FURNISEING RPOS
PEOPLE | THINGS

ONS 04!

ISSUE 04

KAREN HOULE | KIKA THORNE

27/10/2014

Great Lakes,
photograph by
Hannah Minett,

SHADOWY
PARTICIPANTS IN
THE JUS PUBLICUM
EUROPAEUM’

KAREN HOULE

Paradox:

a) A statement or proposition that seems
self-contradictory or absurd but in reality
expresses a possible truth.

b) Any person, thing, or situation exhibiting
an apparently contradictory nature.?

Stagger-start Boeing 747s

Westward over the Japan Sea

To China, Russia, & then the European
Union-

Jet contrails knit a nest above the shipping
channel. Aluminum wing-shadow passes

over a thousand Lego-sized container ships.

Propellers. Froth: I am nursing a child in

the air with body temperature human milk.

Thin cold rivets keep us from fall-through-
empty sky. Weightlessness, calming down:
absurd...

...but in reality expresses a possible truth.

As do those whale-shaped shadows below
the boats below. Glimpsed. Momentarily
visible masses: Following or leading or
chasing or being chased out of contested
waters?

Whales in-and-of themselves vs. steamships
(oil or wood)? Sea Shepard vs. blood-red
blubber chews? (bait or fertilizer3)?

Dutch East India Co. (Hirado Station, 1609)
+ Hiroshima (1945) + Fukushima (2011)
and-or: Indonesia vs. Occupied Japan, and
then the West =

Bones of mammals occupy every wet, dry
or empty square inch

Unfathomable.

In “The Freedom of the Sea,” Carl Schmitt
argued that state power was geopolitically
founded upon what he took to be a funda-
mental opposition between the solid space of
continents or islands and the oceanic flow of
the sea, spaces that, in his view could not be
brought within the spatial ovder of state power.
He didn’t mean that the oceans, the watery
spaces of the globe, are beyond the reach of
state power power—only that they were not
“occupiable.”*

*

My father’s family came from “somewhere
between Paris and Le Mans.” I took the train
from Paris to Nogent-le-Rotrou. Chateaus
white as belugas bobbing out of the black-
green foliage of the Mortagne-au-Perche.
Condé-sur-Huisne. Stop. Halfway point. No
station. Short platform + a level crossing +
sign with one name. I walked toward Réveil-
lon, Basse Normandie, official population
381, into a dank church and read the small
plaque on the windowless north wall: “A la
mémoire de ceux et celles de ces paroisse
qui ont quittées la France pour la Nouvelle-
France en 1652.” No headcount. No list of
names. (Therefore, mine is not among them).
No reasons offered for why they left. Grace
a Samuel de Champlain, they landed across
the water globe at Kébec in 1608. And never
have come back. To Réveillon, population
381. Only the rural-grown Jesuits who
missioned on in brutal beautiful Ka-na-da
came back. In canonized boxes (tongues,
toes, fingers).

*

A man named Houde or Houle, which means
ocean wave, emigrated from Basse Norman-
die in 1650. We know this much because
his signature is on the ship’s log as having
witnessed a fight during which a man went

overboard and never surfaced. Houde or
Houle landed at Québec, bought some arable
land in the seigneury of St. Antoine-de-
Lotbiniére-de-Tilly, married a girl named
Marie-Frangoise and had fourteen children.5
The boys got sections up the St. Lawrence:
furrow tracks stopping at the water’s edge;
whale families sliding by at all hours, out of
sight. Their children had more children, and
their children’s children used the Ottawa
River, then the Great Lake’s catapult, to
spread out into Northern Ontario and
Michigan: A mammal story turns into a tree.

*

The Champlain Sea invaded the Ottawa
Valley area 10,000-15,000 years ago and
left marine deposits of silts and clays. One
or two whale skeletons have been excavated.

*

Quebec City. Cap Diamant. Les Ursulines. Ici
vécu René Lévesque. Rue de la Couronne.
Rue Jean Charest. La Grande Allée takes you
to The Plains of Abraham, which my father’s
family refuses to speak about, especially when
he married my English mother. The Irish
cemetery on Saint Jean; outside the ramparts,
please. Tombs eaten by tree roots. Trees eaten
by sidewalks. You can cross la Ville de Kébec
by bus or foot or car even in February with
four feet of new snow, fishtailing.

Except during the Third Summit of the
Americas (2001). A fifteen-foot-high peri-
meter fence sawed public squares in half]
made cages of les ruelles dont les enfants
jouent. Metal dug into the oldest colonial
buildings in all of the Americas. No commer-
cial activity.

“Anti-globalization protests were divided
into three classes: ‘green zone,’ being legal
protests with no risk of arrest; ‘yellow
zone,’ peaceful, unsanctioned protests with
some risk of arrest or confrontation with
police; and ‘red zone, being direct acts of civil
disobedience carrying a high risk of arrest.”¢

Yes, I was tear-gassed. Yes, I was hit by
rubber bullets. But what I remember, in my
lower legs, is not being able to flow like
people love to do, through train stations +
parcs + campuses + legislature grounds + the
backyards of relatives and old friends. The
masses (I and my name among them) were
marched into the sea below the Cap, nicely
reversing Houde or Houle’s historic landing
from the other direction.

“The Declaration of Quebec City”in-
cludes the quotation: “We, the democrati-
cally elected Heads of State and Government
of the Americas, have met in Quebec City
at our Third Summit, to renew our commit-
ment to hemispheric integration.”” In fact,
many multinational corporations, who are
not democratically elected by the citizens
of any country, were also in attendance:

...a situation exhibiting an apparently
contradictory nature...

*

The St. Lawrence’s gargling throat of sea-
water swallows everything: all beings seen
and unseen must participate in its ways. Entre
Tadoussac and wherever Brian Mulroney is
from, whales pinch krill against the Cana-
dian Shield, which gouges vertically 150 feet.
I camped on a pink granite outcrop at the edge
of that cetacean food trap. Les Escoumins.
The sun was setting. Pitching the tent.
Trying to build a fire for dinner. So many

fucking mosquitoes. Damp wood. Hungry.
Eating marshmallows out of the bag before
the potatoes were cooked. Zipped in. Baby
fussing. Halogen. Milk. Glance: Flukes out
of the water, twenty feet away. The tender-
est splash, black surface re-knits its calm.
Then: Blow spout. Reverse gasp. Water
forced up out of the body of the body of water.

*

In 1848, my mother’s family came to Canada
from Devon, England, in bundles of eight on
wood bunks just under the surface of the
Atlantic Ocean with bent elm rib-planks to
hold it back. The black and white cows too.
Holstein Friesians, from what is now called
the Netherlands, part of the E.U. The ship
almost made land but a storm blew them
halfway to Greenland again. They survived
by eating the same oat biscuits twice: the
ones they had eaten when they spied land
and then puked up on the way back to
Greenland. And drinking human milk from
the nursing moms, otherwise...

There was nothing to drink until Oxford
county. On an exceedingly farmable bluff
formed during the ice age when “loose mate-
rial carried forward under the ice was some-
times left in place, later appearing as whale-
shaped, forty-metre-high, one-kilometre-
long ‘drumlins.””8 The family farm over-
looking a valley filled with Dutch cows. Four-
hundred and fifty million-years-ago filled
with the inland sea later named Lake Erie:
“warm, shallow waters supported a large
variety of life, including corals, sponges,
clams, crinoids (sea-lilies), brachiopods, ce-
phalopods and trilobites (ancient shrimp).”®

And the Delaware Indians. Dirt outlines
of their Great Houses are visible from the
barn bridge in the wet spring, before the cow
corn (aka blé d’inde) is sown. House ghosts
rising up through the alluvial soil. Boat-
shaped. Arrowheads wheeling up out of the
disc’ed manure churn. Earthenware shards.

The mug, the heirloom mug. The one
thing that survived the first crossing. Used
for rainwater or wet nursing. It was kept
under key in a finery cupboard. I saw it but
wasn’t allowed to hold it. Ordinary. Brown.
Earthenware. Tankard-y. Freshwater able.

*

Why does anything leave where it is? Is it
because of the wrongful use and division of
the land or sea or air? When I accidentally
visited the landed gentry in England and
France and the Muskokas (2010), the ladies
with horses and sailboats were always on
their cellphones to their people. Their people
= the horse shoers, the bovine milkers, the
shit removers, the fence fixers, the chicken
beheaders, the biscuit bakers, the rabbit
skinners, the boat drivers, the wet nurses
(aka nannies). Unseen participants in the
muffled margins of someone else’s personal
things and animals and private spaces.

Lacking these themselves made them
things and animals and common space?

Well, for some of us now there is some-
thing rather than nothing: The family tree.
The family nose. The family land. Except for
a stile for the hikers. And the weedy shore-
line which must forever remain in the
public domain such as strolling along and
looking at the waves. Private property vs.
public access.
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[A]mong non-humans, and separate from non-
humans, there is an immense multiplicity of
other living things that cannot in any way be
homaogenized except by means of a violence and
wilful ignorance, with the category of what is
called the animal, or animality in general 1©

I have not managed to corral my mind
into a Venn diagram of two and only two
unbroken perimeter fences with humans
on one side and then, across an unbridgeable
gap, a second trap to kettle the biological
up-and-comings: those coming from over
the sea or up through the soil or under the
fence. Or evolution.

Letting history show me, by headlamp,
from above and from below, its self-contra-
dictory ways means that I have not been
able to tell progress tales.

Tales that let me spread the world map-
flat, and then sever it in two by means of a
violence like a hatchet in the upper vertebrae.
Or tongue. In a box, on a plane or a boat:

Making for home.

Thinking the world through such oppo-
sitional categories—public (shoreline, air-
space, civic museums, City Hall) vs. private
(the family farm, a paid-for airplane seat,
nursing rooms for new moms, nipples)—and
to be able to have and to hold such concepts;
to wield them requires the build-up, in flesh
and spirit;inlegend and in geography; in phyla
and centuries, and across every body, watery
or otherwise, the hard-to-break habit of cut-
ting everything into two perfect halves and
giving them chain-link names that make war
happen inwardly between them: French or
English. Female or Male. Human or Ruminant.
Fish or Commerce. Up or Down. East or West.

Humans are a certain kind of blind being.
Stereoscopic left-right straight-ahead eyes-
fixed-in-skull types. We are without fluid
eyes. Bendy eyestalks. Eyes on the sides of
our heads, like whales, looking two different
ways at once: sonic, fluid, perpetual.

We are not so gifted at echoing off the
underwater quasi-humans taken flight; the
almost- animals in the spring dirt photos, the
inverted whale-ship glimpses, the neighbour-
hood tsunami being: 231 miles northeast of
Tokyo. All the other others. The shadowy
participants of lived existence in, and among,
and above, and underneath all of us and
moments: the ones that tie all propositions,
all trees, all names, all fences, all nets, all
language into stuttering knots.
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