“All My Pleasures Are Like Yesterday”
Martin Vaughn-James, artist, singer, writer, and first-rate draftsman, inventor of the Visual Novel—which took place in Toronto—died nearly 10 months ago. It was July 3rd. He was only 65. The most horrible and saddest day of my life. But as Garcia Lorca writes in one of his most beautiful poems, “Death always comes at five o’clock in the afternoon.” So it was for me.

Martin and I lived together for over 46 ½ years. We were married for 42 years. It was a very deep and strong commitment. He was also my best friend, during all those decades, and he taught me a great deal.

This reminds me of Faulkner and his friend Phil Stone, the only lawyer in the small town of Oxford, Mississippi. Faulkner dedicated one of his last novels to him with these words: “He did half of the laughing for 30 years.”


John Donne wrote in one of his love poems:

“I run to Death

And Death meets me as fast,

And all my pleasures are like yesterday.”

Martin loved this and for years we both recited it aloud together like a mantra.

It was in Toronto where we lived for 8 years—and with Stan Bevington at Coach House Press—that Martin came into his own. We were all very young, and positive. Victor Coleman, [who took a photo of M. with an old projector at his home on a lovely island, long before the Tower was built], David Young, and Rick [/Simon], who created alchemy with the images—[he performed miracles on the drawings in the dark room, and it was as hot as hell in there!]—were [all] good friends to both of us. 
“The Cage” and “L’Enquêteur” could never have been conceived nor executed without the superb books and colour posters that Stan produced. He used to say: “Take as many as you want!”
Martin was gravely ill before he died, and did so in Provence; 1,000 kilometres far from me.

This is simply a two line haiku that I wrote for Martin:

He who gave me wings to soar

Took away the sun

Towards the end of his life, Jack Kerouac was interviewed in St. Petersburg, Florida, and he was asked “What do you want for the future?” He replied immediately, instantly, “To be safe in Heaven, dead.”

“The Projector”—for which (or by inspiration) Michael Ondaatje wrote a marvelous poem of the horse falling—I thank him now.

“The Park,” “The Cage,” completely a new kind of book, were accepted by Stan without 
esitation. A true friend, a visionary.

[In 1975 there was a big exhibition at the Art Gallery of Ontario, Toronto, of Martin’s work: “Image, Word, Sequence.” All his notebooks etc. were in glass cases, and it was such a hit with the public that it was prolonged for a month or 6 weeks.]

Later, Anansi Press published several very splendid works of his in their reviews. They, too, have my thanks and praise. [M. had lovely letters from Margaret Atwood and her colleagues, and every Christmas, a card.]
I know that Martin’s spirit, his intelligence, his humanity, his creativity, and insatiable curiosity are still with me.
He was an atheist his entire life, but I trust now he is with all his heroes. His death, to me, is tragic, and so premature. I loved him my whole adult life, and now I must learn to live alone for the rest of my days. I shall do so, for you, M.
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