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I search for a poetics of research in long walks on the dike where
I listen to light, smell the line of a heron startled into slow motion
by my presence, taste the screeches of eagles and hawks, poke
with the roots of alders and aspens into the black earth, see the
scent of the seasons. In my walking and researching, I hear ducks
laughing in the slough along the dike, and my research question
laughs with the ducks: What are the ducks laughing about? I do
not ask the question in order to answer the question; I ask the
question, again and again, in order to know the question. My
research is really about opening my ears and eyes and tongue and
skin and nose and lungs and heart and spirit, to learn to laugh
with the ducks.

Je cherche pour une poétique de la recherche quand je me
promene le long du dyke ot j’entends la lumiére, je sens la ligne
d’un héron qui, affarouché par ma présence, s’est mis en
mouvement lentement, je gofte le cris stridents des aigles et de
faucons, j'enfonce les racines des aulnes ou des trembles dans la
sol noire, je vois la parfum des saisons. Quand je proméne et
recherche, jentends les canards riants dans le boubier tout prés du
dyke, et la question de ma recherche rit avec les canards: de quoi
rient-ils les canards? Je ne pose pas la question pour que je sache
la réponse. Je pose la question a plusiers reprises, pour que je
sahe la question. Ma véritable recherche est d’ouvrir les oreilles
et les yeux et la langue et le peau et le nez et les poumons et le
coeur et 'esprit, d’apprendre i rire avec les canards.

Where does that singing start, you know,
that thin sound - almost pure light?
(Crogzier, 1995, p. 3)
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question. My research is really about opening my ears and eyes and
tongue and skin and nose and lungs and heart and spirit, to learn to
laugh with the ducks.

In my research I am a skeptic, ceaselessly susceptible to surprises.
1 believe nothing, and yet I believe almost everything. I am a skeptical
optimist, an agnostic believer, faith/full and faith/less at the same
time, never still and still always seeking to be still.

WINTER ALPHABET
returning in March after seven years
of November to January rain

1 know only I have forgotten
the winters [ grew up with

for a few days I walk in Corner Brook
as if [ am fighting winter

head down, going somewhere fast
except I move slowly

almost pantomime, pushing myself
through winter like walking under water

1 must learn to lean with winter
seek its erratic rhythms

like a dory sliding up and down
the smooth sides of a rough sea

I taste winter, winter savours
my body with a lustful lover's appetite

snow bites pinches pokes stabs
slices like a set of sharp knives

in a TV infomercial
neatly skinning a tomato
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THE TEACHER'S WAY
lingering in the spaces of the sentence
(for Ted Aoki)

on the edge of morning

a heron stands still
in the slough near the dike
where I walk daily.
gulls hang in the sky.
a sea lion rests with the river.
an eagle watches from the tallest alder.
the whole world lingers.

this is the teacher's way

I too wait and watch,
my image upside down
in the smooth river,
all the world
topsy turvy but
still in balance,
learning to be still, even
in a vertiginous world.

this is the teacher's way

I meet an old woman
who asks, can you tell me
where to find the slough
with chocolate lilies?
they only flower in April, she says.
I have never seen chocolate lilies,
I confess. I look for them.
I am glad she invited me to look.

this is the teacher's way
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on the edge of the day I
dance and laugh all the ducks
in the slough in the air.
our wild line scribbling
writes the earth, writes us
in the prepositions
which connect all
the parts of the sentence.

this is the teacher's way

spring light fills the aspens alders apples
along the dike where I loiter,
the world conjured in ancient stories,
a space for play where
the past is remembered
for wisdom in the present
and hope for the future, knowing
always the possibilities of verbs.

this is the teacher's way

%
Frederick Franck (1993) refers to his book, A Little Compendium on
That Which Matters, as “the organic extract of long and intense, mostly
non-discursive rumination” (p. 5).

Long means: having considerable extent in space: a long distance;
having considerable duration: a long conversation. [ am particularly
delighted to see the emphasis on both space and time, since Franck's
use of the word extract also has those same two connotations in the
root tractus.

My concern with much education research is that it is not long.
Too much of the research is undertaken in order to publish, the tin
carrots of tenure and promotion, always dangling and clanging. So,
the research is quick. But I want research that is like my experience
of writing poetry. I have grown up in a world of busyness, always
running from one thing to another. The only time I know the
experience of long is when [ am writing a poem, when time and space
seem boundless. I recently spent the morning revising a poem, only to
revisit it in the afternoon, and realize that the morning's work had
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the breath of dark moist
rum-soaked fruit cake,
a poet's language
[ am trying always
to hear, to learn:
no light without shadows
no shadows without light
one

t

I want research that dwells with mystery, that doesn't know the
answers, does not leap or skulk from a position of knowing and
confidence. Too much research is bloodless, written in the sterility of
the monastic sanctum and the academic study. Of course, there comes
a time when it is necessary to retreat, to hide away even, in order to
shape the words that seek understanding, that seek to stand under the
lyrical explosion of events and emotions and experiences like the
Northern Lights dancing in the Labrador night sky. But the study must
not be a place of escape from the bigger chaotic world. The study is
the place where the researcher returns when overwhelmed with the
riches of the infinite world, searching for sense by scribing sentences
in the sensual sea swirling under the skin.

u

Frederick Franck (1993) refers to his book, A Little Compendium on
That Which Matters, as “the organic extract of long and intense,
mostly non-discursive rumination” (p. 5).

What does non-discursive mean? First, discursive means: passing
aimlessly from one subject to another, digressive, rambling, but
discursive also means: proceeding by reasoning or argument, not
intuitive. It seems to me that these two meanings are diametrically
opposed. I infer that Franck uses the word non-discursive to mean the
first meaning. Also, note the related word discursion which, on the
one hand, means a wandering or logically unconnected statement, the
quality or characteristic of ranging from topic to topic, or irrelevance,
but, on the other hand, also means the process or procedure of
rigorous formal analysis or demonstration, as distinguished from
immediate or intuitive formulation. The late Latin derivation of the
word discursion actually includes: a running to and fro. So, when I
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