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FROM: "THE ARCHAEOLOGY OF NEWFOUNDLAND" 
 
 
 
FOREWORD: 
 
"Newfoundland": a land which, having been there for all time, is discovered, or found lying in 
their path to elsewhere, by the inhabitants of another land.  
 
"Archaeology": the monumental labor of bringing the universe up from its de profundis after the 
reduction to a past of a culture which was, until then, a present and, above all, a future, by 
another culture, together with the misunderstandings attending such a happenstance (Eldorado 
and such); after centuries of silence and burial of all remembrance of that past; its painstaking 
reconstruction once more into a present and a future, since these still belong to conquered and 
conqueror, by conquerors for the apparent benefit of all mankind.......  
 
 
 
POSTWORD:  
 
"role of the birds": a hummingbird's handkerchief will cover this aspect: our lives must be like a 
blizzard, the birds are obliged to take leave. 
 
"an interruption": some kind of pleite in the capital, a court case, gazing at the court, a group for 
the prosecution, casually looking over to the other side: the same gestalt, suddenly: but these are 
the same people doubled! view of the whole court doubled!  they are not even wearing their 
jungle shoes and we must leave. 
 
"found among his papers": death has already overtaken every dying, meanwhile there rages 
round the earth an unbridled yet inquisitive talking, writing, broadcasting of spoken words, it is 
a necessary part of the poet's nature that, before s/he can be a poet in such an age as this, the 
time's destitution must have made the whole being and vocation of the poet a poet's question 
for her or him, what is truth then, that it can happen as, or even must happen as, art? how is it 
that art can exist at all under such circumstances? and who told us he was a poet? our aircraft 
leaves at five a.m.......  
ONE: 
 
...thinking how fine it would have been to obtain, comprehend, and believe in, an account of 
this world so perfect that, truly understood it would have been complete beyond any longing 
and have satisfied the beholder entirely, and while this completeness undoubtedly shut out 
from one's vision all those uncertainties which are the glory of the contemporary mind and the 
reason for its ever-restless exploration, how much greater and more noble in so many senses may 
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that account, once in one's keeping with its producing servants, be said to have been significant 
rather than this: the fragmentation in which it was customary to suffer -- so that, in solitude of 
spirit, such folks may well have gone abroad sole bearers of an ancient banner, the only true 
descendants of an ancient lineage, rather than have shared in the vulgar press of populations by 
exhibiting their tedious wounds and the scars they had borne in absurdity's service.......  
 
 
 
TWO: 
 
... thinking how like a plane about to drop its bombs over a city the thing was, suspended over 
the void, its wings almost felt to be trembling a little, supported by what will or power that one 
might have understood, by what wind that one could have measured, since it was no bird with 
wings of mortal muscle but a man-contrived thing of steel, dealing steel, held up there by some 
men's anger and others' impotence and the nightmares of children  (who had not slept for 
months) as well as a breath like smoke out of the tallest trees masking the city below and 
reaching up into our sky, holding the predator at bay, the forest caressing its city, the plane 
hovering over the forest, leaving the ocean to its whales and sharks and pirates' gizzards, the 
plane parting the trees in designing its landing, in meditating long and hard upon its 
landing....... 
 
 
 
THREE: 
 
...then the plane, having dropped him there once a great many years before, together with some 
other persons whose jungle experience was nil -- so that he had had to assume the leadership, 
issue orders to them, organize both their days and nights with little to guide him but common 
sense, by day he had hacked his way thru the ferocious tangle of secondary vegetation which had 
grown up around the city once first explorers had disturbed the clarity of the forest floor, by 
night he had kept vigil, listening to the howlers passing like freight trains thru the high trees, a 
woman in the party who had fancied him and had sworn to "make an honest man" of him if she 
could, had stared at him whenever she was unable to sleep, it was on such a night that a message 
from the most distant section of the city reached him -- complex P he thought -- inviting him to 
be a member of its company and bestowing on him the highest order that complex P had in its 
power: but, while doubtful of the use to which this honor could be put in his own country, he 
had accepted it graciously, being greatly in need of as many identities as he could contrive to 
muster and wear comfortably within one existence....... 
 
 
 
FOUR: 
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...and how, one time, having left his party in the hands of an assistant, he had wandered off by 
himself, wanting to enjoy the sight of the huge roots contorting themselves under the city 
floors, also the stones of fallen temples, and he had reached temple number 5 in complex C, 
standing some distance away from the main complexes surrounding A: it was the most 
distinguished and interesting of all the buildings ever discovered in Newfoundland; he had then 
climbed to the stair tops, glanced at the hieroglyphs (already published) and seated himself 
down to enjoy the view; flights of forest birds had chirped, whistled and croaked at him and, for 
one moment, he had glimpsed the royal emerald bird sleeping among the foliage before the 
creature had departed, so that in his pleasure, he had completely forgotten the date and time at 
which the plane was to return to fetch the party and, suddenly, he heard an engine at some 
distance from him above the trees: Lord! would he be able to reach the landing strip in time or 
be left behind to spend many a night alone! he had arrived at the strip in the nick, his body 
covered with bleeding scratches some of which took weeks to heal and were pestiferous....... 
 
 
 
 
 
FIVE:   
 
...such that the moon was in its perigee over the forest, and deep in forest there stood a glade in 
which a village basked in full, so that the village center had been long-time a market, and in the 
center, very quiet, there sat a woman weaving who seemed to weave the moon in every garment, 
for among that delightful tribe, both men and women wove a cloth that garments were ever 
always made of, so that this single weaver, glyph of desire, of womanhood, stood out for beauty's 
sake among the people and there was no one else that had her beauty and she not even seemed a 
vision of her people but had the loveliness of Grecian women in her features -- so that, had she 
not been the wife of their one single prince, the "he" in writing this archaeology would have 
collapsed too heavily in love with her ever to issue forth out of the forest more, ever to go on 
with the work he purposed, ever to think of just a single project relating to his Newfoundland, 
thus, in the end: touching the girl who wished to capture and to marry him, she never stood a 
chance against that Grecian villager even if in the longest run he never could achieve her, 
moving in slowest motion daily through trees, thinking and always thinking, never forgetting, 
completely prisoner for life of that one weaver who did not ever even know a jot of this his 
passion, weaving her daily length of cloth, smiling at every passer-by, including him, never 
suspecting for a single moment that starving passion flowing through trees, awaiting the next 
plane he could take out never to see that beauty in the flesh again but only dreaming, 
fantasizing, fainting in afterworlds.......  
 
 
 
SIX: 
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... the plane having flown back and forth all that many times, he had to guess how it had come 
about that they'd decided to meet in cafes to discuss his elucidation of the most rare, elusive and 
untranslatable glyphs on the city's monuments, those which dominated the interpretation of 
the most crucial texts without whose understanding human knowledge concerning this land 
would have remained at standstill, they were particularly fond of one cafe where they had 
invariably chosen a table near a window giving view on the street and furthest away from the 
kitchen door, for months they had mistaken that door, with its square glass panel, for the local 
television set and had enjoyed glancing up from their arduous labors on the movie they were 
creating around Newfoundland, at privileged moments to catch a sight of the show shining out 
of the gloom, and they had sometimes talked and wondered at how wretched the camera work 
was in the movies they caught that way, the cameraman allowing his characters to move on and 
off stage at random, catching half a face at a curious angle, sometimes fixing on the screen 
completely empty images with no human interest at all --- they had surmised, however, that this 
was a kind of cinema-vérité and had begun to appreciate after a while, this uncannily perfect 
approximation to real life....... 
 
 
 
SEVEN: 
 
...since it was a question of finding a place in which to be, no, not in fragments, in instants 
without continuance, in moments, shreds and patches --- but totally, entirely, systematically, 
without a let or hindrance, of time, of space, one might say: of discovering a language he spoke 
but did not understand, finding a house, in the oldest acceptance of the word, a house which 
was close to the word "ocean" and the word "ice," which was close to the word "forest" and the 
word "city" and which was close to those words: "world" and the word "breathing"....... 
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