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I have called this meeting because I have been thinking a lot recently about progress in 
relation to the inherent conflict between art and culture. As I progress through the time 
that has been allotted to me, I have come to marvel at human specialization, an entity that 
certainly has its rewards, but also its pitfalls. A specialist, someone once remarked, is an 
individual who comes to knows more and more about one thing, while simultaneously 
comes to know less and less about everything else, until they know nothing. It is possible, 
therefore, to consider that progress is inherently good, but only up to a point. Beyond that 
it is possible to fall into what Ronald Wright calls a “progress trap:” the invention of 
weapons was inherently good and useful for protection obtaining food, but led eventually 
to the atomic bomb, which is bad, at least for human civilization. 
 
So what of innovative writing? Surely the use of words like innovative or experimental 
implies some kind of progress. Both historically and contemporarily, writers of an 
innovative ilk have thought of themselves on the forefront of something. They can even 
be said to see their work as a weapon – why else use the military term avant garde? In the 
inherent conflict between art and culture, it is easy to see how such a position is useful: 
we are fighting your culture with our culture. Bring it on. In relation progress and the 
possibility of a progress trap, however, one must wonder: in the case of innovative 
writing, how much progress can we withstand before we blow up the whole shebang? 
Will we witness this explosive decimation or will we miss it entirely because everything 
we know will be destroyed and life begin anew? It is an interesting question we are faced 
with, and one of utmost intrigue to those of us working in the labs at BookThug. And so I 
invite you to consider this as we experience the readings of our authors tonight. 
 
Kemeny Babineau is a missing link in the grand tradition of Souwesto Writing. Souwesto 
Writing originated in a now lost civilization originally founded at the forks of the Thames 
River, located in what is now called London Ontario but over time has branched out 
across the land as far as Brantford, which is close to where Babineau settled with his wife 
and two children. The civilization of which I speak was named for the river upon whose 
banks they settled except they referred to is as the antler river. These people referred to 
themselves as the people of the antler river. The reason I have always thought of the work 
of Babineau in relation to this civilization is because linguistically it has branches that are 
rooted in the landscape and the people and creatures who have inhabited it, including 
himself. His book, After the 6ix O’Clock News is filled with branches – linguistic, 
historical, even visual. Please welcome Kemeny Babineau. 
 
[Kemeny Reads] 
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Angela Carr is concerned with allegories. She likes knowing that the sun is a star and that 
all the stars in the sky are suns. In such shifting linguistic transferences one could set out 
to trace a constellation of fountains, whose waters lap at an erotic medieval poem. And so 
Angela has done. The result is The Rose Concordance, in which language flows like 
water. What have I learned from my experiments with this fluid? Water always finds its 
own level. And so the reader learns to pay attention to the influence of other forces on the 
water: gravity, heat, atmosphere, paper, binding. For it is not that the water will ever find 
a level at all – one may imagine that the water has dried up, but the water has simply 
moved on through other things. The book may be dry to the touch, but you will not be 
thirsty. Ladies and gentlemen: Angela Carr and The Rose Concordance. 
 
[Angela Reads] 
 
Jonathan Ball “wrote” Ex Machina while living in Calgary Alberta, a city known for its 
mechanisms. My wife just returned from Calgary on Tuesday actually, and her comments 
on the experience were brief: she said “everything in Calgary is under construction.” 
Such is an apt metaphor for Jonathan Ball’s first book Ex Machina, a book that is very 
much “under construction” built out of borrowed language and the mechanism of the 
book and it’s relationship to the mechanism of the reader who ultimately becomes a 
foiled attempt to write the book in the act of reading it. Jonathan Ball could not be with 
us today and so has sent the following surrogate cybernetic life form who will act on his 
behalf. I give you a version of Jonathan Ball and Ex Machina. 
 
[Jonathan Ball recording & image] 
 
Jay MillAr is a culprit, and he takes full responsibility for his actions. He is very happy 
that you have all gathered here tonight despite anything that he may have done to you at 
some point in your lives. He makes his appearance tolerable to himself and others 
through deep meditation on what is possible. Tonight he will be reading from ESP, which 
for the most part came to him from elsewhere, and will certainly permit him to avoid the 
stigma of culture’s honours. He is worried that some day he may progress beyond 
possibility, and hopes that others will restrain him. 
 
[Jay MillAr reads] 
 
Oana Avaslahoy & Erin Moure are a figment of your imagination in the sense that they 
appear to be two separate individuals. Yet, like most of us, they certainly are not and 
have come together in a particularly interesting way in the form of Expeditions of a 
Chimaera. Together they have “power of vowels,” which has given them a particular 
form of magic and certain linguistic privileges. They are permitted to enter other 
languages at will. Some people believe they are wizards, or at the very least, pirates 
sailing of the sea of languages. This form of magic is discussed by Avaslahoy in the book 
Translating Translating Montreal: She says “Language is social breath. Perhaps to 
translate is to find the rhythm of a writer’s breathing, their text’s breaths, and breath with 
them for some time. Only once you feel their language deep in your lungs, when your 
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language is altered by their language can you begin. Ladies and gentlemen, let us breathe 
deeply. Oana Avaslahoy and Erin Moure. 
 
[O&E read] 
 
Rob Budde is a distant star shining from the remote civilization of Prince George BC. Yet 
I only say it is remote in relation to where we are now. For Rob and the rest of Prince 
George, it is truly we who are distant, and in some ways, closer to America than he would 
like. Like BookThug, Rob is concerned with the state of a nation. The “Nation America” 
presents certain linguistic progress traps that are unavoidable and that insist we must 
progress toward a state in which only one kind of specialization is possible. He admits 
that he was born in America, also admits that he is working it out. It might be said that 
part of this ‘working it out’ comes to us in the fact that he lives in such a remote place. 
Thanks to the communication technologies of the book, Rob and I met and have 
continued to communicate for years by various means. Tonight we are beaming him in 
directly from Prince George using communication technologies. I feel it is apt to do so, 
for as communication technologies break down the lines we have drawn upon our maps 
they also break down the linguistic strategies that were developed in order to justify 
them, and finally, we will be able to experience regionalism as a shared collective 
diversity. 
 
[Rob Reads from PG] 
 
In closing, I would be curious to know how the evening progressed. 
 
Well, that’s it for another BookThugBookLaunch. I hope you’ve had loads of fun. A big 
thanks to Supermarket for having us and to Johnny for the technical assistance. There are 
lots of books for sale over there at the table where Jenny and Catherine and hanging out – 
we should all thank them for their help making tonight possible too. If you are a 
BookThug subscriber there are labeled envelopes over there with whatever books you are 
owed at this point – please feel free to pick them up.  
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