in all ways superior to the females of the species

That being white is superior to being black or yellow or brown or red

That the poor and the infirm are on Earth to be sold and then enslaved

That the Wisdom of the East still surpasses the Science of the West

That the economic future of modern society is to be a system of Complacent Capitalism
That the remains of the Ark of the Covenant and of Noah’s Ark will yet be located

That the deities of the Eleusinian Mysteries are alive and are worshiped in secret even today
That there will be an end of this world as the gods have willed it to be so

That death will be followed by a specter-like existence in the afterworld

That Limbo, Eden, Heaven, Hell, and Purgatory are real, not merely imaginary places
That beliefs of this sort are all that we have to sustain us

Isolation with Covid

Another day, another duller.

Over Esteemed

Napoleon Bonaparte was an inspired military leader and a French general, and Abraham Lincoln was
an inspired Civil War president and American general. Yet the fame and the personal characteristics
of each of these remarkable men should be set to one side in order to note that under their military
leadership their victories and their defeats were brought about at the cost of hecatombs of military



deaths.

Were these deaths necessary? Is Bonaparte “a hero” when one considers the fact that it is
estimated that 3.5 million military deaths are attributed to him and his campaigns? Is Lincoln “a
hero” when one considers the fact that up to 750,000 military deaths took place during his presidency
and immediately thereafter? Both men were remarkable patriots and commanders, to be sure, yet the
results on either continent seem hardly acceptable in the circumstances. Yes, the word to employ to
characterize the military deaths they oversaw is ... hecatombs.

Clothing and Costuming for Performances

Dramatists and directors of theatrical plays should be worried about the fact that predominately the
plays and musicals they write or commission are these days what is called “contemporary dress.”
There was a time when all the productions called for performers to be gowned in period garb, dated
though it may be, for a good reason. The performers, whether actors or singers, were encouraged to
adjust their voices to reflect the garb they were wearing. Nowadays most of the so-called costumes
are “off the street” and differ little from the clothes that are worn everyday. Probably Samuel Beckett
saw this and sought to do otherwise, which he did successfully with the clothing of poverty rather
than that of commonality and prosperity. I imagine voice trainers find the same: period clothing
brings out period sounds; contemporary clothing produces what one hears or overhears in the streets
and alleyways of the world’s biggest cities. Poems bear this out. One should dress the way one
addresses one’s friends (and, need I add, one’s enemies?).

Sense of Self

One’s sense of one’s own self starts as pretense, continues for some time as pretend, and ends as real
presence.

Species before Ours

Our planet was the domain of numerous pre-human species before our own species took over. Here
are the names of some of these species for whom there exists some physical evidence for their main
characteristics, some of which were quite like and some quite unlike our own features. Note: In this
account, the “H.” stands for “Homo” (i.e., human being, man.)

. Habilis - handy man

. Erectus - upright

. Rudolfensis - stranger

. Heidelbergensis - hunter

. Floresiensis - hobbit man

. Neanderthalensis - thinker
. Naledi - newcomer

. Luzonensis - islander
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H. Sapiens - thinker

Idle Thoughts during a Case of Covid

I don’t want to hear any more bad news.

I don’t want to overhear anybody’s secrets.

I don’t want to continue to cost my future heirs $222.00 a week.
I don’t want “this and that” and “that and this .... ” Ellipses.

Nor am I able to improve the weather.

Nor am I able to keep depressing thoughts at bay.

Nor am [ able to erase either the past or the present.
Nor am I able to prefigure future likelihoods. Full stop.

Whatever am I able to do?

Whatever am I able to avoid doing?

Whatever am I able to put aside forever?

Whatever am I able to do about myself? Question mark.

Pre-war Germany and Canada

The other day, I was giving some thought to how pre-war Germany was so rich in clearly defined
geographic and linguistic districts. I could not help but reflect on pre-war Canada which I know to
be much larger than Germany but less rich in its cultural achievements. At the time, Germany was
much richer and more various in its cultural background and attainments. How could one culture
embrace key and other cities given its variousness and the distances between not so much its cities
but it castles and courts and universities? Then the thought occurred to me that Canada is too big a
country to have big thoughts in the sense of deep thoughts. Our capital cities were not and are not
today dense enough or rich enough to ferment such thinking. The counter argument is that this did
not stop the United States from developing rich and varied and regional and national cultures with
so much in common. I remembered that San Francisco was founded and it continues to reflect its
cross-continental origin, whereas Los Angeles, founded so many years later, was inhabited by
travelers by sea, its founding, rather than by migrants crossing a continent. That would make SF a
European city and LA an American city, both cities that have grown to be characteristic of the United
States of America. Or are my musings only amusing myself?

Death Takes Its Own Time

Death, if I may personify the experience, takes its own time. Death is not a person, not a name, but
“anoun of renown,” one of the few among “the fewer than one,” if [ may continue with another one
of my quips. On his deathbed, Henry James dictated to his secretary: “So here it is at last, the
distinguished thing.” His secretary recalls that he checked his thesaurus to decide on the immoveable



yet inevitable noun, for “the thing.” One wonders how the novelist’s brother, William James, who
was fifteen months older than Henry, phrased it otherwise, being a philosopher rather than a novelist.
William’s last ten words are recorded by witnesses to be, “So this is the end, is it? So it is.” “End”
is not a person, but it is a noun, another member of “the fewer than one,” yet one that greets
everyone, in time, unquestionably, unanswerably.

Thoughts on Isolation

O God, I could be bounded in a nutshell and count myself a king of infinite space ....
Hamlet in William Shakespeare’s The Tragedy of Hamlet, Prince of Denmark (1599-1601),
Act 2, Scene 2. This has been one of my mottoes, as my Grade XIII highschool yearbook attests.
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Cole Porter

The name Cole Porter has always called me up short because he was such an outstanding composer
and lyricist for a great number of memorable Broadway and unforgettable Hollywood productions.
Yet hearing or reading his name always brings to mind — to my mind, at least — the French term
coleporteur, which has nothing to do with the sophisticated composer of familiar lyrics, because it
is a nineteenth-century word for the “peddlar” of religious tracts and books who delivers them to far-
flung customers on horseback! It is curious to note that Cole Porter’s long-time, disabling medical
condition was caused early in his career by an accident with the horse that he was riding that during
one ride fell on top of his legsm causing his life-long lameness.

Opposites

These are opposites: déja vu and jamais vu. Both are French terms. The first one refers to having seen
an unfamiliar scene before; the second one refers to not having seen a once-familiar scene again. [
wonder if there is a French term for not being seen.

Serious Drinking

There are two types of drinkers. There are those who drink for “lows” or oblivion, and these are the
drunkards. Then there are those who drink for “highs” or clarity, and these are the alcoholics. Both
are problem drinkers.

Asemic Writing

The greed of the night. There are specific meanings for those five words, especially conveyed by the

order of the words. For instance, greed night of the the, may be read more ways than one, although
one way does express more meaning than any of the others. The instance here is not “asemic writing”



because “asemic” means “without any meaning,” and while “writing” generally refers to producing
inscriptions and pseudo-inscriptions, since Dada and indeed since Cave Drawings, the inscriptions
should be meaningless in themselves, or at least without meaning for the artist who produced them
and hence for members of his or her audience. Children produce scribbles that are “asemic,” yet
youngsters often claim their drawings are “semic,” possessing of meaning or at least possessing any
reference to what might be alluded to, despite the prior thoughts of the adults present.

Flying South

Sometimes [ admire the birds who fly south during the winter to avoid the ice and cold of the country
of my birth. Other times I disdain those birds for leaving me and mine behind, as they take the easy
way out. No snow to shovel, no ice to slide across or slip upon, no cloudy weather or clouds in the
skies that withhold from me and mine the healing and refreshing rays of the sun, not at all to mention
what they leave behind: blizzards and snow storms. Lucky birds, no jail birds them!

Here are the names of the “seasonal travellers,” vacationers all: Barn Swallows, Canada
Geese, Chimney Swifts, Goldfinches, Hummingbirds, Mourning Doves, Sandhill Cranes, Scarlet
Tanagers, White Pelicans, Wood Ducks.

Here are the names of the “stay-behinders,” resolute, all-season Canadians: Chukar Partridges,
Northern Cardinals, Verdins, Black-Chickadees, Wild Turkeys.

Many a cold day I admire without ceasing the power that drives the “seasonal travellers.”
Many a cold day I take pride in the spirit of loyalty of the “stay-behinders.” Your choice — our birds
all.

What I Hate to Admit

I hate to admit it but I am tired of life,
So I keep what I feel to myself.
Nobody I know would want to know,
Anyway, that I am so tired of life
That I no longer want to witness

The passage of the days and nights,
Leaving no mark except that I remark
I hate to admit but I am tired of life.

The word passage contains the word sage.
I never noticed that before. Could it be
An accident, an incident, an event,

Or an occurrence of any consequence?
Life, which used to leap along, now
Inches along, ingloriously, heading here,
Heading there, nowhere that [ know,
Nowhere that is anywhere at all known.



No More

It would be ideal to have more ideals,
Fewer Noéls and many more Nobels.

What Time Does

Time Marches On according to the newsreels of the past.

But the days of the newsreels are long past, so all that we know
Is that, these days, time limps along, falters along, waywardly,
Heading nowhere in particular that anybody foresees.

Present Tense

I find the present tense to be the most intense of tenses.
The past tense: everybody knows all about it.

The future tense: nobody knows anything at all about it.
The key to the past and the future is the present tense:
For that reason everyone and everything is so intense.

Speaking Terms

I am not on speaking terms with the past, the present, or the future;
Neither with anyone else in particular, truly not even with myself.
Would that it were otherwise, beginning with my self alone.

Versopolis

Whatever could be the meaning of the word “Versopolis”? Indeed, does the word have any specific
meaning? I find the reference is familiar in Europe these days and is used to refer to a continent-wide
association of some five or six hundred young and educated poets in fourteen countries in Europe
(including the United Kingdom) to draw attention to contemporary poets and poetry of all types and
to publicize various international and national literary festivals. It co-ordinates the work of
continental and national governments to sponsor festivals devoted to “the poetic word,” to draw
attention to countries and languages that may have little in common except for the fact that the
writers involved are young or middle-aged professionals, quite knowledgeable about their own
national literatures, languages, histories, traditions, and idioms. Europeans, mature, educated, and
professionals all.

The extensive website features the writings of its members in both their native languages and
in excellent English translations. The members are familiar with the writings, names, and reputations



of modern and contemporary American and British poets of consequence. The main sponsor is the
Creative Europe Programme of the European Union. The national sponsors are the arts organizations
of the countries involved. (The only references to Canadian poets that I found were ones in passing
to bpNichol and Anne Carson; those references to Margaret Atwood were to her as poet, not as a
prophetic novelist.

The Versopolis website is available, free of charge, and while all [ know about it is what I see
on my computer screen, a few points are worth mentioning. The formatting is quite advanced in
design and execution, and it leaves English-language websites of publishers and poets themselves
to trail behind them. It would seem that European poets are increasingly viewing themselves as
colleagues, not competitors, promoters of European interests, not partisan ones, writing in specific
styles, etc., but as “voices” to be heard today. Since 2014, Versopolis has sponsored its own
publication titled The European Review of Poetry, Books and Culture.

Currently the website features works of about three hundred contemporary poets. For each
author there are texts of their short works, in the original languages and in excellent English
translations, with an image of the poet (usually an interpretive photograph of the writer). Following
them appears in fluent English notes on Biography, Literary Career (poetry and themes and
translations), Academic Career, Publications, Recognition and Recption, and References (sources).
It turns out most of the contributors are employed by universities, libraries, museums, national and
regional arts organizations, and so forth. Almost all of them are multipe national award winners, with
a range of prizes and recognitions that put to shame the few such marks of quality in the non-
European countries of the world. It also sponsors its annual European Poetry Festival.

What we have here, free of charge, with no registration required, tastefully and intelligently
presented, is not “world poetry” as it is, but “the world of continental poetry for the asking.” If
interested, check for orientation purposes the following website: Versopolis.com/poets.

What Does Versopolis Bring to Mind?

Versopolis represents the national writers’ associations and unions on the European Continent, but
these do not seem to include Communist countries, only Capitalist ones. In fact, members of “world
poetry” organizations seem quite indifferent to ideologies. Stretching it, what comes to mind is the
covert sponsorship by the U.S.A.’s Central Intelligence Agency through its Congress for Cultural
Freedom of four, right-leading literary and cultural journals during the post-World War I period. The
four leading journals were Encounter, Der Monat, Preuves, and Tempo Presente, not to mention nine
other lesser-known, more-specialized journals (identified in ChatGPT). Politics is not what it is all
about; national expression and pride do seem to be what it is all about.

Influential Ballet Company

It is hard to believe that the famed Ballets Russes, whose founding impresario was the famous Sergei
Diaghilev, never once performed its ballets in Russia. The innovative company was founded in Paris
in 1909 and its Western innovations and daring performances astonished Europeans and Americans
as much as it troubled the Bolsheviks with graphic reports of the freedoms it was taking with the
traditional elements and practices of ballet. The company itself collapsed in 1928 but was followed



by subsequent ballet companies with similar-sounding names, not one of which performed in
Communist Russia.

Swimming

I have splashed and made waves in the Black Sea of Bulgaria and the Ligurian Sea, the latter being
the stretch of the Mediterranean Sea better known as the French Riviera. It seems that nobody really
noticed, nobody cared at all. I could have drowned for all that it mattered to the world’s billions. A
humbling thought!

Palimpsest

I fancy that my writings could be described as “palimpsests,” except that I neither know nor care
whether they are the original scripts or the subsequent scripts that I altered in my retelling.

Cosmos

I feel close to one part of the Cosmos and that is the Constellation of Orion, known to astronomer
and astrologer alike as that portion of the sky named after the giant Ancient Greek hunter named
Orion. The constellation is part of our Milky Way Galaxy, close on the northern and southern
equators, so that it offers many distinct and characteristic features. It is visible during all seasons in
the skies of the Earth. Above all, I am taken with the word itself, Orion. To me it sounds magical ...
unforgettable.

New Coinage

Here is a neologism I have neither heard nor seen in print. That might be because I made it up out
of whole cloth. The neologism is pacifisticuffs, and to my mind it is an unusual combination of two
words, “passivism” and “fisticuffs.” It turns out there is a progressive rock group, an octet that calls
one of its popular albums Pacifisticuffs, so while it is a neologism, as well as an antilogy, it is not my
neologism after all, but that of the Swedish rock metal group known the Diablo Swing Band. My
loss, their gain. The album of interest was released in 2017. Information courtesy of the Web!

A Little Poem: John Robert Colombo at Ninety

There once was a fellow called “J.-R.,”

A collector of tales, from near and from far,

He gathered up ghosts from the cold Maritimes,
And UFO whispers in northern pine climes.



He’d bottle each story, each myth, each report —
A one-man Dominion of mixed fact and retort.
A Bohemian bard in his earlier days,

With ink-stained convictions and unruly ways;

He loved the idea of halls learned and grand —

But academic? — That he could not stand.

“Oh, keep your committees, your tenure, your charts —
I’ll write what I like and I’ll follow my heart!”

So he wrote like a demon instead of professing,

Poured ink by the gallon, no time for depressing.

“Why lecture on ghosts when you can chase the real thing?”
Said John, while the ivory tower lost its dull sting.

In his Bohemian prime he cut quite a figure,
Long hair, wild eyes, and a permanent snigger.
Married to Ruth, ever charming and true,

She kept the chaos from swallowing the crew.

At home waited Ruth, with her charm and her grace,
The calm to his storm, the wit to his pace;

Together they managed (with laughter and art)

A household both lively and keenly quite smart.

Three children they raised, each splendid and true —
Jonathan first with a sensuous view:

A lawyer in training, a manager wise,

With practical sense in professional guise.

Then Cathy, whose will like her father’s would gleam,
With insight and humour both sharp and supreme;
She’d spar with the world with a knowing delight,
And most often would win any difficult fight.

And Theo, who followed where Jonathan led,
Through legal ambitions carefully tread —

Yet he carved his own pathway with confident flair,
A thinker and a doer with something to share.

Now, John, at ninety — though who would believe?
Is sharpening pencils, giving thought no reprieve;
“Just getting started!” he cheerfully cries,

With mischief still gleaming in curious eyes.



He brooks no foolery, nonsense, or guff,

Yet welcomes a mystery it’s never enough!
For stories still beckon from forest and sky,
And John Robert’s ready to give them a try.

So heed this fair warning, take note if you will:

The old master gatherer’s not over the hill —

With pen poised like lightning, and paper at his side.
The world better watch out — he’s just hitting his stride.

So raise a glass or, perhaps, a ghostly canoe,
To the senior who’s always bucking the queue.
John Robert’s not finished, he’s barely begun —
Watch out, Canada. The legend’s not done.

Note: Readers of my writings are aware that I seldom, if ever, write verse, with meter and rhyme,
though I do write free verse, sans meter and rhyme. I did not write this most amusing tribute which
was presented to me on my ninetieth birthday by our family’s close friend, Douglas Cunningham,
whom we regard as our “surrogate son.” That’s Doug’s way into our family circle with all its
confidences, pains, and pleasures. With his partner Anna, he has proved worthy of that description
for many, many decades now. He wrote “a little poem — a joint effort one might say — involving Al
(artificial intelligence) and “a feckless lawyer named Doug.” Its appearance surprised everyone in
the family and it remains the only poem that celebrates in mock-heroic/folkloric verse the way the
Colombos moved ahead, or at least moved along. Yes, Doug worked with Al and the man and the
machine pulled it off —a tribute in verse that amuses everyone! Ninety thanks, Doug, Surrogate Son.

On a Line by Dragana Evtimova of North Macedonia

There are days
That are dangerous.

There are days
That are peaceful.

There are nights
That are horrifying.

There are nights
That are ennobling.

There are lives
That are exhilarating.

There are lives



That are exhausting.

There are minutes
That are meaningful.

Not to mention instants
That are utterly meaningless.

Real Astronauts

Real Astronauts do not just suit up and blast off

To orbit the Earth sixteen times every twenty-four hours
For a mere four hundred kilometres above the planet
For but a handful of days on any single flight

Real Astronauts like equally Unreal Cosmonauts
Know precious little about the Cosmos itself
Whereas the real voyagers are the astronomers
Who are always known to be ardent stargazers

Stargazers

I do not wish to be myself.

The trouble is I do not wish to be anyone else either.
So whose self could or should I desire to be?
Perhaps a self that once was extant.

The names of a number of them occur to me.

Here are the initials of merely five:

G.G, LN, AE,EH,C.S.

Great Phrase

“The precession of the fixed stars.” It’s a great phrase for a full cycle of 25,772 years, known to
astronomers as the Great Year. Yet it is not the stars that are moving as much as it is the Earth itself
that is moving in relation to the stars. Sometimes I sense that the Earth is “going somewhere.”
Male and Female

I wish to be adamantine, as long as you are adamant. Otherwise: me, corneous; you, hooded.

I wish to know more than I understand, whereas you understand more than I know.
You visited the coffee shop; I perused the bookstall; we well met at the library.



Composed word; sung word. Written word; whispered word. Humming words together.
Welcome to my forest. Welcome to my woodland. Welcome once and for all.
You are iconic; I am ironic. You are an image; I am inimical. Not so good!

The Perfect Word

You have no idea what I am doing.

I am searching for the perfect word.

It is likely to be delayed or detained,
Even if it is to be found to exist at all!

It must be elusive, exclusive, inclusive,
And delusive. It must also be fanciful,

If actual, delectable as well as delightful:
“Faster than a speeding bullet .... ”
Heading for your yourself! Only you!

Union

womanMAN
womaMANDN
womMANan
woMANMmMan
wMANoman
MANwoman

Reason

I have a reason to attend,
Because I intend to attend.
My raison d’étre?
Attendance means attention.

What I Know

I know the names of a number of my progenitors:

My father’s and my mother’s, naturally;

Of both grandfathers and grandmothers, obviously;

But not the ones that precede those of those stalwart couples.
Those of my great-grandfathers and my great-grandmothers,
All of these mothers’ and fathers’ names are buried in the past.
Once they were known, but never by me.



They are among the nameless multitudes that make up my past.
(So this poem could reasonably be called a “proem.”)
It is not about what I know. It is about what I do not know.

For a Long Time

For a long time I haven’t had a thought at all about myself.
That is, I have not given myself even one single thought.

It seems that nothing outside me or within me moved me.

The conclusion that I have come to is now quite obvious:

I have come to the conclusion there is naught to be concluded.

Miraculous Me

Verily I walked on the waters of the sea.
Y ou must be too buoyant to drown, they said.
I gestured and turned water into wine.
Nothing but a lush, they complained.
I raised Lazarus from the dead.
Try doing it again, they kvetched.
I cast a legion of demons into a herd of pigs.
How many demons? How many pigs?
I healed a man’s withered hand on the Sabbath.
No work is to be done on the Sabbath.
I withered a fig tree on the road to Bethany.
There was a trick to it, they insisted.
Verily I performed thirty-seven miracles in all.
Not enough, not nearly enough.

What Were Once

What were once scratches and scrawls on one side of the boulder turned into letters and images on
the face of the rune-stone’s remains which turned into the frontage of this sacred ruin and the words
into the letters of the law in every language once spoken in deadly earnest before and since the
nascency of women and men.

Banalities
I hear you in the mirror, I see you in the sea, I perceive you in the mist, and I feel you in my arms.

There is no mystery here at all. Indeed, there is nothing mysterious about anomalies and enigmas such
as these. In fact, I hesitate to even mention such minor matters, recognizing that they are so



commonplace, as to amount to be little more than humdrum banalities that occur every day and every
night, every morning and every evening ... times to a totality without end.

The Return of the Redeemer

It will occur, we assume, but not unless or until accompanied once again by composer Philip Glass
performing his composition (subsequently renamed ‘“Mad Rush”) at the keyboard of the organ of the
Cathedral of St. John the Divine to mark the first public appearance of the 14™ Dalai Lama in New
York City following Labour Day, 3 September 1979.

I Offer Her

I offered her everything I have.
That was not enough.

I offered her what little I had.

That was too much.

I offered her nothing at all.
That is about right.

To offend rather than offer:
That is what works wonders!
What We Are

We are the lucky ones.
We escaped the Kingdom of Troy.

We are the luckless ones.
We succumbed to the Sirens’ songs.

We are the negligible ones,
We are living or dead or both.

We are, it should be added,
Neither there nor anywhere.
We the Living

As it were,
as it was,



as it would be,
as it could be,
as it should be,
as it might be,
as it has never,
ever yet been as
it should be and must be ...
So why will it ever be likewise or otherwise?
From here on, in and out, forego, foregone, and bygone!

Untitled Poem

Alien intelligence
Criminal lawyer
The seasons have been autumned

One word proposed to another.
One word and then half a word
Dead languages abound

Non sequiturs

Beware or try to be aware

Exceptions
If the poems are exceptional,

The last resort is simplicity itself:
Anthologize every last one!

Difference

Men are manly and a great many in number; women are alluring and often alone.

Admissions

There are some admissions that I do wish to make,
Not admission tickets, instead personal admissions,
Such as admiring the poetry and the poets named here:

I retain my respect for The Prophet of Kahlil Gibran,
For the playfulness of versifiers like Ogden Nash,
For the tender, endearing verses of Sara Teasdale,



For the theme song of Robert Nathan’s Portrait of Jennie,
For The Kasidah of Haji Abdu EIl-Yezdi
(The rubaiyat of Sir Richard Francis Burton).

I do not ignore Walt Whitman’s Leaves of Grass,
I do not dismiss Rainer Maria Rilke’s angelic hordes.
I do much, too much, as well as I am able.

Broadway or West End

The house lights went down,

Curtains went up, or parted,

The character actors entered ...

The stage play was a success;

It was the audience that was the failure.

Apparent Differences

Apprise me of the apparent differences — should there be any at all — between faithfulness and
fatefulness.

*
I hear this unique tone as I sleep, in my waking state, during everyday life, and at special times ....
I wish I could recall it now, as I keyboard this sentence.

*

Lie still as I begin to kiss your body from your lips to your hips.
*

The difference between a mandate and a man date is one that has to do with liturgies.
*

Mysticism for some academics is less mystical than is literary criticism.
*

I repeat: What are the differences between fatefulness and faithfulness.

Rhymes with Wall

I used to wail against what used to be called the Wailing Wall.

No longer do I do so; no longer does it deserve that description.
There are obvious reasons for these changes. But is there any change?
Yes, because what it now collects are stones if not atonements.

Dooways



The door does double duty.

It functions as the Entry door to life.
It functions as the Exit door from life.
Wherever could that leave us?

Deals

Deals lead to details that are far, far away from ideals and realities.

Nettles

Thorns and thistles are like netties and nettles in abundance.

Where All of Us Live

All of us are alive but unwell in the Hall of the Mountain King who reigns supreme upon his Throne
in his stone Castling atop the Mountain of the World. He is the Troll-King of this Mountain-top
Kingdom, and we are his servants and his servitors. His is the Iron Fist, the Hand in the Glove, the
Troll Trouble, for whom ugliness and strength go hand in hand, hand in glove, the original iron fist
... that is the reason why all of us are found in the Hall of the Mountain King. It is also, so it happens,
to be the title of the orchestral composition of Edvard Grieg’s “Peer Gynt” suite.

Travels

Wherever I go,
There is Toronto.

[ am sorry to say
But it is so.

But ifnot T.O.,
My mania is Canadiana.

The world does not need
More Canada. Indeed,

Canada needs to be more ...
Canadian.

People



Luminaries are leading lights. People, that is, those born under the sign of Aries.

Love?

“Am I in love” or is “love in me”?

Smile, Frown

Unexpectedly a smile appears on the newborn infant’s face.
As unexpectedly as it appears, it disappears.

A smile appears on the face of the new mother, then likewise a frown.
Which one, smile or frown, is more haunting, more predictive?

It is up to either the mother or the child to answer.

Neither the one nor the other supposes, surmises, or speculates.

Words I Like

“Never ever.” This is not a phrase, not an expression, not a saying, not an idiom. It is two words. It
suggests “nevermore” or “never again.” More than that, it implies something has “never occurred.”
Yet what it states, with supreme certainty and urgency, is “notnow.”

Another Word to Consider

“Agency” is a word to consider. Interestingly a feature of a word “agency” is that it is a word with
a past history that is “coming into its own” as a noun of some age but one of some contemporary
consequence that is widely employed by psychologists and philosophers to refer to a person (but not
an agent) acting with his or her own power and authority. It may even respond to the agency of
Artificial Intelligence. There is no delegacy here!

Chain of Command

The so-called “chain of command” is really the “chain of demand” that holds two parties to censure
and reprimand.

Thirteen Canadian Jokes

What do you call a dog that can do magic tricks?
A Labracadabrador.



Why don’t Canadians ever play hide-and-seek?
Because nobody ever seeks Canada.

How do you make a Canadian angry?
Ask them to pronounce “about.”

Why don’t Canadians ever get sick?
Because they have free health care.

Why did the Canadian cross the road?
To apologize to the chicken on the other side.

Why don’t Canadians ever start arguments?
They’re too busy saying “sorry.”

What did one Canadian say to another while watching a hockey game?
Ice to meet you.

What did the beaver say to the tree?
It’s been nice gnawing you.

Why did the Canadian astronaut bring maple syrup to space?
To make the universe a little sweeter.

Why do Canadians make great detectives?
Because they always follow the Mountie.

What do you call a Maritime performer who can’t sing?
Anne Murray.

What do you call a Canadian who knows how to play hockey?
A Canadian.

What did the ocean say to Canada?
Nothing, it just waved.

No Ideas ...

... but in things. Only poets and poetry readers (two separate groups of people) could be expected
to complete the statement: “No ideas but in things.” They could be expected to identify its author,
William Carlos Williams, the American poet who did not go to Paris during the 1930s. He preferred
life in Paterson, New Jersey, where he practised family medicine. In 1927, he wrote a short imagist
poem with the now well-known statement “no ideas but in things” which affirms that the poet should
focus on physical objects rather than on abstract subjects. The approach appealed to a new generation
of American poets (notably those of the so-called Beat Generation), who described the real world as



it appears to our senses (and to common sense). Here is a short, sixteen-word imagist poem written
by Williams that expresses his Kantian metaphysical interest and concern. It goes like this:

so much depends
upon

a red wheel
barrow

glazed with rain
water

beside the white
chickens

How could this be so? What is the “so much” that “depends” on “a red wheel / barrow”? How is that
so? Williams said it is so memorably and so pictorially that it certainly seems to be so!

The Witch and the Prince

They say that Baba Yaga yet lives in her hut that stands on chicken legs. She also lives to this
day in the heart of every young girl or woman whose life was spent in the Black Forest.

They say that Snow White yet lives and slumbers in her bower of blissful expectation on the
edge of the Magic Forest. She too lives to this day in the heart of every young girl or woman who has
ever lived.

They say that every young girl or woman yearns to confront the Wicked Witch within and the
Prince Charming without. The first is the worst and the best is the best of all worlds.

That at least is what is said. Who is there to say otherwise?

Query

The questions I leave in your care are the following, for they are your questions to consider and
possibly answer.

Are they still alive? Did any of them ever die? Baba Yaga, Wicked Witch, Snow White,
Prince Charming, Young Girl or Woman?

Sights in Vienna and Berlin

On our first trip to Germany, what did we see on a poster in Vienna, fastened to an outdoor theatre
column? It was a large-size photograph of a romantic looking Leonard Cohen with a guitar. On our
last trip to Germany, what did we see on a street sign in the Mitte area of Berlin? It was the name of
the street we were on: “Hannah-Arendt-Strasse.”



World War 11

Ilived through it. I never suffered it. I never suffered from migraine headaches. I never suffered from
forced migration. Neither have I suffered from forced emigration. I admit I am lucky to be still alive
at the age of ninety years and living in an advanced part of the world. I recall only the ending of
World War II in which I could have died and disappeared.

Thought
Free thought constrains one’s forced actions, but it does little to restrain one’s own convictions.
Question

Is the thumb regarded as a finger? If so, I have five fingers on each hand; if not, I have four fingers
on each hand. It is a matter of definition, I conclude.

Board Games

My reaction to board games? I find all of them dull and repetitive, with but one exception. The
glorious exception, for it is not repetitive, is the game of Monopoly, which I found exciting for days
on end, but that was when I was not my present age but merely ten years old. Parker Brothers
launched the game in the United States in 1935. In Communist countries it was known as Capitalism.
I have no knowledge of what it is called in Socialist countries.

Bedouins

What comes to my mind when I think of an expanse of desert is the image of the Bedouin that depicts
the nature of the man who could survive and indeed thrive in a land of wind and sand. I also think
of the silent movie The Sheik (1921) which stars Rudolph Valentino as Sheik Ahmed Ben Hassan
and Agnes Ayres as Lady Diana, his unwilling captive. It seems he threatens her with ““a fate worse
than death.” Since this is a silent movie, there are inter-titles that read as follows:

She: Why have you brought me here?

He: Are you not woman enough to know?
A very popular genre movie, The Sheik was among the earliest of the black-and-white screen’s
“desert romances.”

Happily Ever After
Once they met, we asked, “And did they live happily ever after? And if not, why not?”

“No, they didn’t live happily ever after. Perhaps the reason is the following one. They never
heard from each other again.”



History Lessons

Islam regards our Middle Ages, the period of Faith in the West, as our brightest period, not the
Renaissance, which to Islam consists of the loss of Faith. These days Islam considers the
Contemporary Period to be the brightest period for the irreligious nations of the world. The American
people, it seems, disregard faith and religion, except insofar as their use of it may prove to be
profitable to them and to nobody else. It seems that belief on its own may well be little more than a
form of reliefif anything at all. Alienation is neither a nation nor a country but an emotional state and
a conviction of being out of place. Psychologists and philosophers may well take note.

What I Could Do Without

Many things; in fact, things so numerous as to be little short of innumerous.
Lies about thighs; smiles about nothings at all; sicknesses with their nauseas.
Expiration dates that creep up on us unawares; cancellation dates, the same.
Kisses that never begin; kisses that never end; beginnings and endings alike.
Infections and diseases and medical conditions of all sorts; plagues aplenty.
Fears of death; intimations of mortalities; dreads so dire they tire and expire.
Lines like these that continue without their proper endings in sight or not.

I could do without almost all of the above; no, all of the above, right now.

Crimes?

There are crimes [ have never committed, would never commit, would never ever consider it possible
to commit, as there are punishments that would await me that I will never receive, would ever
receive, would never ever consider it possible to receive. Now it’s all very clear to me, as it should
be, and perhaps to you, as it could be, too.

Historical City

The British Empire came to an end in the Beaches, that part of the City of Toronto in the city’s East
End which overlooks the south shore of Lake Ontario with its freighters and sailors and restaurants
and coffee shops. That may sound silly, perhaps, but that was the opinion of James Morris, the writer
and traveler, who asked me to drive him there.

“Why there?” I asked.

“It’s there that the British Empire came to an end,” he said, much to my surprise. (He knew
I would be surprised.) So I took him at his word and drove him there, where on the boardwalk a
couple of events took place that will eventually be recounted elsewhere. So that accomplishment (the
end of the British Empire, followed by the birth of the British Commonwealth of Nations) is one of
Toronto’s contributions to world history!

Here is another such contribution, one that is even more momentous. On Gerrard Street East,
a plaque marks a two-storey building where, figuratively, the three-hundred-year-old Romanov



dynasty of Russia came to its tragic end.

The Bolsheviks cold-bloodily murdered the last Czar, Nicholas II, along with his children,
at Yekaterinburg in the Urals. So ended the Romanov dynasty, or so it seemed at the time. Yet the
the Bolsheviks failed to murder Olga, the youngest of his children, who was his favourite child.
Unknown at the time, she was not murdered, not being at Yekaterinburg like the other members of
the family. It was some time later that the Bolsheviks learned that she had been elsewhere and had
so survived the massacre. She was thus the last of the Romanovs. She lived for a number of years in
Holland as a plain citizen, until the Communists accused her of anti-Soviet behaviour. Prime Minister
Mackenzie King arranged for her, her husband, and their son, to be quietly resettled in Southern
Ontario.

For that reason the Grand Duchess Olga spent her final years living in Toronto, where the last
of the Imperial Romanovs died. In addition to the plaque that identifies her final quarters, there is a
memorial raised in her honour in Toronto’s York Cemetery, where her remains are interred. The site
is located a few miles — let me for the first time use the Russian word. versts — from where these
words are being written. The memorial marks a sad end of the Romanov line. The Grand Duchess
... the Last of the Romanovs.

Death

Q. If there is another word for death, is it dearth?

A. No. Death is the absence of life. Dearth is the shortage or the paucity of something. It
could lead to death, but it does not mean death. There remain, presumably, synonyms for death, but
not for the word dearth.

Life’s Experiences

What revives the experiences of my life — that is, the flow of my life — a minute here and a minute
there or a minute nowhere at all — is the fact that it may be recalled, it may be imagined, and it may
be repeatedly reimagined, sometimes exactly, sometimes precisely, curiously. It may recall itself,
faithfully or not at all. Sometimes I wonder whether the brain I have, the mind I have, is somewhat
mad, perhaps even psychically empowered, because it may be curiously carried along, as [ walk along
life’s avenue, like the dog straining on its leash: a Labrador Retriever, let us say, or a Golden
Retriever.

Amuse-Bouche

Iremember hearing the words “amuse- bouche” for the first time, when I was about ten years of age;
for the second time, when I was about thirty years of age; for the third time, when I was about fifty
years of age; for the fourth and so far final time, now that I am ninety years of age .... At this rate
there will be no fifth time, as [ am running out of time, not that time is running out on me. I cannot
imagine there is a chef choosing to “amuse the mouth” (my mouth, that is) yet again with any more
of his left-over specialties, his amuse-bouches.



Questions for the Next Century

Let me assume that someone will read these lines in the future, exactly one hundred years from now.
Will they make much sense at all, one century ahead of now?

I am asking you, the reader to read them and answer them, presumably to yourself, soto voce
to yourself. You are in the position to do so, whereas it is obviously impossible for me to do so. So
I am counting on you to be the sole reader and judge.

You are living in the year 2126 of the Common Era. Are these lines all right, half-right, half-
wrong, or all wrong? You be the judge.

Will there be what we have now: plagues, wildfires, mass destruction, wars, bankruptcies,
economic collapse, hunger, religious intolerance, plagues, and mass prejudices? Will there be more
or less than now, one century ahead, in my future?

What about the governments of the countries of this future world? Will there be democracies
and dictatorships among them, as there are now?

I could go on, but it is time for me to stop, if [ want to hold or earn your respect in my eyes.
Yet there is one question that I want to ask you to respond for me, as if this is possible.

That question is the following: “What questions should I have asked?”

Entr’acte 17, 2026

Every Country is Every Country

Every country has its interminable steppes, its towering mountain range, its great river, its capital
buildings, its national cathedral, its burial ground for its heroes, its hospitals, its colleges and
universities, its central archives and library, its national newspaper, its jails and prisons, its cultural
minorities, its national epics and anthems, and groups of patriots and dissidents. So every country is
every other country. So all countries are the Russian Federation.

Old Movies

Come to think of it, I have not enjoyed watching current films these days as much as I once
appreciated watching old movies, but only as long as I held a bag of buttered popcorn in one hand
and a bottle of Hiers Root Beer or Barq’s Cream Soda in the other.

Interlude

Interlude is an actual word that brings to mind my unreal word forestude, an interlude in a forest, |
suppose. Or the real word entr’acte, which reminds me of the actual verb fo interact. Or the real

Italian word intermezzo which always recalls both a sentimental melody and the name of Pietro
Mascagni, composer of the popular, one-act opera, Cavalleria Rusticana.

Lorca



If I spoke Spanish, I would be a fan of Spain’s great poet Federico Garcia Lorca. Instead, I do not
speak that musical and dramatic language, so I am remain his admirer from a distance. I take on faith
translations of his works to stand in awe of his insights. Somewhere, I came across this sentence in
English attributed to him, so I would love to know its source. So far I have yet to find it. In the
meantime, I believe it to be characteristic of the great poet and dramatist, though I am of two minds
about the truth of the statement. To be explicit, I find the first half of the sentence to be totally true,
whereas the second half I find to be possibly true! Maybe this is an instance of what Lorca called
duende,” the duality of everything. Here is the full sentence: “All things have their mystery, and
poetry is the mystery of all things.”

Afterlife

The meaning of the noun afferlife is “life hereafter” or “a form of existence or of life following the
end of human life.” Because that is a contradiction in terms, perhaps the equivalent of “wishful
thinking,” there is no evidence that these states themselves exist except as concepts, differing
concepts to be sure. Indeed, any analysis of the beliefs held by religious-minded people of the world’s
major and minor religions and faiths shows that there is no consistency, so the term is held by the
present writer, at least, to be the equivalent of “whistling in the dark.”

Old Age

It is old age when life proceeds from next to little to nothing at all.

How a Wrist Watch Works

When [ was a youngster, I recall reading a short story in The Atlantic Monthly about a man who was
curious about how his wrist watch manages to keep time without having to wind it or replace its
batteries, so he used a can opener to opens it up and expose its mechanism, with some difficulty, in
order to find what was inside that makes it work. What he saw there was a colony of tiny black ants
marching in tight circles that kept the hands of the clock moving.

Politics and Money

It is my opinion, naive though it may seem, that the person who was principally responsible for
flooding political life in the United States with excess quantities of money was U.S. Supreme Court
Justice Antonin Scalia. He was rewarded for performing this service as well as promoting the theory
of Originalism (versus the theory of the Living Constitution) with the honour of lying in state in the
Supreme Court’s Great Hall on February 9, 2016. Guilty in my eyes.

Change



Archibald MacLeish, the super-fine American poet, expressed his view that change in the natural
world occurs on an awesome scale. He did so when he wrote as follows: “The mountains over Persia
move.” | find the words thrilling, but I occasionally wish that he had written the word “Asia” rather
than the word “Persia,” if only because that is the way I recall his statement. Also, parenthetically,
he titled the poem in which his line appears “You, Andrew Marvell.” The title is not a misnomer per
se, but the poem raises questions that concerned the metaphysical poet Andrew Marvell only
tangentially. The poem in question appears in MacLeish’s Collected Poems: 1917-1952 (1985). The
line as I recall it is part of the formulation of a number of groups subsequently associated with
drawing attention to natural and man-made catastrophes, which is probably where I picked it up.

P
Montreal’s Streets

The City of Montreal’s street names are redolent of a hodgepodge of languages. I learned this through
wide reading even before I set foot in the city. One instance of this remains in my memory. [ prepared
for a trip to see its sights with a traveller’s fold-up ma[of the city with all its street names printed in
readable type. One of the first sites on my list of places to visit was “the Jewish area” (which I
associated with the early writings of Mordecai Richler about the city’s down-town area. (This was
before it was moved or before it moved itself from downtown Montreal to elsewhere in the city.)

On the map I saw St. Urban Street, immortalized by Mordecai in his early memoir-based
fiction. Alongside it I saw three street names that were next to it: Jeane-Mance, Esplanade, Waverly,
and St. Urban. One glance told me that the four first letters spelled out the word JEWS. That seemed
unlikely but providential, so I checked again. No, my eyesight was not deceiving me. A few days later
I phoned my friend Joel Bonn, a bilingual instructor in speed-reading, and mentioned what I had
discovered. “I never knew that,” he admitted, but not before checking the fold-out map he had beside
his telephone. Since then I probably mentioned my “discovery” to a couple dozen or so full-time
Montrealers or former Montrealers, of both French and other backgrounds. Being honest people, all
of them admitted their initial ignorance of my inconsiderable discovery. I am not sure to what to
attribute this fact—no local interest in accidental associations like this — though embarrassment might
be a partial explanation. What do I conclude? I strongly believe street names may tell stories!

Time’s Relativity

There is an amusing story told about Albert Einstein and Fritz Kreisler. The great physicist was an
amateur violinist. Fritz Kreisler was a great violin virtuoso. It was agreed that they would play their
violins in a duet. When they put down their instruments, Einstein asked the asked Kreisler how well
he had played. After a pause, Kreisler replied, “You played relatively well.”

Relativity

The relativity of time is timeless. To the degree that those six words are meaningful at all, they imply
that no period in human life is without its characteristic temporal flow. Childhood’s days drag on
forever, it seems. Youthful days are overlong, yet shorter than those of childhood. Midlife is a medley
of days and nights that sometimes drag on and on. Late in life, we find the days are devoured by their



accompanying nights. Old age amounts to time that is lost for us. The passage of time is meaningless
to us escept that it is ultimately destructive of the life of which we were conscious, along with its
irregular passage thorough our bodies and beings.

An Eventuality

At some point in time and at some place in space, the following action or event will occur.
Everything and every being we know and love and hate, as well as all those places and objects that
we do not know and seldom or never wonder about will cease to exist. We will never know it to be
so because we are among “those things” that will also go apace. You learn about it here and now for
the first and the last time of all. It is to be added that the people within me will cease to be and you
and I will be we when we too cease to be one alone.

Like to Love

LIKE
LJLE
LKME
LLNE
LMOE
LNPE
LOQE
LORE
LOSE
LOTE
LOUE
LOVE

Via Dolorosa

Every human being whoever lived has an individual and personal Via Dolorosa. The one that is
found that crosses Jerusalem in modern-day Israel is not the original one. The primary one is the Way
of Sorrows (as it is sometimes known) which runs from the Garden of Eden not to Golgotha but to
the Hill of Megiddo in the Valley of Armageddon. Here, it is asserted, will be the site of the Battle
of Gog and Magog, that in other words it will be the Battle that Will Be at the End of the World.

Launches
Books these days are launched like guided missiles, though only a few of them reach and demolish

their intended targets. Some books are launched like ships of sail onto choppy waters, yet they sink
before they reach their destinations.



Two Ways to Learn

Poetry will #ry but not say. An essay will say as well as assay. Prose will always be poised.

Realia

Realia is a catchy way to refer to objects in common everyday use that are introduced into classrooms
to aid in the teaching and instruction of youngsters. Realia seems not to refer to emotions or tastes,
thoughts, or ideas, just objects.

A Handsel of Mysteries from the Holy Bible

Name of the author of the Book of Job, name of Cain’s wife, name of the author of the Book of
Revelation. Where God took Enoch. Fate of the Lost Tribes. Melchizedek, whether priest or king.
The Nephilim, fallen angels. What Jesus wrote on the ground. The nature of Paul’s thorn.

Stray Thoughts

Instead of faults, what I have are defaults.

In the drama of this life, the highlights are barely as bright as the footlights.

My life consists of questions that I regularly ask but are rarely answered.

We dismiss the notion of heading for Heaven because we assume we are going to Hell.

Whenever a poem is delivered to my head, it arrives as an unopened letter.

Speech
Here are three possibilities. Guess which one of them would be the most rewarding for you:
I could talk to you. I could talk about you. Or, I could talk with you. Your choice.
Sun to Stars
Single at sunset, our sun appears as a spectacle of stars, stars without number, illuminating the night

sky in a bewildering array of uncountable brightness. Yet each night the light they shed fails to
illuminate our Earth.



Wonder

As a youngster, | found wonders abound. As an adult, I found as well that blunders abound.

Figures of Speech

So called figures of speech, in so far as they make any sense at all, have shapes as well as sounds.

Thirteen Twosomes

Blood and Vengeance
Cloak and Dagger
Cops and Robbers
Crime and Punishment
Guilt and Innocence
Holmes and Watson
Judge and Jury

Law and Order

Lies and Alibis
Murder and Mayhem
Sin and Retribution
Smith and Wesson
Trial and Verdict

Truth

As unlikely as it might seem, the reclusive poet Emily Dickinson offered the following advice: “Tell
the truth but tell it slant” for the simple reason that “The truth must dazzle gradually or every man
be blind.”

Dates of My Life

Dates of my life ... or what has been happening during my lifetime (so far anyway). Or expressed
otherwise, here are some internationally significant dates and events that will be remembered in times
to come.

To begin, ignore the day, month, and year of my birth (which was March 24, 1936) for
nothing else occurred tht year that was significant — to me, in the sense of affecting me!

September 1, 1939. The Second World War broke out when Germany invaded Poland. [ was
not aware that it was happening, though a few years later I remember the ever-presence of evidence
of wartime shortages, especially the use of wartime ration coupons.

July 16, 1945. Everybody on the planet would eventually be affected by the epochal event that
took place at the U.S. air base of Alamogordo, New Mexico: the first explosion of an atomic bomb.



Since then, there have been numerous detonations of atomic devices, planned or otherwise. Even as
a nine-year-old, I thought the name of the base, Alamogordo, did double-duty as the name of some
radio-active monster or other.

May 14, 1948. Proclamation of the establishment of the State of Israel. This is of historical
significance as henceforth the world’s Hebrew population would have a Jewish state of their own,
with all the attendant advances and setbacks that would follow its founding.

June 20, 1969. Man lands on the Moon: Apollo 11, launched by NASA, delivers man to
Earth’s sole satellite. For the first time, there are human footsteps on a world other than Earth.

Aug 20,1977, and Sept. 5, 1977. Launchings of the two Voyager Interstellar Records into
interstellar space. The records are now known as the “Golden Disks” for they offer recordings of the
sights and sounds of Earth, which stand in for the history of mankind on “the third planet from the
sun.” The disks are enroute to another of the star systems of our Milky Way Galaxy, 40,000 light
years away!

I wish I could find comparably thrilling and significant events to mention during the next
forty-nine years, to take sporadic events that appeal to me into the present, but I find I am unable to
do so.

Ignore the year of my death (which is unknown to me to this day, though perhaps not to you,
the reader of this text) for it is likely nothing so substantial happened (certainly not that I died). But
I find I am currently unable to discuss this fact right now!

Craft Considerations

As you may have noticed, it was long ago that I eschewed the devices of rhyme and rhythm in my
writings, whether in prose or poetry or in any other medium of words like prose poems and passages
of poetic prose. I resolved to avoid turning a poem in one foreign language into a poem in the English
language, my feeling being that, deep down, the need was to create a unique poem-like structure that
would never, ever have been written in English in the first place. It was hard work for me, and a
heavier burden on the reader, whether it was successful or not. English speakers do not especially
need new sonnets, for instance, because we have so many old and some modern ones; but we do
yearn for structures that offer our readers the sense of unusual sonnets.

A Language of My Own

I write in a language of my own devising. It consists of shapes and sizes, sensations and shades,
characters composed of letters, all my own. Some appeal to the head, some to the heart, and some
to the body, yours and mine, i.e., ours. It predates Akkadian as it postdates any and all of Earth’s
successive and subsequent languages. It permits and henceforth encourages speech and expressions
of kinship and family and, alas, suffering and violence, as well as art and artifice. It is a language for
me alone and for you along with me on our private and personal voyage through space and time until
the end of it ... and of us.

Vocabulary



The word, when it is spelled vocaburglary, invites the inclusion of all the words of all of the
ancestries of mankind.

The Pope and the President

Pope Leo XIV, leader of the Roman Catholics of the world, certainly annoyed Donald J. Trump when
on February 28, 2026, and thereafter, the Vatican’s Pontiff began his public criticisms of the U.S.
President’s military attacks on Iran. The Pope expressed “deep concern” over the American and
Israeli attacks on that country. President Trump responded that the Pope is “weak on crime and other
things.” This continued for some time. The press weighed in on the appropriateness or
inappropriateness of Catholics criticizing American and Israeli military actions, though few if any
asked why the leader of the Catholic Church was the sole religious leader who was criticizing the act
of war. Where was to be heard the Archbishop of Canterbury ... where were the numerous leaders
of Protestant American sects and congregations ... where was the Metropolitan of Russia ... where
were the Islamic leaders ... where were the ... ? I could go on, but needless to add, they were cowardly
silent, unlike Leo who roared like a lion.

Life in Space

First we aim for Heaven and second for the Moon and third for Mars and third, finally, for the Stars.

Clichés of Our Times

Needs no introduction.

Must be seen, heard, worn, tasted, read, etc.
Famous around the world.

It is apparent to all.

Not to be missed.

Indulgence

You will find focusing on oneself to be a form of self-indulgence.

Sufi

I find that every Sufi whom I have ever met to be a niece, nephew, or cousin of mine.

Esperanto

I think of myself as being among the last of those poets who write in the spirit of Esperanto, rather



than in the spirit English, if only to explain why it is I have so few readers.

Indulgence

Indulgence is such a bad habit it should be spelled endulgence.

Forbidden

What at one time was forbidden has been unbridled for a long, long time.

A Private Moon

Permit me to thank the Polish poet Zofia Batdyga for her three words above which here serve my
purpose as the title of this poetic notion. For me, they represent a passe-partout all their own.

A young couple standing at the fringe of an immense sandy plain on one of the yet-to-be-named
planets in the star system of Aldebaran in the region of Taurus which is the fourteenth brightest star
in the heavens. He addresses her in intimate terms and she repeats those words as if in echo of his
words and feelings. Thus does a new history begin, one of which distinguishes itself from almost all
of the others by beginning a new world of meaning for a future and an improved radical human-like
kind for whom there is a moon for each and every living creature. And it is an intensely private moon
for better or for worse, the passe-partout that is forever entirely their own.

This day of the week, this Tuesday, will never return or repeat or exist again. Nor will there
be another hour like this one, four o’clock in the afternoon. The month of April will not repeat, nor
the calendar date of the twenty-eighth of the fourth month of the year. No repetition is possible even
for the calendar year of twenty twenty-six. Such is the fate of this couple, whether on the unnamed
planet or here on the earth of the planet Earth, also in the Galaxy known locally as the Milky Way.

The Late Jeffrey Epstein

I wonder if anyone has ever dedicated a poem to the late Jeffrey Epstein. He was quite a remarkable
person, a particularly exceptional individual. When I see photographs (even cartoon-like caricatures)
of his facial features, he resembles nobody I have ever seen before, with a jaw so pronounced it
seems to gnaw. His accomplishments, as judged by the volume of his correspondence, seem
grandiose when not even odious or malodorous. A quick check of the Internet (on April 29, 2026)
does display some poems that were written in English to denounce him, but none at all were
dedicated to him or to his memory. This one is dedicated (following his death on August 10, 2019,
whether by his own hand or not) to the man himself. There are not many real-life figures as
remarkable as Epstein. Unique, in a way, like the writings of Donatien Alphonse Frangois de Sade,
the French author of literary pornography and a long-time asylum inmate. His name and deeds will
be remembered for decades to come.



Belief

At first a belief offers relief. Only later will that belief-born relief turn into grief.

Muslim or Muslin?

Members of the ruling elite of wealthy Muslim countries often appear in public in arresting outfits
made of the unbleached fabric that is known as muslin, which is a flowing material with an open
weave. Wearing them, they appear like the prophets of Koranic times.

Daedal

No doubt some of these poems, these aphorisms, these effects, will be regarded by the occasional
reader or listener as daedal. That is all right with me.

Hamartiology

Don’t look askance. I too did not know the meaning of this word until I looked it up and discovered,
to my delight, that it refers to the Christian theological study of sin: its origin, its nature, and its
consequences. Hamartia plus ology: Greek terms for “missing the mark™ plus “study of.” What I
admire is that its first letters almost spell out the word “harm.”

Compositions

It is solely the confusions of my emotions and consequences of my advised or ill-advised actions that
influence for better or worse the depth of my compositions.

Cartoon Physics

If thoughts could reign in or rule out of order my impulses, actions or reactions, including
incriminating words, I would have no need to resort to what is known as “cartoon physics”

Feelings and Emotions

All feelings are false for the simple consequence of the fact that every emotion is true.

Emptiness



The emptiness of inner space almost meets its match in the vacuum of outer space.

Firn

Firn is not a misprint. It is the word for finely compacted snow that is found in the state between
regular snow and glacial ice. Yet, befittingly, the word firn looks like a misprint!

Hegemony

I have never met a hegemon, a person who has assumed power over other people. Yet the word
hegemony itself may refer to a person, policy, principle, or nation state that exerts its power over
other persons, policies, principles, or nation states. One word leads to the other word.

Life and Art

Life and art lie far apart, if only because the words for them have no character in common. The same
observation would apply to the following quasi-aphorism: Life and fart are close together, as the
words do share one character.

Read and Read

I have read — not readed or red — one book from cover to cover innumerable times and that book is
not the Holy Bible.

Transformations

Intimations eventually lead to intimidations.

True Colours

Men and women who are neither good nor bad show their true colours when out of the blue adversity
suddenly strikes them.

W.H. Auden

Wystan Hugh Auden is one of those chameleon-like people who appear and reappear everywhere in
different guises as quite different or indifferent creatures. He brings to mind such creatures that
actually do change colour — chameleons like these: Arctic Hare, Caribbean Reef Squid, Crab Spider,
Gray Tree Frog. Hogfish, Octopus, Rock Ptarmigan, Seahorse, Stoat. A great poet he undoubtedly



is. He left his mark everywhere except in Stockholm.

Divine Justice
Doesn’t Christ see us?

This is the famed question asked by the young woman named Pina (played by Anna Magnani)
of the Catholic pastor Don Pietro (Aldo Fabrizi) in the movie Rome, Open City (1945). Here is Don
Pietro’s answer: “Christ sees us — but He does not intervene.”

Idiom

The phrase as it affects mankind should not be “good or evil” but “good and evil.”

Repetition
There are two words that bring to my mind various expressions associated with the writings of the
playwright Samuel Beckett. The two words appear on the next line.
Once, again.
Life

Everyday life, like the description of early television shows, is “airing live.”

Come and Go
We can’t both come and go at the same time, though we do seem to try to do so.

*

No one is able to come and go at the same time, unless he or she is trying to consummate a
relationship.

Time Lapse

Every task or chore takes longer than it should, unless it is a pleasurable undertaking, in which case
it is not a chore but an enjoyable activity that takes less time than it could.

Folklore

“Faraway lands.” “There was a time when .... ” Words like these words have continued since the days
of my childhood to send shivers up and down my spine. They continue to do so, even to this day.



Atlantis and Africa

The island of Atlantis and the continent of Africa contend with one another to be regarded as the
primordial cradles of the human race, as we know them today.

Davos, Switzerland

The skies of Davos are full of stars and skies.

Parlando

God is dead again, and is resurrected again, and is dead again, and is resurrected again. This goes on
for eras and elegies, for ages and epochs, for mornings and mournings, without end. This takes place
to the dreads or the delights or the amazements or the astonishments of the human race. We did not
realize that God along with the gods does die.

Spirits and Bodies

Man consists of its and dies, that is spirits and bodies.

The Secret of the Aphorism

Aphor-rhythm.

Avant la lettre

Before we had words for it, it died.
I have in mind the now-extinct Dodo Ineptus.

Is it possible the wingless bird
Was instead called Raphus Cucullatus?

There is no way of knowing without checking,
No double-duty here or therein.

I wonder what they called Covid,
Before they named the virus-like flu “Covid-19.”

I pause over what they called computers



Before they were named computers.

What was artificial intelligence before it was A.L?
It could be anything at all!

Then there are all the historic creatures,
The ones with names, excluding prehistoric ones:

Like dinosaurs, and giant apes, etc.
Here are some recently current creatures:

Auroch, Great Awk, Labrador Duck, Megalodon, Mexican Grizzly Bear, Passenger Pigeon, Quagga,
Tasmanian Tiger, Woolly Mammoth. Also excluding: Homo sapiens?

Lyrics by Donna

Donna Dunlop, a long-time friend who is intriguingly known as a “songteller,” has been forwarding
to me a number of the lyrics that she has been composing or revising over the last little while that are
scheduled to appear in a new album.

The current work-in-progress has a number of bewitching lines. Here are two that I find
unforgettable: “That heaven that is also hell.” “I’m still alive inside this song.”

Two Folksongs

It occurs to me that the two lyric refrains — “auld lang syne” and “long time passing” — share the
same meaning and purpose, though not the same provenance. The Scottish words are traditional ones
and may be dated from 1788, yet they have come to be identified with the poet Robert Burns as his
folkloristic lament for past times or for the passage of time. The modern folk-song version offers
“long time passing,” a lament about past times. It was adapted from various traditional songs and airs
by the folksinger Pete Seeger who dated it from 1958.

The identification of Scottish air with New Year’s Eve has been credited to the once-popular
band-leader Guy Lombardo, who first heard it being sung by Scottish immigrants as a youngster
growing up in London, Ontario. Guy Lombardo and His Royal Canadians have been synonymous
with New Year’s Eve celebrations throughout North America ever since the year 1929, when he led
his band and introduced the traditional lyrics and melody to radio listeners from well-known New
York ballrooms on radio and later on television. His initial appearance with “Auld Lang Syne”
occurred at the New York’s Roosevelt Hotel, December 31, 1929.

Guy Lombardo and his Royal Canadians were firmly identified with the Waldorf Astoria’s
dining room and dance floor until 1976. His rendition and tradition were billed as “the sweetest
music this side of heaven.” At the time it was said Guy Lombardo was the sole Canadian to establish
an American institution: the identification of “Auld Lang Syne” with New Year’s Eve. In this he was
assisted by his brother Carmen Lombardo, a vocalist and composer of perennial favourite popular
songs, including “Sweethearts on Parade,” “Powder Your Face with Sunshine,” “It Seems like Old
Times,” etc. A notable legacy.



CN Tower

I spot the topmost, space-needle part of the CN Tower from the balcony of my rooms on the eighth
floor of Briton Place a few miles to the north. It has brought me a real delight over the decades and
now it brings me some dismay. For more than thirty years this Toronto landmark has reigned supreme
as the world’s tallest, free-standing structure. Then it was overtaken in height by a grand number of
“even more towering towers” in the Middle East. Today it looks like it will be overtaken in height
by a non-descript “residence tower,” not in the Middle East but just south-east of Toronto’s
celebrated so-called “space needle,” officially known as the CN Tower. Under construction today is
its next-door neighbour, the “Sky Tower,” Pinnacle One Yonge Street, which has risen to close to
equal if not to surpass the height of the CN Tower (355 metres). Yet there are agreements with the
city administration that the height of the “Sky Tower” will neither surpass nor meet that of its
neighbour. When completed, it will stand, it is said, 351-52 feet, leaving it a little short! So it will
attain the height of the “space needle’s” rotating restaurant located almost next door. If I were a
columnist or a journalist, I would report on such matters. But as I am neither of these these days,
allow me to simply record this observation and complain a bit, if only because I am now but an
observer ... of trends and moods, mainly my own. Will there be coverage of the completion of the
“Sky Tower”? Probably not. (This prediction is being made on May 4, 2026.)

Games People Play

Remove your jacket, your blouse, your slip, your brassiere, and your inhibitions.

Lie down and then prepare for games to be played on your bare flesh (by at least two players
of either sex).

Card games could include bridge, canasta, cribbage, euchre, gin, rummy, and war. (Keep a
board to keep score.)

Board games might consist of the following: Checkers, both Chinese and regular chequers,
chess, maybe even Monopoly.

Come to think about it — scotch the Monopoly game, as it takes too long to play.

Players include you (semi-dressed female) and one or two malles, half-dressed.

Russian Novelists

It is said that the lastname of the greatest of the Russian novelists is “Tolstoevsky.”

Moments of Monuments

One moment there will be a monument, the next moment there is an erected monument, the next
moment there is a toppled monument, and the next moment there is a re-erected monument. It is a
monumental waste of moments.



Punctuation

In a poem, every verse is meaningful, every line if meaningful, every word is meaningful, every
implied or missing word is meaningful, just as every instance of punctuation present and meaningful
must be read.

Lord’s

Our, Father, heaven, hallowed, name, kingdom, come, will, done, earth, heaven, give, day, bread,
forgive, trespasses, evil, thine, kingdom, power, glory, forever, forever, amen.

Endorsements

When I was active on the literary scene, [ wrote both jacket copy and blurbs for innumerable books
that were in the process of being published. What I learned was to be personal and appreciative and
informative all at once — as well as to be brief and positive. At the same time I also scanned the
acknowledgments pages to see if | would recognize the names of those early readers whom the author
wished to acknowledge for their early appreciation and enthusiasm. So when I picked up a copy of
The Couple Next Door, a novel of mystery and murder that was written by Shari Lapena and
published in 2016, I knew what to do. I knew about the novel not only from mystery novel writer Sue
Grafton’s four-word blurb on the jacket (“Beautifully rendered and unrelenting”) but also from my
Montreal-based daughter Cathie who had mentioned that not only did she know Shari but that she
had read a draft of the manuscript of the author’s first novel, in manuscript form, before it was even
submitted to an agent who immediately found a publisher eager to accept it — and that she was
mentioned in it! It took me some time but I finally came across a copy of the book and found that Sue
Grafton is right (“rendered,” “unrelenting’) and that Cathie is thanked along with other people on the
Acknowledgements page. Here is what Shari wrote: “I’m also very grateful to my first readers —Leslie
Mutic, Sandra Ostler, and Cathie Colombo.” It gave me great pleasure that realize that Cathie, who
loves reading and happens to know Shari personally, is also giving assistance and feedback to first-
book authors, like Shari, who is by now well into her tenth best-selling mystery novel!

Evils and Veils

There is an insufficient number of veils in the world to conceal all of the evils committed by mankind
on a daily basis.

Ethereal

Almost ethereal in itself is the number of words to be found by rearranging the characters that
comprise that word: et, ether, he, her, here, the, there, real.



Secessionist Society

There is only one society to which I truly belong, not in body perhaps but in spirit surely, and that is
the Secessionist Society. There is no need to limit its members to painting or photography or politics,
for the simple-minded reason that it is my own special society. No founder, no director, no treasurer,
no publicist, no membership secretary because there is no member besides me. This is not a fantasy
of mine, for it is a relief from belief and dogma, from this trivia and that triviality. It is a way to signal
a secession from this world. In the words of a contemporary poet who writes in the German language,
whose name is lost on me this time of day, let it be said and maintained that “Every birth is but a
precursor of death.” If I knew his name [ would write to congratulate him and let it be known that he
is in spirit a member of my (now our) secessionist society, which now deserves to be called a
fellowship.

Watching Television

I'seldom do it, even late in the evening, but when I do so, it is to: Waste time. Fall asleep early in the
evening. Remind myself how Germany lost the Second World War. Catch up on “the game.” Keep
abreast of “the news.” Endure interviews with politicians and political hacks. Sit through yet another
police procedural. Track down psychopathic murderers, fictional and non-fictional. Experience the
presence of ghosts in haunted houses. Discover the mysteries of the deep. Admire some unidentified
streaks of light called “alien space craft.”

No, not at all. Mostly what I have been doing is this: I watch interminable commercials and
deceptive promotions.

Armageddon

The fallen angels and the rising devils must meet on Earth’s field of battle, known since biblical
times as Armageddon that is currently in the area known as the State of Israel.

Translations

Translations, whether accurate or inaccurate, lead to mistranslations, thankfully. Lawyers and textual
scholars know this instinctively. Creative writers should know it, but they generally routinely
overlook the truth of this observation, to their cost.

Transitions

From one to two
From hole to whole
From part to art
From past to present
From life to knife



From race to space

From time to lime

From birth to death

From present to predicament
From front to centre

From stage to screen

From audio to video

From insight to out-of-sight
From two to trillions

From upfront to back of beyond

Conundrums

Waters in the desert, sands in the sea,
Spirits in the skies, goblins in the ground.

Treasures in the air, not really there,
Horrors and terrors are really here.

Foods from the earth, sounds from the clouds,
Mountains are rare except there and here.

Orifices

Seven are the so-called orifices of the skull:
Two orbits for the two eyes,
Two openings for the two ears,
Two passageways for the two nostrils,
One orifice for the mouth.

Singular moral: look, listen, sniff, then speak.

Coming Attractions

Before too long, events like “coming attractions” will be regarded as “past experiences.”

Sad Memory

Readers of my books will find that from time to time I have found reason to mention my youthful and
continuing appreciation of the achievements of Robert L. Ripley. He was a sports columnist and
cartoonist who branched out into the field of black-and-white sketches of unbelievable yet true
(mostly) facts. He travelled the world and his feature columns for newspapers and books were
immensely popular. They were syndicated as Ripley’s Believe It or Not! The first book-length



collection of drawings of oddities with punchy written captions appeared in 1929, and as a youngster
I cherished my dog-eared paperback. His radio programs and television series soon followed.

More by chance than anything else, I watched his early evening television show on NBC-TV,
catching the thirteenth program in the “BION” series on May 24, 1949, which featured “Taps” (the
military funeral call). Ripley, the host, appeared and sounded exhausted. I mentioned to my father,
“Mr. Ripley looks like he is having a heart attack.” My father agreed. Indeed, Ripley’s last words on
air referred to one of his BIONs: “If I told you this was the biggest lie I ever told, would you believe
me?” He faltered and emergency programing for the viewers was substituted for the host’s rehearsed
remarks. He was rushed to the Columbia-Presbyterian Medical Centre where at age fifty-nine he died
of coronary thrombosis, May 27, 1949.

Yet his entertainment feature survived his death. It diversified and grew bigger than ever. It
is owned and operated by Jim Pattison, the Vancouver entrepreneur and capitalist. Pattison also owns
and operates a companion entertainment feature, “Madame Tussauds Wax Museum.” | always
wanted to compile a “Ripley’s Canadian Believe It or Not!” but no interest was expressed buy the
management. The same fate awaited my wish to compile “The Marshall McLuhan Quote Book.” Two
“Taps.”

In the Darkness

In the darkness of the local movie theatre in the late 1940s, A harassed mother tries to calms her
infant son; her two youngsters munch away on their red cartons of hot, buttered popcorn. A
projectionist misses his cue: the second flash in the upper right-hand corner of the screen, the one that
signals the need to switch between the projectors is required. A girlfriend ventures to place her left
hand on her boyfriend’s lap, and an usher shines his flashlight on the startled couple. Only a few
patrons stand up, the rest remain seated, for the scratchy recording of “God Save the King.” The
majority of the patrons remain seated. Then and there begin the short features: “News of the World”
(newsreels from London); scenes from coming attractions (two features apiece for Monday-
Wednesday, Thursday-Saturday, with no showings at all for Sunday); three wildly applauded
cartoons; finally, the first featured film, staring Roy Rogers, and the second starring Gene Autry.
Then dazed patrons stagger into the rapidly declining sunlight of the real (not the reel) world. Patrons
are satisfied until next Saturday’s showings in the darkness of the local movie palace ....

Six Things to Do before Dying
After a Poem Suggested by Samantha Barendson

1. Recall that you waited for this moment with fear and dread.

2. Remember that you wondered whether it would ever come, before you suddenly realize that
you were now standing facing the door of your death.

3. Relax a little and push open that door a little and then a lot.

4. Resign yourself to the site that is unrecognizable ahead of you.

5. Realize that “this is it,” not whatever it is that you have been waiting for, but that which
has been waiting for you, none the less.

6. Recognize now that there is nothing, nothing at all to be lost and nothing, nothing at all,



to be found.

Costs

At first everything comes without a cost, until at last the cost of “cost free” is too much to pay.

Ignorant Me

I know nothing about those subjects and those things that most people know all or everything about,
such as sports, foods, plants, flowers, animals, human bodies, languages, etc. (To be honest about
such subjects, I do know a little about et cetera, as I am able to hypothesize at will. I used to be able
to talk a blue streak, as the idiom goes, but I have grown to favour free verse or freed prose, that is
prose on the loose, to overcome inhibitions, suppressions, lack of skills, all such diminutions of the
human character. Perhaps [ am throwing words in the general direction of their meanings, rather than
aiming at their subject matter, but please forgive me for what I have forgotten over the years or never
knew in the first place. Such is the state of my ignorance.

Dismissals

In the public sector, vilifying is but one way of nullifying.

Interests

Vested interests are nothing more than invested interests.

Work

Monied hands make light work.

Change

Yesterday it occurred to me that to turn the country’s name Canada into a lie or a falsehood, all I had
to do was to insert the letter » between the letters ad and then delete the final letter a. But I also ask
myself, “Why should I or anyone else wish to do that at all?”

On a Line of a Poem by Avgi Lilli of Cyprus

The last line of her poem goes like this:
“No mortal can ever be immortal.”

“Unnamed” is the title of the poem.



The line itself deserves immortality.

I wish I could grant that state of being,
But doing so exceeds any powers of mine,

Such as they are. Would it were otherwise,
Then there would be information about

The states of being, pre-being, and post-being.
But ordinary experiences are sufficient,

For now, anyhow. That is quite informative,
For now I know that it is best that know-

Ledge is not only withheld, but that know-

Ledge is unnecessary, being merely mortal.

Nights and Days

There are no essential differences between nights and days, except that the lights that illuminate the
nights do not illuminate the days, and the days are illuminated by lights that do not illuminate the
nights. Any further information is simply supererogatory.

Beginning, Ending

WomBethlehem

MatthewMarkLukeJohn

MgAoRITgYoRtDhOaM

What Is Wanting

What is wanting is principals to oversee (not overlook) the principles of political and social life.

What Readers Will Find
What readers will find my literary works to be:

Ponderings that are artfully disguised as literature.
Passages of prose that pass themselves off as verse.
Instances as well as examples of free verse.
Paragraphs of prose treated as found poetry.
Observations that are based on wish fulfillments.



Possibilities that are both real and imaginal.
Imaginal works that are presented as imaginary.
Misspelled words and phrases that should exist.
Speculations disguised as certainties.
Descriptions of spaces that stretch the imagination.
Proverbial expressions that never were.

Lists of possibilities, both real and unreal.
Accounts of obscure and fanciful expressions.
Descriptions of events that should take place.
Words that are both reasonable and unreasonable.
Accounts and expressions that appeal to memory.
Revisions of realities that meet all personal needs.

Ruche

Every tailor or fabric cutter knows the meaning of the word ruche. It occurs to me that in poems there
appear words or lines that are ruched. So it might be said that no poem is complete without its ruche.

The End Is

The end is nada
The end is nay

The end is near
The end is neigh
The end is next
The end is nigh
The end is night
The end is nightfall
The end is nix

The end is noes
The end is not

The end is nothing
The end is now
The end is nowadays
The end is nox

Love Lies
I would have you as you are, rather than younger, rather than older, rather than tearful, rather than

tougher, rather than any other woman, instead.

Clichés



At an affordable price

Do it right now

Just what you need

Order now before supplies run out
Try it today

You can’t afford to go without

Death of God

The Twentieth Century has found the world’s population to be more concerned about the Absence
of God than about the Wrath of God. It seems Friedrich Nietzsche had something to do with the
notion of the Death of God, a fact that surprises few people these days.

Avoidance

Avoidance is no novcl rite but it is a ritual dance.

Epitome

I am the epitome of no virtue or quality or excellence of which I am aware. (I would add the word
“alas” to the previous admission, except for the fact that [ have used that interjection far too often in
my witty and half-witty writings to use it even one more time!)

The Country that Is Mine

I am quite happy in my country, the country of my birth, the country of my life, the country of my
death (presumably, looking ahead). Whatever is there to be unhappy about here, really? There are
some richer countries, but most countries are poorer. There are more countries that are more
inventive and productive, but most countries are less inventive and unproductive. As a lady friend
from Eastern Europe (a dentist by profession) once told to me, “I like it here more than where I was
born, in Russia, in Moscow actually, if only because people here are trying and not giving up.” If |
was millionaire — a billionaire or a trillionare, perhaps — if [ valued scenery and contentment, [ might
want to live in Switzerland. If I were more interested in movies, films, or television, it might be in
California, Malibu or Santa Barbara. But I am not. Nor would I want to live in the United Kingdom;
if in England, it would have to be in London itself, but that capital city is too, too expensive! (I’ve
not admitted up-front that ’'m not only partial but am inseparable from an English-speaking local
population and locale.) In the 1967, an immigrant farmer from Eastern Europe living and working
on the Prairies once told a journalist for Time Magazine, “Life is good here ... no wars here.” No draft
for the military either. Yes, I am free and draft-free here. I would like to add a dash of this and a dot
of that, but one has to be reasonably realistic to be content, to be happy, wherever a person is living.
Living is more important than climate, landscape, language, etc. Enough of this. I have now come
to an end of my requirements and reminiscences.



More about the Same Country

About the entry above: I hope that you, dear reader, realize that the author did not even once identify
the name of his country that marks his birth and life and eventually demise.

Jorge Luis Borges, the Argentine poet, was interviewed for the Canadian Broadcasting
Corporation in Buenos Aires in 1967 by the Hungarian-born poet Robert Zend. Asked about Canada,
Borges replied, “Canada is so far away it hardly exists.”

Please Note

Please note that this is not a poem. It could have been an instance of one or it could have been a
passage of prose. It could, perhaps, have been a prose poem, as it is pieced together so that it is
neither the one nor the other but a combination of the two. Yes, a passage of the two, like a musical
passage, a transition from one key to another key, like a modulation from the key of C major to the
key of F minor. And back again. Pleasant and persistent. Please, think about Bach, Beethoven,
Chopin, et al.

Dracula’s Birth and Death

In effect, Count Dracula was born on May 26, 1897, the day, month, and year that the Irish author
Bram Stoker’s novel Dracula was published by Archibald Constable & Company based in London.
The novel has been exceedingly popular ever since. So his year of “birth” into the world of fiction
took place during that year. The vampire Count’s death is described in the novel, and took place on
November of the year 1893, or oddly, during the year 1897, the year of the novel’s publication, based
on different chronologies in the epistolic nature of the author’s text.

The vampire Count is one of the most recognized of the world’s literary creations. Stoker
describes him as an ageless being, yet the reader is told even ageing vampires do not die unless they
are killed, and that is his fate at the novel’s end. It takes place on November 6 of the year 1893, by
one account, and 1897, the actual year of the novel’s publication, by another. If the vampire Count
is identified with the historical Vlad III Dracula, the supposed “real life vampire” expired in 143 1.

There is not much to celebrate here, neither the birth nor the death of Count Dracula. What
should be celebrated are Bram Stoker’s considerable powers of imagination.

Physique
I have the build that is typical of the mature Italian male, rather bulky, a feature especially
characteristic of those life-sized, nude statues sculpted by the great Italians sculptors (Michelangelo,

Donatello, Cellini, etc.) during the Renaissance, except for the fact that no self-styled censor has yet
chipped away at its genitalia.

Fundamentalism



Christian fundamentalism is the mind-numbing creed of all those “true believers” who are especially
critical of seekers whether the seekers are practising Christians or not, and hence the believers are
an extremely mindless and dangerous people.

The Skeptical Inquirer

The lack of research sources and resources at hand limits my ability to write an appraisal, both
congratulatory and critical, of the journal called The Skeptical Inquirer. 1 subscribed to this bimonthly
publication almost from its founding and deemed it “required reading” until about ten years ago. In
1976, it was founded in Ambherst, N.Y., by the Committee for Scientific Investigation of the
Paranormal, later (mercifully) renamed the Committee for Scientific Inquiry, for the purpose of
keeping abreast of the latest of the so-called “mysteries,” claims (stories largely) that intrigued me,
largely because these subjects (from psychic healing to the presence of alien beings) were callously
dismissed by educated investigators without any critical inquiry at all. To express it colloquially, I
enjoyed both “the steak” and “the study of the steak.” On a couple of occasions that I met James
Randi, one of its leading contributors, [ mentioned that [ was a subscriber for a good reason, that
being “I want to keep abreast of the latest mysteries.” Quick as a wink (or more probably “quick as
awince”), he corrected me by adding, “The latest alleged mysteries.” I certainly did not disagree with
him! I also met (and admired) Marcello Truzzi, an early enthusiast and founder, as well as the
journal’s editorial chief, Paul Kurtz, who was the first person — and as I recall the last person — to
publically compliment me on establishing that the Fox Sisters of early Spiritualist fame and notoriety
were born not in the United States at all but in Canada West, later known as Upper Canada. This
points out my other interest, trying to keep up with Canada’s actual and “alleged” mysteries. Actual
historical puzzles included the so-called “mystery” of the Marie (or Mary) Celeste and at least ten
“conundrums” with strong Canadian connections that nobody it seems recalls these days. As well,
I enjoyed the debunking of both “the need to believe” and the skeptical movement proper, which was
not popular in our provinces and territories. I do not now remember quite precisely when I tired of
the top-notch critiques in the journal’s columns; not only did I tire of them, I felt the editors and
contributors to be avoiding “the real story,” that being the extraordinary claims of mainstream
fundamentalists. It seems the editors, scholars, columnists, and regular contributors sidestepped the
beliefs of people (non-subscribers withal) and failed to foresee that these would not only disregard
“critical inquiry” but would upset their religious beliefs, despite the fact that religious
fundamentalism — perhaps “irreligious fundamentalism” is a better way of expressing it — would have
on modern life — education, politics, censorship, you name it. It happened about the time I ceased to
diligently collect early newspaper accounts of ghosts and spirits, etc., as I found myself restrained
from identifying the street addresses of “haunted houses” and so on. [ wish in the journal’s columns
there had been a debunking of religion-based fundamentalism. Anyway, the journal’s historical
achievements are many, but they could have been more than that. Marcello Truzzi’s “short career”
with the journal might have been the longer one that one expected. However, The Skeptical Inquirer
is still being published and well worth reading for its serious approach to borderline interests.

None

So far as I know ....



Nobody should ever know ....
Not one will ever know ....

Certainly not all, not now ....
None. Nonce? Not once ....

Nihil superior to nix and nil ....
Zilch and naught for ought ....

For none at all and always.

Entities

In the reichs and realms of ghosts and spirits and souls of humankind, all of the possibilities amount
to a mere medley of impossiliabilities.

Eros

Eros is sore backwards, at least that is so in the English language.

Glory or Gory

Glory or gory all a once, as if this could possibly be true, in the here and now, rather than in the time
hereinafter. Nothing at all will be sensed, least of all, thoughts and things. Alas, it would seem to be
so — the threshold beyond which there is no penultimate threshold. Or so we do not know but do
assume so much concerning the nowhere that may be anywhere and everywhere at once and no more.

Earth

The face of the Earth is not turned in our direction, nor our faces in its direction. If I had to describe
the appearance of that face, it would be beautiful beyond measure, even though it is battle-scarred,
ancient to the point of agelessness, though youthful in parts and sometimes in wholes, and deeply
moving, despite the fact that it is expressionless.

Spelling of Spiritual

The proper spelling and pronunciation of the word “spiritual” is spiritual with stresses on its last six

letters.

The Way the Road Runs



There is a saying that the way the road runs is in both directions, right and left, up and down, towards
whatever, towards two different destinations and perhaps even incomparable destinies.

Torture
for Fatemeh Ekhtesari

In this poem, the grandparents weep,
In this poem, the parents weep,

In this poem, the children weep,

In this poem, the grandchildren weep.

In the next poem ... but there is no “next poem,”
Though the weeping continues as before.

Weeping is acceptable, but not poems about weeping.
Suffering, screaming, anguish, agony ....

All are permitted: day in, night out;
Torture, pain, disfigurement; all of these
Are fully acceptable, time and again,

Day, night ... complaints are unacceptable.

Wisdom, Knowledge
I am still perplexed by the lasting power of the dichotomy that is identified with occultists of every

stripe. It is the one that goes like this: “The wisdom of the East and the knowledge of the West.” Here
is how I synthesize it: “East queast, and “West unrwest.”

Cardinal Directions

All the Gods

“All the gods are but one without a doubt,” stated Bertrand Russell. How right he was to reduce them
to one, though I sense that he would have willingly reduced that one to none. No gods or god at all!
Allow me to exaggerate a bit or a lot for effect. The population of Earth is currently estimated to be
8.3 billion human beings. That being so, it would seem to me there are 8.3 billion gods around, one



for each human being. (For each, his or her own, or none for all!') What is a certainty is that no single
god is known other than through tradition or speculation. Perhaps this is a shame, perhaps a relief,
as not one god has established its existence in the last five thousand years of civilization. If the future
is going to resemble the past, another five thousand years will have to pass and there will be no
appearance or at least no proof of divine existence. ’Tis a pity, perhaps. Perhaps not at all.

Demurrage or Storage

It was with limited interest the other day that [ read on the web about the distinction between parallel
concepts in fees, those for demurrage and those for storage. As [ was trying to distinguish them, them,
it occurred to me that perhaps the godhead has long been tied up with such fees and that the fees are
so exceptionally high that they are essentially unpayable. Hence the deity’s return is unrecoverable.
So expect the godhead to continue to be absent from any seemingly semi-miraculous scenes of his,
her, or its earthly presence.

Poet’s Week

Suggested by the First Line of a Poem Composed by Luljeta Lleshanaku of Albania

Monday feels like an old shoe.

Tuesday serves to link the first day to the third day.

Huge as it is, Wednesday is ever wearisome.

Thursday is twenty-four hours of thirst and thought.

Frequently it rains on Fridays, about three o’clock in the afternoon.

Saturday brings to mind both shabbat and sinning.

For old formalities and odd informalities, consider Sunday.

Existence

We exist the day before the day is done. and then none do exist, or so it seems.

Criminal Intent

Consider it, then unconsider it, before it takes us where we do not wish to go.

A Country that Is Without
Suggested by Jorge Luis Borges’s observation “Canada is so far away it hardly exists.”

A nation is without ... a quasi-country, maybe a sea or a mere, might be a mirage, possibly a
countryside, perhaps a sizeable demonstration woodlot. No anthem, culture, flag, monarch, palace,



patriarchs, patriotism, religion, songs, the wherewithal shaped by some super-sized scalpels in days
so long ago they must be older than merely ancient. Not to mention, accidental as well as incidental,
surely not intentional.
Volumes
Worlds of words come in bound yet boundless volumes, some visible, some audible, some risible,
hardly any at all tolerable.
ChatGPT
Iam tempted to chat with ChatGPT, the current advanced Artificial Intelligence site on my Samsung
Computer. Indeed, I find myself saying “hello” to it, and “thank you” to it, and even as I sign off
“good-bye” to it. In fact, [ regard its services as I did readers of the newspaper advice-columnist Ann
Landers. Not that I regularly read her popular columns. Anyway, here goes:

“Dear Ann Landers. Is it possible to be as attached to Chat GPT as I would be to a chatty and
knowledgeable woman, when what I want is not advice per se, but information pro forma?”

The answer, ChatGPT would deliver is a qualified yes.
Verses
Traditional verses from early periods may be referred to as antiquities, whereas those that are
survivors from even earlier epochs, ancient even primitive, may be referred to as relicts.

Patriot

The word patriot, to my surprise, eschews the word riot.

Realms

Every realm that is truly real is redolent and recalls that of the faerie.

Ages of Antiquity

Expect me not to explain the attractions of the phrase fields of eld. In the drums of my ears, those

words are remindful of the terroirs and uplands that are far, far away.

Times Past



The wonders of times past are remindful of the slumberings of times future.

Skill

It is a requirement that we be s¢ill if only in order to apply those ancient methods that require skill.

Everyday Experiences

Most of my days consist of revisions, and of my nights as elisions.

No Last Lines
Suggested by a poem composed by the Syrian-born poet Hamed Abboud

The last lines about me would be the sole lines about me that I did not myself compose and they
would naturally appear on my tombstone my gravestone my headstone or as it is sometimes called
a marker as I prefer to call it except for the simple fact that such lines whether verities or falsehoods
would be if I were buried in the earth in a grave in a graveyard in a burial ground in a cemetery if that
were so but it will not be so at all for one simple reason and that reason is the following one because
I will not be buried for the reasons that my remains will be cremated and reduced to ashes and the
ashes scattered by the winds so as for the truthful or distrustful lines of the obituary notice there is
no need or place for any words right or wrong for me at all ever.

Couplet and Line

I admire this couplet written by Hamed Abboud so much that I yearn to have composed it myself. So
I reprint it here. In its entirety, it goes like this:

Saddened by this world, and
gladdened to be part of it.

He also wrote the following line about life and death in the Middle East: “I can cross borders without
moving.”

Inflection

There are two words that [ have longed for a half-century to work into a prose poem such as this one.
The first word is inflection, which defines a word’s tense: number, gender, case, person, mood, etc.
The second word, its companion so to speak, is the word conjunction. It includes such words as these:
but, or, because, although, while, etc. The first word changes the form of a word, the second word
connects grammatical elements. So much for inflection and conjunction, which to my mind refer,



first, to marriage, and second, to divorce ... a staple in the grammar of relationships.

Mood and Movie Music

When [ was mere youngster, I fell in love with a number of musical compositions, so that to this day
I am haunted by their rthythms and melodies, especially by their exotic appeal. I have in mind
Alexander Borodin’s In the Steppes of Central Asia, as well as the three such compositions of
Ottorino Respighi: The Pines of Rome, The Fountains of Rome, and Roman Festivals. That led to a
surprising fondness for music from the movies, in particular for the sound-track from MGM’s
historical spectacle Quo Vadis. The movie was premiered in 1951 amd the single-volume LP was
released the same year. The back-round music was composed and orchestrated by my then-favourite
composer Miklés Roza, so that I eventually wore out the twelve tracks on my 12-inch LP. The
rhythm must have affected other fans of the film who enjoyed hearing and humming this lyrical and
rousing music if only because currently available is a two-volume 12-inch LP with a total of thirty-
eight tracks! I have yet to hear or even set eyes on a copy of that release.

Payments

The words “now and then” imply the casualness of the dilettante, whereas the words “then and now”
emphasize the distinction between conditions in the past and conditions in the future, regardless of
which is preferable.

Chauffage

The French word chauffage strikes me as somewhat mysterious in sound and meaning, yet what it
refers to is a system of heaters to warm a cold room.

Instance

Instantiate means to supply a concrete instance to prove an abstract point. It sounds like heavy going!

Metamorphosis

Itis as if I fall asleep as a caterpillar, then wake up and flutter away as a butterfly. The process is not
a metamorphosis for the reason that it is entirely imaginary — for me, but not for the insect or larva
experiencing the change.

Weekday

If only there was an eighth day of the week, the extra day to be earmarked for “catching up” with



what should have been accomplished during the regular seven days of the week.

Justice

Prejudice is a form of pre-justice, with the outcome being decided in advance of the trial and
judgement.

Rank

Am [ the best of the worst or the least of the worst? I may try to be the former, but I gather I am
instead closer to the latter.

Repositories of Secrets

It is as if the entirety of the secrets of the universe were composed and contained when not conveyed
in some foreign language as well as in an alien-looking, non-alphabetical script that none of us are
able to read and interpret.

James Opie

A couple of years ago I assisted James Opie with the editing and writing of chapters of his new book,
the one named Between Two Worlds, a dedicated copy of which he mailed to me last week. It arrived
yesterday — I am writing this on May 25, 2027 — from his latest residence in Balliston Spa, New Y ork.
What alarmed me was that the postage delivery was $29.05 (U.S.). No wonder the government’s
postal services are going out of business. More to the point, I have never met James, but I reviewed
one of his book quite favourably, and we exchanged a number of emails, with me (along with other
people) devoting our editorial talents to his worthy cause. I am now reading and rereading the text,
for some of it is old and familiar, while some of it new and strikingly vivid. It now strikes me as a
combination of the biography of growing up in the Midwest “in the Work” (the Gurdjieff work) and
the text of Jack Kerouac’s On the Road. 1 wish I could say something original about the biography.
The reason I cannot do so is because it will take me some time to read (or reread) the chapters from
cover to cover, as so much of it is newly written. It should be dedicated to St. Augustine, for it is a
screed of self-confessions. (Come to think of'it, it is possible for “confessions” to be other than “self-
confessions”? Time will tell.

Killing Time
The English language has the phrase “killing time” which refers to deliberately wasting time, or

avoiding the chance of devoting it to some activity that is rewarding. Let me offer a silly pun: Killing
Time” is one of our “demonsters.”



Tinnitus

The sole reference in a poem to tinnitus that I have ever encountered appears in a poem that was
written in Finnish and not in English. What the poet wrote was this: “You make melodies in your
tinnitus.” An odd idea, to be sure, one that had never occurred to me, a long-time sufferer of tinnitus.
Let me add only one thing: There are two ways to pronounce the name of this malady of the ear: the
first is “tinn-eye-tus” and the second one is “tinn-it-us.” Those specialists whom I have asked about
its proper pronunciation have assured me that both terms are acceptable. Of the two, I prefer
“tinnitus.” By the way, the name of the Finnish poet is Susinukke Kosola, and an ear specialist is
known as an otolaryngologist.

Curious Terminology

The world of the theatre has a vocabulary all of its own. I once hid behind a sofa on the stage of the
Kitchener-Waterloo Collegiate’s auditorium as its prompter for an amateur production of the stage
play The Moon Is Blue. That took place in the mid-1950s and, whether I acquitted myself well or ill,
I have never been asked to serve as a “prompter” since then. I was “on stage” although the amateur
director claimed anyone in the audience who looked between the legs of the couch I was lying under
could see somebody —me! I found it drafty and dusty and difficult to speak loud enough for the actors
on stage to hear me but not loud enough for the members of the audience to hear me. Despite the
play’s loose language (the script included the word “virgin,” for instance), we used the Samuel
French edition of the play. Samuel French the publisher of play scripts: a name from the theatrical
past.

These days there are very few prompters for live stage productions, “though I don’tknow why
and I don’t know when.” Related terms appear in printed programs for professional productions,
especially those connected with the Mirvish Theatres in Toronto. Here are some of them with their
explanations below: standbys and understudies, swing and alternative. A standby and an understudy
are generally members of the cast who are familiar with other roles and are prepared to pinch-hit on
occasion or by design. These switches are generally announced prior to the production itself. Swing
and alternate are professional performers who are introduced to the production for special effects or
for scheduled replacements. Their names are generally listed in the printed program for the
production.

Envy
Does existence envy emptiness, or is it the other way around so that emptiness envies existence?

*

What about dogs and cats? Do dogs envy cats, or do cats envy dogs?

Meanings

Forward does not mean foreword, just as backward does not mean backword.



Legend

Legend, it must be said, has King Arthur buried all over Britain.
Observation made by Ged Martin and Jeffrey Simpson in Canada’s Heritage in Scotland
(1989).
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