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Music at thc l-lenrt of Thinlcing One

l'he f 'ulcrurr.r ol things

lertgt l tcnctl  by rr.rrrat ivt '

th in  l ine s tnrng t r lk l

l 'or cxanrple, st 'Ason

anc l  s tor re ,  tw is ted

wrlrds as r(x) ls, rakecl
" f lax"  t l rc  cc lgr 'o l '  Pra i r ic
and Iake,  shorc  l in ing

br inr  o l 'd is^ l r  .sp i l ls  lhe "1"

story's pushccl strrl'ace

pla nar geograplry's l ie

t l re  way t ru t l r 's  wordcd

t tnc lcrnca l l t  l to r izon t rn-

par ted sky r rnsurrg  in tenr

Thirty
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Music at the Heart of Thinking One

l. All ways come back to sky

2. cows dream the marsh

3. back to Winnipeg, salt

4. city to Gimli seven cells

5. of history one as a t ime

6. another document lost

7. a third lights a track, takes

8. forth into the body blood

9. and then no more smoke

10. six others, like wolves

11. so we need torches, pitch

12. burning difference finally

13. oars as thick as two bys

14. drums about your head

Three One
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Music nt thc Henrt oJ'fhinking One

l.  l )owr t  past  s l ic l ing l t t l t t te

2. rrorl l r  sorr l l r  to circ' le story

3. arte ry ol t l t t '  s( 'ntcn('( '  s.tyi t t l ;

4 .  tunr ,  t l rnr  ar t l t t t t t l  t l tc  s t t t t

5. l ' rozcn alrr lve t l tc i l t tersccti t l t t

6 .  a t  n(x)n,  iner l i i t  < l l 'a  l tawl<

7 .  t l r c r r  l l e l t i r t r l  a t t t l  l r c yo r t t l  r t t i t t t l

t t .  anrtcxccl ir t  . tncctl t l te t t t lwltcre
( ) .  but  t l rc  rn idr l lc  o l  sout l t

10 .  t ha t  h i g l rway  t o  i l s  s t t r t

l l .  or sonre rcel l ' rortt  lake

12.  lo  leathcrs  t l t t '  l i r t t 'o l '  l xx ' l t l
13. pecking at t l tc eclgc ol rnap

14. home honc'd i ts I 'uel glowed

Three Two
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Music at the Heart of Thinking One Three

L And she would one day Dad had been told
2. I guess the biggest Loki said tore that birch
3. from an edge of ice scaled the pickerel badty
4. but it was too late I was on my way now the
5. rhythm apart from stars we were tired and
6. we met talking on the stoop those geese too
7. and their morning ruckus scoop to dreanr
8. I'm now an empty blue sky I took that picture
9. willows yellowed in the October morning
10. but I didn't go back there on the other side
ll. of the field she said the net rhat cows become
12. f rozen in the night sky the shape of raw spring
13. creeks knowing that this happens over and
14. objects can be anyplace like this ash beside me

Three
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Mttsic at the l-lcart oJ'Thinleing One

l.  ' l ' l re  p la te . r t r  o l ' thc  lx )cn l
2 .  pu l l ing a  s tory  l ' r r l rn  a  I i rc
3.  snrouk lcr in l4  r r r r t le r  l rx r t
4. on a periplrrry ol lvort ls
5 .  as  th ings whi le  scntenccr l
6 .  to  a  per ip l rcry  o l  cot rn t ing
7. so nearly trnc.onti ' t incrl  ( i t)
l i .  clocunrcnts n() gc() l{ t ' . r1t lry
( ) .  nor  rncn lory  thc  wi r r r l r r r i l l
10.  s t reet  anr l  a l l  t l ra t  lv . r l l<s
I l .  o r  renr inc ls  crar r l<shal t ,  s rnoke
12.  s i ts  a t  t l tc  ( 'ontcr  c l r t ,c r ing
13.  past  t l ' l c  cnr l  o l ' tc l l ing yor r
14.  car r  s rnc l l  s toncs br r rn i r rg  

*

Three Four
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The Demon Loaer
Devru Anruesoru

Ir woulo BE DrsrNcENUous ro sAy that I don't enjoy the role, that there i
certain pleasure in the deception of young maidens, but I remind u that
you cannot deceive anyone who doesn't want, at least at some , t o b e
deceived. There are so many misconceptions that I want it cfar from the
start that I do not seek the maidens out. It is they who
send messages and hints, elaborately coded it is true, but

me out, who
nonethe-

less. As to the accusation that I have murdered thery well  that is mere
metaphor at best or plain lies at worst.

True, I lounge in my Louis Vuitton smoking et here in my apart-
ment on the thirty-third floor, sipping Remy Ma in my leather armchair
and watching lules et Jim on video. Sometim listen to Scriabin or read a
l i t t le Proust, snack on Swedish crackers wi Mongolian goat cheese or

I work on mv collection ofwhip up a l i t t le trout with almonds.
distaffs, arranging, categorizing and la
some not. A hobby, no more.

Some are wound with yarn,

It's a good life in general, thoug he hours are irregular, and frankly,
there is a little too much drinking
chardonnays is an occupational azard. Cive me a good hearty port the
colour of blood and a fine Cu cigar. Provide a few hearty fellows who

merits of Wallace Stevens and Charlesare wil l ing to debate the relE/ive
Olson and I will be huppy. I

But it is already too latg/to think of that. She is ringing the doorbell now,
and I have only time to fance around the room. The bowl on the table is
filled with fruit, rich ry'elons and oranges, apples bursting with flavour,
grapes and pears and Sinanas. I switch the stereo to something more popular,
Serge Gainsbourg doir{g "Je t'aime." The secret room is locked, and the key is
here in my pocket.,,4 quick glance in the mirror. My hair is immaculate, my
beard so black that it looks, from some angles, as if it were blue.

And  then  s l l e  i s  i n  t he  room,  f l us t c red ,  a l l  swee t  i nnocence ,  she
shouldn't be here at all, she has been warned, her parents have forbidden,
she has never done anything like this before. I pour her a glass of Wolf Blass
south Australian Chardonnay, pour myself a small shot of Glenmorangie. I
have to watch i t .  I 've been drinking f 'ar too much scotch lately and I 've
observed a thickening around my waist.

I notice that I have left a small glass distaff on tlre end table by the sofa.
If I leave the room for a moment she will break it. Or she will cut her finger
and stain the glass with blood. I t 's a valuable piece, seventeenth-century
from.Normandy, and it will be impossible to replace.

This is hardly a seduction at al l .  I  talk about lbsen, the sad fate of
I {edda Gabler .  I  pro fess nry  deep adrn i ra t ion for  the av ia t r ix ,  Amel ia
Edrhart, lost somewhere in the blue Pacific. I confess to a fear of flying, my
profound disbelief in the physics of flight, the problems of lost luggage and
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