
















the currents and tides of the 
global oceans, like long rivers, 
like the breeze invisibly eddying 
the air, whispering and moving, 
glimpses tumbling into water: 
like vision itself, brushing over 
reality, caressing and sightless, 
sensing the space among the 
snowflakes. 
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Jerry Pethick / 

whips everyday objects out of their 
predictable relationships and into the 
dynamic crosscurrents of history, 
affection and dream, generating his 
ultra-cool four-dimensional glass and 
aluminum poems, a tangible music. 

Chances are, even if you've seen 
only one Pethick sculpture, you'll 
remember it vividly even twenty years 

later. The lightbulb Venus, if you 
should ever cast your eyes on that (it's 
part of the Permanent collection at the 
Vancouver Art Gallery), you'll 
remember that into your next 

incarnation. That gorgeous hunk, the 

bottle man, Le Semeur, is a futurist 
piece as unforgettable as Nude 
Descending a Staircase. Duchamp 
would have danced with that gentle 
green giant, Boccioni jiggin' the 
fiddle. Marcel on tiptoes whispers, 
" Ou va le vin?" Gone to veritas and 
beauty every one! 

Billy Little is a poet and a former 
Director of the Pitt International 
Galleries in Vancouver. 

Drawings: Hand; camera; miner's light; bottle; vortex; " the black river and smoke dead 
on the table"; spectacles; horseshoe. 
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