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A Canadian Prose-Poem

. difficult book that demands much of the reader's own creative imagination, but
g rich bock that has much to give.* It may well find a place in the history of Canadian
st because of its beauty and vitaliy, touching as it docs the mysteries of man's
it vivd-vis his fellows or confronted with the supernatural, and also because of its
estful and moving usc of modern fictional techniques, Some might call The Double
3 novcl,since its narrative and dialogue is in prose; 1 should prefer to call it a prose-

st mesningful poctry, its method is “by indircction to find direction out”,
A strong bony structure of plot: violent events oceur in it—a murder, a seds
But the most important thing in literature, and in this book, is not the crude
s i themsselves but rather what people think and feel about what they do and about
(happens o them. 1t has a plos, but the flesh and the scarching spirit of the book
i hqmbah which flow through it—sometimes flaring out in sudden meaning, some-

erce like the barh of a hook, sometimes they touch and glide by. ~Often they change

meaning as things and words and people do in lfe, secming for an instant to hook

enigma of life or death, some glory or fear, or some glory-fear, only to twist away
b some otber enigma with & moth's wing.

B i, firse of all, we briefly glance at the bony siructure of events, as one of the
s Joked at the bony structure of the fish he had hooked, we shall do no harm
fook's meaning. It begins with a cast of characters who are named but only

individualized. Some arc related by blood or by marriage, some are not, but
living or dead, are brought willy-nilly ino human relavionship by the events.
ady lives with her son and daughter James and Greta. Another son, William,

b chikdcss wite Ara live noc far away. There are other houscholds nearby: that of

Hook. By Sheils Watson. Toronto: McClelland and Stewart, 1959, Pp.
128, Paper, §$1.75; cloth, $3.95.
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Felix Prosper “whio sis like the round world all ceatred in itscl”, whose womas, Angd
has betaken herself and theic children to the rooftree of Theophilus—though she i
return before the play of bait and hook is ended; that of the widow Wagner and her s
and her daughter Lenchen. And there s Kip who wanders looking about and “playiag
it the glory o the world”. Al these live in a old of the hils i coyote county,
Coyote’s eye”. We are allowed to visualize rocks, prickly pears, scrub catde, a
xoad, a creck, a parched landscape 1o which rain comes, interiors that have lamps to bel
and to be cleaned; but in a sense the locale is the land of Everyman or it is No
Land (for no man and no place is an island unto itself). In the third line of the narmdh
James begins to murder his mother, and the act is completed in the fifth line. B
crude reality and the horror of that deed is veiled, as if to say that no act of
is quite real until its consequences are scized by the mind and the spiri. Jan
murdered as an act of defiance and for frecdom from the old lady whose tyranay had b
Him and hissser o theal (“This is my day. You'l no fsh today”); and a5 a0
frcedom and in bis search for life, “1o drink fire into his darkoess”, he has seduced
chen.  His acts of freedom have doublehooked him. He flees from the conseque
of his deeds and from himself, For the first time in his life he fecls quite alone.
flick of a girl's hand frees him from frecdom”. He returns to a home burnt to
he comes back to Lenchen and to their child and he will build a new home. W
said by the Widow Wagners boy of himself, is truc of James: “he knew that he
become ash and be born into a light that burncd but did not destroy”,  Symbels of g
and darkness permeate the book. Light and fire oppose darkness, but fire can b
death as well as life. It brings death 10 James’ sister Greta. In that small howel
where her mother had ance dominated and tyrannized and where Greta had
and waited in frusirated womanhood, now she would dominate.

L waan e s o . To be s b b, Laughd t s
o e hascome for her, when there’s 0o ane 0 comy
he knows ,n.. il has the power. When the sis arctched fike & ope
. It cmpocss that cant e bore.
But James' and Lenchen's rendezvous with life and their begerting of 4 child b
home to her her own barren frustration and she feels the weight of nothing in her
She scts firc t her bouse and dics in it (“1 light the lamps in this house now,” shel
said to Angel). Felix Prosper fishes food in the creck and cats i, but he has e
something more than felicity:

He stood with  fish spine f0 bix band. Flesh movntainons contemplting.

i s death's hesd medicting.
To all these men and women, death and s correlative lfe, murder and the birl
child, have something o

The book has an epll(mph which is extracted from its own test:
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He [James] dosan' kow you can'tcach the glory o & hook and hold ooto
m'ﬂmlw)ln\ynufnh[nrﬂw.hqymnnhdkd:lkm That i
- e glory you hook twie the

i the glory?  What is the hook? And what arc the darkness and fear? OF

we the readers are being fished for, and symbols are the baic and the lure. And

ishing t0o, casting for symbols and trying to hook their

. The symbols sometimes become plrisigns and when we have caught one we

light and darkness, posession and empincss, frcedam and servirude, t name a
o hold  symbol fast s like trying to hold Proteus, the old man of the sca. As we
remind ourselyes that, used by different characters, the symbols may mean dif.

n fact the play of the symbols in the book parallels the

ging reactions in our fives 1o experience, But 10 say that the symbols may change

e is not 10 say that they lack underlying meaning. By art they are woven in

into @ toal effect that leads the reader into himself and then outward

el what is other than himself. As in the case of a greater work, King Lear, which

g Double Hook in some points resemblcs, different readers will ot take identical
from it, but what they take will have a common denominator of meaning.

I thall venture to glance, for examples, at two of the central symbols at their work:

lndy fishing and water. There is a creck running shallow through  parched

ish in it against the drought. Men fish in the creck, but

do they fish? An old lady, fishing, is seen by many. She is dead, “fallen into
but sl she ishes and stil she s secn fishing “with a concentrated feroity”.

o ko come e oy, com bldingco el s of o
g up te He .w..m. e ke Dlotog pape. s . wking

b A oo S e
g e b g g g erfeedru rightenusaess

people think their different thoughts about her as they watch her or think of
is she fishing for? “s0 old, so wicked, fshing the fish of others” . . . “fishing
QUi ok o i e Rl e e i
g she's never found” . upﬂmmmlh(m::whnz‘b(amm
o the bl The source? W7, Tha 6 Il o . soet, Dol §
cloud of cctoplasm; she is as in mediacval ballads a woman who is
'Mumi\shmg,whnhmumlmldmgaﬂml\ufﬁshd)nmmﬂl»d
s fshed in lfe and now she fishes stil to the eyes of the living. Dead,
s 4 symbol associated with death. “The cows would turn their tails to her
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and stretch their hides tight. They'd turn theic living flesh from her as she'd turned
from others.”

And what is the water in which she fishes? Water is life to the parched land.
10 its inhabitants. 1t i running low in the creck, “it would be hardly up to the
But water can become death too. Ara, an onlooker,

felt death leaking through from the cenre of the earth.  Death rising 1o the
loin

She raises her chin o unseat the thought. “No such thing could happen. The
was drying anyway.” (The double hook. 1t it dries up, drought brings death; but

if it s Death leaking from the centre of the carth and raising above the loins . . . ) A
Ara wonders where water started.  Later, “she remembered how she'd thought of wal
as a death ... now her tired eyes saw water issuing from under the burned

James' house, that had been the old lady’s house, and Greta's.

But separating expanding symbols from. their context is like scparating
features of 4 man's face away from his expression. The effcctive symbols leap
ambush and take by surprise. They are woven into a thick texture of glancing
After drought storm comes and thunder speaks to “my servant Kip"” as in the Old Te
ment 4 voice spoke 1 Jacob. “Coyote” is a brooding presence or doom over the
which he has made his pastime—ar he is a Power “who reaches out reflected glory’ Wi
may bring down “those who cling o the rocks” or who may “set a man's feet on s
ground”. The characters begin to play their parts—or rather w0 live and ex
their destinies—“under Coyote's eye”, and Coyote, sometimes sinister, always
uascen, ends the book with the raising of his ecry voice, Dumb creatures (and.
Creator?) speak, if we have ears to hear.

What patiern may one have caught when the dance of the symbols has
Symbols can transfigure concepts and bring them into a world of light. This
does not wish to change them back to concepts lest they should cease to dance,
reader fish insights for his own creel. One thing we may venture to promise the %
tive reader. He will have a quickened sense of what 2 German mystic called “crea
consciousness” and also of the mysterium tremendum that stands opposite to thit.
‘who runs (and fishes) may read.

Trinity Callege, Unisersity of Toronta
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The Lyric Craft of Miriam Waddington

e Ssion's Lovers is Miss Waddington's third volume of pocms:* In it she makes
cal Iyrics that are governed by venerable images like the city as 3 macrocosmic

the paradox of intermingled selves that remain ultimatcly strangers, the word as
geaor, and the dream that outreals reality, These images are exciting ones that have
the maticr of good poctry, and preciscly beause of this they are very difficult

alate well. Their very richness is embarrassing; in using them it is difficult

d using, for instance, the seventeenth-century manner. While there is no particu-

e or merit in “being original” (tables of degrees in originality are a device of

ers), there is great virtuc in putting things meaningfully for one's contem-

In The Season's Lovers it scems to me that the meaningful poctic statement, or
‘manipulation of old images, has been on the whole successfully brought off.

The nrgnniting. dominant image of the first three sections of this volume is the
the first section, “Poets and Statwes™ (one poem), the City s projected as
sly instinct. with tragedy in innumerable forms and also with excruciating
It can be a desert kingdom, but the poccqueen can also summon up the water
an oasis with a magic garden. Scction Two is called “The City's Life". Here

pore from the loss of a kind of urban Eden in “When World was Wheelbarrow” to
yision of the New Jerusslem—in this case the New Montzeal—in “The Through

the brash firstcomer in city gardens, with the youthful, enthusiastic perform-
ﬁmn,. multiple activitics. The Fall is imaged in a fall of snow: mobility falls
mability; speed into lethargy; sensitivity into deafness; innocence into ignorance.
itony of the poem is that the urbanites know enough to fall off from an inno-
but not enough tw undersiand their own fallen condition. fn “The
Way", the New City is ironically ser forth in a climactic fusion of the garden

1 sit and drive, hands sleep 3t the whedl,
Mrae i oo

s of love; though o one aiks ther to,
ket datgs
the broken city, the dynamied stirs,
They pans te sl i

“To Be a Healer", gives a vision of the City as prison in which prisoner,
hesler are almast identified—are cqually trapped and cqually guilty. “In a
Court” contrasts the dark weight of imprisonment with the bright buoyancy

on's Lovers. By Miniass Waooiveros. Toronto: Ryerson Press, 1958, Pp. 56.
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of freedom while beinging in overtones of the tapped beast: the court, like the
powerfully haunted by the ghost of freedom:

only my brow is weighed by iran bars

Which crisscru windew il g,
or pres fike law with all e
aiclope,
the

In Part Four, which is headed "No Earthly Lover”, the large society of thel
is brought down 0 its lowest common denominator. the socicty of two. In
three paris & umber of selves are expressd in their being as diverse parts of 4
this last part whatever is cosmic is expressed in its being as the tensile, paradoxicl
of two selves. To reduce these pocms even further into prose, one might say thit
read like a dialogue berween the agonizing beatitude of oncncss and the blessed

. The winiarian who likes his three terms might prefer to read these
self, the beloved self, and the union
the two which is cosmic in import but totalitarian and mercurial in
brating the wnion, these poems fix it; in fixing it, they deny it. This s the
predicament and whatever else they are, these pocms are a moving imiration o
predicament. Hence the cry w uniix at the end of “Song”, which is 2 poem about
(as poet and painter) asserting themselves in and through each other:
Drave me falcon, pait me bird,
Eraie my. pocn, love my word
“You Are My Neves” is a piece of very high metaphysical jinks in which
equals the fusion of two negations; nowhere does Miss Waddington put mere
the paradox that twoness is the condition of onenes.

Although some self or other is not necessarily the dominant image i

Iyric, surely one of the chicf characteristics of the lyric mode is that its final
. o submiting this | do not prapose to commit the personal he

It should exist in an unclutiered situation that is evoked, i
realized well enough for the reader not to have to play an elaborate game of
seck with the poer’s “real” personality. There are many degrees to drama, s
the lyric is dramatic to the extent that it achieves the poetic slf in rapporc
object. This object may be vague, concrete, ambiguous, personal, in patency 1
in act, and s on—it makes no difference. Within this lyric situation. there a3
main dircctions of movement ive and responsive; that s to say, the Iyre
the self either initiating a situation o responding to one, either estabiishing a
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from within one. The sclfs intensr modes of operation or awarencss are es-
spasmodic and discontinuous, and the lyricist imitates these modes in
ic sl in morion. For the finished poem the trutural corolary o this s brevity;
he sylistic corallary is the metaphor—small in space but large in connotation—or, in
caic,the heavily freighted image.
- Miss Waddington is a passive lyricist. The movement of her poetic self is al-
¢ invariably responsive. “The situations she projects arc of the sensitive and intelli-
eat i in the various auitudes of response from ecstatic 1o revulsive. The ultimate
of The Season's Lovers is in fact the horsific glory of responsive self. Hence there
o Miss Waddington's work a peculiarly direct relation between the lyric form and its
her content is almast lyricism itself. This proposition is neither meliorative nor
her way, though striking, is just one way of doing things.
How well does Miss Waddington do things in her own way? My own opinion
very well. But for literary criticism the question simply raises another, more
ot ane: what is the technique of these pocms? in what consists their lyric artstry?
e imitation of the self in its bricf, heightened movements s the essence of lyricism,
fyric of all forms can least afford moments of thematic and verbal leisure. O
s the one in which tease self-containment and self.consisiency are at a prem-

e the artisC’s cveryday seli. In lyrics the commonest form of the
eoss i the confusion of the everyday with the poetic self; the two other Iyric dis-
are slackness of rhythm and inaceuracy of image. Let me go afield to—or rather,
ard, Miss Macpherson's work (The Boatman) to illustrare. In no volume of Can-

in their own way, more taut and trim.  Although The Boatman has a system,
o discursive; although it bears an cheiows self, this s a purely poetic self. These
lles fuse with the precision of the imagery and rhythm to give as it were 4 perfecdly
estalline surface which guarantces, or eonstitutes, Miss. Macpherson's particular,
Some readers no doubt consider this surface hard and cold and wish the

msa. poxhing 50 much a5 3 good icchreaker. But it is preciscly because of this sll,
tface that we can see with perfect clarity beneath us a poetic self going frecly about

fe business in & highly sclf.contained and selfconsistent universe. Not Freudian,
critics—only God Hlimself could cut dhrough this ice and fish for the poet’s
Granted that Miss Wndd_\ngmn and Miss Macpherson are doing different things

way ylm:d their respective lyric dramaturgies are quite dissimilar;
critical metap! N o & b &g not apply at all to The Season's Lovers:

iedall hese things, s digression will have been useful if it gives meaning to the
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assertion that, occasionally, Miss Waddington's muse dips to be discursive and that,
occasionally, her image slips off target. Take, for instance, the last stanza of *
City's Life”: she—the “woman possessed by cities™—

does not own the burglar's forcing ol

e e o e iloraton N

Nt hcric ot 4 o crpla 4,

B she s unpmm( i ul\m e e

Than 4 e Gominons <

Wi vy ep T S e e

e e e e
This poct responds to nothing more vividly than 1o the single, discontimuas
within the multipl, flowing body, but here the response srikes me as too much ofa
statement, too much of a commentary. There is about those lines something too i
analytic for a poem that is not about clinical analysis; they seem more of a maes
evocation of 4 private impression than the imaginative projection of o dramaticll

inating business it must be for a sensitive self continually to be encountering orher, ok
selves, it s a considerable measure of success that so few of her lines are merely disu
The difficulty of her tune and her skill in playing it are most apparent in Part Th
especially in “The Drug Addict”, “The Non Supporter”, “My Lessons in the Jail
““The Wamen's Jail",—all of which are porent, well-realized lyrics.

The only impartant image in Miss Waddington’s poctry that seems a bit in
and lax to me is that of the drowned (or drowning) person. In “Poets and St
early phrase “she drowns in heat” sets vibrating connotations that merely cluter
impact of the latter image of the magic casis. In “You Are My Never” the nat
being united in division, of being something as nothing, i expressed in geographic
that manages to remain strikingly suspended, or medium less:

~And though we're polar and must le apart,
We have our tropic where we fuse within.

e crot el s and s s,
For nothing nceds o mediam 0
e g 4
And arbitraes against bimself 0 wio.

and Jang may oothing five,
Bl itk o Ty

Which strain our Kisies through 3 starry sieve,
And drowning you have sl here drowned me;
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 parador of a placeless geography and of locales that are a medium for nothing gives
power to the poem.  Everything's going nowhere very satisfactorily unti, with talk
diowning in the last line, we enter a specific medium with a vengeance, and a cold and
y one at that. 1 am aware that this last line completes the cosmic geography of the
T am also aware that the juxtaposition of stas with the sea reinforces the notion of
inicy simultancous with infinite distance. Even so, on suddenly landing in the water
Ahis the reader gets into what seems to be the wrong swim of things, and he has to
der presty hard before perceiving that there is a kind of rightness to them.
floundering hard as long as the Iabour docsn't dissipate the poctic force of what has
ge before. Drowning, after all, is drowning: its primary state is of being good and
suffocated, picked clean, well lost at sea. Water baptizes into everlasting life only a
she famous literary drownees; but it thoroughly drowns them all. Unless a pocm’s
bole elment is water, drownings should be very carcfully arranged. Miss Wadding.
docs have a poem whose whole element is water: “An Elegy for John Sutherland”,
hich Sutherland’s death is quite appropriately imaged as a drowning. But here,
R e« it o o o ifret rewon. Dt by drowning (o deth

" is a poem that is really exeellently conceived, but even here
% quit sus:a he pople watchiog th talos g by genie symbols of the s
o oy iy cipmennie s of 2

and somcsimes, ther forward specd being; cqual, the ship appears to ride a
continious wave. Many of Donne's poems are in the first rhythmical

 has the prior impact. His rhythms are corroborative; they confirm the
waves that fall away from a ship's wake. Miss Wadding.

thythms is based upon 3 run of tensyllable lincs, cacsuracd ino 4/6 cad-
e, which is briefly held up, or rested, in an unbroken, decasyllabic cadence. This
d thythin coincides with the poet’s ultimate content, namely, a very powerful, at.
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tractive drive of the sel toward other selves together with an equally powesful,
drive away from them. This paradosical movement is rhythmically conveyed, o e
led, in the double t single, dividing to uniting, patiern of the cadences. It is 3
poem in which content and thythm coincide merely 10 cancel cach other out. In ]
Season's Louers this happens only in “An Elegy for John Sutherland”, which
me to be quite the weakest poem in the collection. Otherwisc, the strongly
motions of the poct’s theme are well rhythmed in her cadences,

In this essay | have writien, pechaps ad nauscam, of poetic and everyday
they figure in a definition of the lyric art. Translated into the terminology

wiiity, Miss Waddingon's imitations of the self-in-motion are yet another
the value and the cost of individualty. They are also another assertion of the i
ity, if not his primacy, in the so infinitely

times before, but here we are again the lyric craft (as practised well by Miss Wa
ton o anybody else) is 00 parlour game; it has absolutely to do with matiess of
death,

University of Alberta I




