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Fred Wah

FRED WAH was born

in Switt Current,

Saskatchewan in
1939, and grew up
in the West Kootenay
region of Britnsh
Columbia. He studied
at the University of
British Columbia in the
carly 1960s where he
was one of the
founding editors of
the poctry newsletter
T'ISH. After graduate
\\Hl‘\ n Ill(‘l’.tt:lrr and
linguistics at the
University of New Mexico
in Albuquerque and the
State University of New York at
Buffalo, he returned to the Kootenays in the

late 1960s where he was the founding co-ordinator

A AL

of the wrnng program at Dawid l'?xur:t;mu:\ University
Centre. He now teaches at the University of Calgary. He has
been editorially involved with a number of hiterary magazines

over the years, such as Open Letter and West Coast Line. He has
published seventeen books of poetry. His book of prose-ps
Waiting For Saskatchewan, received the Governor Geners
1986 and So Far was awarded the Stephanson Award tor Pocts
1992. Diamond Grill, a biohcuon about hybndity and grow

small-town Chinese-Canadian caté, was published in 190/ { won the

Howard O'Hagan Award tor Short Ficuon




ArtKnot Thirty Six

Looks like the Angel got through. Wrapped.
Swaddled. In between the rock and the river.

Seen speaking as having been given mere fact.
Mirroring on the wall, not me, begrunden.

Watch who'd turned us round, turning and stopping
forever taking leaves from the bottom of the tree.

Spectacle of Mrs. Erickson’s totem. Private parts.
Thread round desire like a crack through the cup.

Stare, stare—nothing there. Camp. Earth. House.
Poof! said the beak. Not a ripple. By a hair.
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ArtKnot Forty Nine

the steps

for flavour

(a hittle) sleight of tongue

impossibly meant iself

l‘\l(‘l\((‘ (‘ll(‘\ln

the “you” that shadows every cloud

but it is possible

nothing at all happens

1511 not 1t

the storm the mind

some trill remembered

crests the labial beach

no hay paso




ArtKnot Sixty Nine

what goes up
as they. ..
Hey sailor
wanna

see me

in the third
person let

the rivers run
let the semen
flower far

out in the open
ranging from
here to kingdom
come around
again some
time we could
try that dance

you know the one
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Music at the Heart of Thinking One Oh Eight

Now | know | have a heart because it's broken but should I fix it now to
keep it strokin, or should | hear each piece as it 1s spoken and stoke hearts
heat so hot I smell it smokin, or could this clock made up of parts be jokin,
that missing spark a mis-read gap provokin, and little sock of baby breath
not chokin, the piggy bank of words much more than tokens not just the
gossip love is always cloaked in nor all the meaning text is usually soaked in
but roast potatoes for a tender button so much depends upon the things
unspoken and if the heart is just this clock around which clusters all that,s
not and if the of and to an in that it is | for be was as can set these el em en ts
far apart so all the floods are fierce and floral fl,s and hasten slowly stops me
at my selves right now LIl have an egg because | know its yolks inside and

what I have to do is crack it open.
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Music at the Heart of Thinking One Two Seven

No mass is without something else, something added, other. The one and
the many. Taste is a gradation of foreignicity: we come across some
abandoned specific with the realization that it isn’t represented in the sphere
of culture surrounding us. These particles of recognition and desire,
subalterns and alternatives, solids that could melt into air, are what we use to
intervent and domesticate those homogeneous aggregates of institution and

industry that surround us.

The shoulders of eating, the sack full of ginger, the Blakean beach, the other
word at the end of the word, the curl from kulchur, the grade for the course,
the genome in their home, the rap at the door, the spoon full of the rice, the
chop for the lick, the tongue in a knot, the circuits of surplus, the milk on
the way, the valley and then the valley, the time of the day, the middle of
world.
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Race, to go

What's vr race

.|Hl1 “h( '..nwi
\\'\.H"‘ VI )llll(\

how "bout 1t cock
I'm just going for curry

\.(\H cNCl l‘(' n [lil'”\lll City’

ll“\\ 'IN'H( Hllllll \HITI'

You ever lay out skin

for the white gazer
What are you, banana
or egr? Coconut
maybe’
Something wrong Charlie
Chim-chong-say-wong-lung-chung?’

You got a slant to yr marginal eyes’

You want a little rice with that garhc?

]\ lhl\ OO hUl {or \HH:
Or slimy or bitter  or smelly
a little too dirty
on the edge hiding underncath
between the fingernails?

Is that a black ha

Well how vou wanna hand!




You wanna maintain a bit of differ-énce?
Keep our mother’s other?
Use the father for the fodder?

What side of John A. MacDonald'’s tracks you on anyway?

How fast you think this train is going
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Words for Prairie




Whenever | open up for him (so he

can sleep in) early morning's dark eternal neon Wurlitzer shadowing the
empty booths detonates with kicking the kitchen door a starting-pistol crack
all through the café I know I'm both only me and all of me at full stride up
the aisle with clean cotton coffee-filter sacks and an arm-load of saucers
echoed ache of brass plate in my leg eternal, ready Freddy, open up with a
good swift toe to the wooden slab that swings between the Occident and
Orient to break the hush of the whole café before first light the rolling gait
with which I ride this silence that is a hyphen and the hyphen is the door.
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On the edge of Centre. Just off Main.

Chinatown. The cafés, ves, but fur WK

Chinese store an unmoving stratus of smob fush
ticking. Dark brown wood pancling, some por
windowsill, maybe some goldfish. Goldhish tor Gold
!JI‘HulLirun\Nu'un|~4q\u!rhur‘?HMV od ponds. Br
salt-and-pepper beard polished bent knuckles ane
fingernail for picking. Alone and on the edge of their w
centre. no women, no family. This kind of edge 1n race w
as edge. A gap, really. Hollow

rl

| wander to it, tagging along with my father or with a

get a jar of some strange herb or balm from an old man v
candies on us or digs for a piece of licorice dirtied with gr

IHHH}H\]Nnkrhlhrlm\kghnnhiHfuhiHuwf\\whf-»;f 1

ullhu\lh\\ulnnnb[)nnlnnxw\lJ\knlu ['his store, partot a g
IH\\UWlHH\IHIHiNL.iHHgIJH(hJ\(H(«hV\‘TwHHw st, oI g
lnuwgnl(nJuH\ HulJl“J\\xnlhch.nmrh((\Ly,'

In a room at the back of the Chinese store, or abx
over the street din in Vancouver Chinatown, vou

through the window, the click-clacking of mal

1
y thet

«ncrlhc(ﬂJr(np\ lhr\nnrxfhwn:q

tempered, powerful, challenging, aggressiy

demeaning, bravado, superstitious, bluftis
I(H1Hg|ﬂi\h;nn_H\er|xH.rut:qn'

company, }VHH Ty for “.ifl;:'.l.t"\', NUnNgts
S !




His half-dream in the still-dark breathing
silence is

the translation from the bitter-green cloudiness of the winter melon soup in
his dream to the sweet-brown lotus root soup he knows Shu will prepare
later this morning for the Chinese staff in the café. He moves the taste of the
delicate nut-like lotus seeds through minor degrees of pungency and
smokiness to the crunchy slices of lotus root suspended in the salty-sweet
beef broth. This silent rehearsal of the memory of taste moves into his mind
so that the first language behind his closed eyes is a dreamy play-by-play
about making beef and lotus root soup. Simple: a pound of short ribs and a
pound of lotus root in a small pot of water with some soy sauce and salt, a
little sliced ginger, maybe a few red Chinese dates. Shu will surely touch it
with a piece of dried tangerine peel because it's close to Christmas. He feels
his tongue start to move as his mouth waters at the palpable flavour of

words.
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