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l Spectre

She walks the sea wall. A parade of black, coats, pants, dresses, and f lashes 
of red, the ribbon and feather in her black felt fedora. Her white face, the 
black hair and lurid red lipstick, a spectre.

When she gazes at us
beating warmth of our blood 
we cannot escape, 
our unblinking eyes

The straining eye always resembles an eye of the blind, sometimes the eye of the 
dead, at that precise moment when mourning begins: it is still open, a pious 
hand should soon come to close it; it would recall a portrait of the dying.*

The woman in black trailing the sea wall, her hair, its tendrils and curls 
coiling in the salt spray, turns us to marble, pale green veins in the rock. 
She splatters us with red the colour of her fingernail polish.

The Gorgon creates a stage of unmoving characters, her silent companions. 

She laughs at my drained creativity; I know this woman. The blood drains 
from my lips: I am silenced.

I, mute.

Unspeaking.

l Stony Glance

The seawall, my inner lashing waves. Salt tears.

Her parrot, cinnabar and virid feathers, mocks, repeating endlessly the 
soulless words that echo on the sea spray while she laughs.

*Jacques Derrida, Memoirs of the Blind: The Self-Portrait and Other Ruins, trans. Pascale-Anne 
Brault and Michael Naas (Chicago: The University of Chicago Press, 1993), p. 57.
Why is there cruelty? Don’t ask. 
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It is; we are.

I want to be a tidal wave 
but I withdraw.

Describe the figure of jealousy, of derision?

Is jealousy the overweening desire to upstage the other?

To cast them away,
stones of silence?

I evade her stony glance
with questions.
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l Polishing the Rocks

Barrage of surf.

Fear holds me
captive; like the Eight of Swords,* bound and blind-folded, unseeing and 
scared, though all the swords are stuck, blade-first, in the ground.

It’s not a question of safety, Monsieur. It’s a lifelong problem with creativity 
that I have, she has. Monsieur, I split myself into a third person, a she. That is 
me. Or her.

Does it matter who swirls in the salt spray, its turbulences of disappearing 
foam?

Is the invisible rendered visible
through our perceptions?

I am the subject. I cannot look upon myself lest I turn into bloodless 
ref lection. In the mirror, the Medusa.

An unblinking gaze. The object of the subject is the subject. Only in the self-
portrait does the ruin of the self break down. We are decomposing into text.

Into iconography.

Immortal.

Immortalizing ourselves in time: statues, broken rubble of stones amid the 
hissing of the broiling waves.

*Eight of Swords in the Rider-Waite Tarot deck.
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l The Medusa

Can you know
the depths of the anguish, Monsieur?
Deep in the grammar of the self
where it unravels
defies coherency,
laws of linguistic construction.
Being forced
to look
with unblinking eyes.

Terror of catatonia,
this self-portrait.

A work is at once order
and its ruin. And
these weep for one
another.*

My head unwraps
in the mirror
like a ribbon,
or writhing
snake.

This writing:
is it risk-taking?
Am I subverting myself?

— In this emotional storm
of words — 

Apollo, rising full of pride, held out the
head of the Medusa to this grotesquely
uncouth Dionysian power.**

“Nietzsche sees the
Medusa between them,
like a figure of death,” says
Derrida.***
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She who turns life into art
with her gaze.
Flesh become stone,
pigment, pixel, celluloid.

The immortalizer

who
kills us?

I weep on an altar
of rainbow
serpents, on
shed skin.

The coils
in my jewel-studded hair
cut, a mass of
deathly
serpent
eyes.

*Jacques Derrida, Memoirs of the Blind: The Self-Portrait and Other Ruins, trans. Pascale-Anne 
Brault and Michael Naas (Chicago: The University of Chicago Press, 1993), p. 122.
**Friedrich Nietzsche, The Birth of Tragedy, trans. Walter Kaufman (New York: Vintage 
Books, 1967), p. 39, as quoted in Derrida, p. 123.
***Derrida, p. 122.
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l On the Beach

Polished pebbles, smooth glass baubles, tangles of fishing wire, water-
logged boots, seaweed, translucent shells, chipped, molluscs and sea urchins, 
dead, cadaverous detritus, swollen along the glimmering band of sand.

I see her on sea walks. In a long black skirt, she gazes out to sea, grief on 
her slightly wetted face from the spray of the water on the rocks that she 
stands on, and something indefinable, lit from within, but subtle, like 
sunset spilling out of her eyes.

The coast is empty.

I am not sure who I am.

Me, her, or you, or a transfigured god,
a Medusa-lady, the curls in my hair tightly coiled in the salt spray,
an image-maker.

Blue dancers leap and fall, disappearing bubbles of sea foam.

You are the edge of the waves that tip over. When the peak cannot hold 
itself aloft and falls like a dancer letting go of taut tension and plunging. Or 
perhaps it is words that fall into froth.

We are standing on the shore of oceans that encase the earth.

Let me bathe in your words, salt rinsing raw passion and let our vision be 
as infinite as the skyline.

Am I in love with you, and who?

My unbidden,
holy muse.
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l Leaving Time

Time “. . . is something we are constantly involved in creating.
Like a work of art.”*

“A few days ago, mid-evening, a moment in my meditation where I disappeared. 
When I came back, I knew I had been gone: vacuous, no thought or memory. It wasn’t 
a moment of sleep. Was it an experience of obliteration... of no self, no individuality?

“Everything I am was gone for those few minutes. Even the consciousness that 
tracks experience was absent.

“As I re-entered my life, I realized I’d been nowhere.”**

Saying this created dissension. An insistence on stupor, that it’s common, 
that it’s not Satori. Where do such labels come from? I, who belong to no 
‘system.’ Who am not interested in the project of enlightenment. Does it 
threaten when someone escapes time?

Ultimately, then: mystery. Insanity, or Love.

* Peter Hoeg, Borderliners, trans. Barbara Haveland (New York: Farrar, Straus and 
Giroux, 1994), p. 236-7.
**Journal entry, February 2006.
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l Tidal Patterns

Once, the tide remained high. Without clams or seaweed, the Tsimshian* 
went hungry. Raven knew what lay under the blue glistening robes of water.

When he wrapped his blanket of black feathers around his strong shoulders, 
he f lew. His sharp eyes watched, looking. Scanning the edges of the ocean, 
he found her.

Tightly she held the tide-line in her hands. She would not release the ocean 
to rhythmically rise and fall on the beach, or draw back from it, leaving 
washed treasures, clams, seaweed, shells and shiny pebbles.

Why did the old woman hold the tide-line so tightly in her lined, papery 
hands? Lodged in her small house on the edge of the sea, she gripped the 
waters in the lifelines on her palms. Who can tell from the mass of mounds 
and lines on her hands how she bid the edges of the great water be still?

Inside her sun-bleached house with closed eyes, she imagined the ocean or 
saw it with visionary sight. She sat, the tide-line, her hands, the one 
interconnected with the other, like a fisherman’s net, weeping tears of salt.

Raven dropped from the sky, a shadow of black feathers. He sat beside her 
and groaned, holding his belly, saying he had eaten too many clams. He 
broke her meditation, and she stood and went to look at the clams, but he 
pushed her and she fell. Then he poured sand in her eyes so that she was 
blinded. Pulling the tide-line out of her hands, tearing the lifeline from her, 
he released the hold on the waters and the tide at last fell.

Crazy old woman on the edge of the ocean of time, time’s burden, that 
weight of life-giving water.

And so the ocean drew back its mantle of blue robes and the people feasted.

There were bonfires on the beaches and a festival of clambakes that lasted 
days until everyone’s bellies were swollen with food.

Who was the blind old woman crying on the beach with the torn hands?
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Raven in raucous joviality passing from one feasting party to the next 
found himself before the old woman, who spoke, “Raven, heal my eyes so I 
may see again.” Raven, trickster-figure, Promethean fire-stealer, knew the 
Gods must be bargained with, appeased. He struck a deal: “Old woman of 
the sea, I will heal you, but you must promise to let the tide-line go twice a 
day so that the people may gather food from the beaches.” The old woman 
agreed and so he rinsed the sand out of her eyes. Thus Raven ensured the 
lifelines of the people, their continuity.

As I walk the desolate beach strewn with empty clam shells, seaweed, the detritus 
of modern civilization, I want to find her, and find out why, the withholding.

I want to know why she denounces me, if she does, or those like her.

And take the caul she has wrapped me in off: to breathe, to see.

I spin like Tiresias under an unrelenting sun.
Why are black feathers strewn in my hair?
My eyes, gritty and sore, are on fire
I see only f laring volcanoes
A red rage of light;
On this windless day
How did my eyes fill with sand?
My hands bleed as I write.
For what do I weep?

*Tsimshian story first read in Keepers of the Earth by Michael J. Caduto and Joseph Bruchac 
(Fulcrum Publishing, 1988): https://books.google.ca/books?id=HsK1IPPUAl8C&pg= 
PA103&lpg=PA103&dq#v
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