NEWSLETTER

WHAT'S INSIDE

An Interview with Ed Sanders
by Lisa Jarnot

On Allen Ginsberg and William
Burroughs

by Anne Waldman, Eugene Brooks, Steven
Taylor, Rosebud Feliu-Pettet, and Diane di
Prima

On Elio Schneeman

by Lewis Warsh

REVIEWS OF

Aaron Shurin
Jacqueline Risset
Chris Tysh

Homage to Allen G.

A

Allen Ginsberg: 1926-1997




DEDICATION

ANNOUNCEMENTS

FEATURES

An Interview with Ed Sanders

by Lisa Jarnot

“Hurry up. It’s Time.”:

10

On Allen Ginsberg & William Burroughs

by Anne Waldman

“Maximize Information: Pay Attention to the

12

Particulars”: On Allen Ginsberg

by Steven Taylor

CALENDAR
BOOKS REVIEWED

BOOKS RECEIVED

16

22

30

g mlette;) Edit.ori) Liia Jarnot

rigi.lul e t Dirk Rowntree

Cover Photo.;i-‘:phu © Robert Frank, 1996
Distribution:

Fine Print Inc., 500 Pampa Drive, Austin, TX
78752

Bernhard DeBoer Inc., 113 East Center
Street, Nutley, NJ 07110

Desert Moon Periodicals, 1226 Calle de
Comercio, Santa Fe, NM 87505

The Poetry Project Ltd. Staff:

Artistic Director;: Ed Friedman « Program
Coordinator: Marcella Durand ¢« Pro
Assistant: Bridget Brehen : Monday Night
Coordinator: Tracie Morris + Wedn Night
Coordinators: Lisa Jamot and Eleni Sikelianos «
Friday Night Coordinator: Christian X. Hunter +
Workshop Leaders: Brenda Coultas, Frank Lima
and Lewis Warsh - Monday Night Assistant: Keith
Roach + Friday Night Assistant: David Vogen -
Broadcast Consultant: é:h;‘Fuk + Volunteers:
Douglas Rothschild and Siegfried.

Board of Directors: Dianne Benson, Michel
de Konkoly Thege, Ted Greenwald, Steve
Hamilton, Ken Jordan, Greg Masters, Gillian
McCain, Elinor Nauen, Paul Slovak, Vicki
Hudspith Turbeville, Wang Ping, Edwin Torres
and Willner.

Friends Committee: Brooke Alexander
Rudy Burckhardt, May Castleberry, Paul
Cmnm , Susan Davis, Steve Dennin, Renée
Fotouhi, Raymond Foye, Michael Friedman
Morris Golde, Yvonne Jaquette, Peter Pennover.

{fma Reighard, Paul Schmidt, Kimg{rl)"
ernardos and Alexander Wood.,

The Poetry Project's pro i
) grams and publicati
are made ossible, in part, with plzlblil::uf:::x
from: the National Endowment for the Arts, th
New York State Council on the Arts, th IN )
York Gity Department of Cultural Alﬂ':i:s nd
g;e merinhf (l:'or the Arts/New York gﬁd
e ent o i
. g ultural Affairs and Deplr!men)t'

anitation.,

The Poetry Project's programs and ublications are
also m.m'lt-::y pos'{ble v?ith funds ﬁ'onr; The Aeroflex
Foundation, the Foundation for Contemporaly
Performance Arts, Inc., Consolidated Edison, the
Axe-Houghton Foundation, the Green'

Foundation, erCollins Publishers, the oy
Mertz-Gilmore Foundation, Alfred A. Knopt inc.
Rabobank Nederland, Brooke Alexander
Glllrz/Brooh: Alexander Editions, Am“)"l‘:ﬂ‘,’
Foundations and Corporations, Battle Fow o
Dianne Benson, Rosemary Carroll, chel

Peter Pennoyer, James Rosenquist. e
Schuchat, members of the Poetry Project, anc.9
individual contributors.

hed four timté

The Poetry Project Newsletter is publis S an

a year and mailed free of e o m&mb,‘“.om

contributors to the Poetry Project. SubscHRtOT  de

available for $20/year.  Checks should be (i

E;y:b.e to The Poetry Project, St. Mark's GhUE o
t 10th St., N’YC.%IY 0003. For more i

tion call (212) 674.-0910.

Copyright © 1997 Poetry Project. All rights revert ©

the author®

upon publication, /




Allen Ginsberg
1926-1997

Allen Ginsberg died on April 5, 1997 in his
home on the Lower East Side of
Manhattan. Throughout the years Allen
supported the Poetry Project as an institu-
tion, and also as a community of individu-
als who often turned to him for his gen-
erosity and warmth. He last performed at
the Poetry Project in a celebration of his
Selected Poems (Harper Collins) during
October of 1996. Over the last several
months, homages and poems have poured
into the Poetry Project offices. We regret
not being able to publish them all here.
Allen was a great inspiration and a great
liberator. His was a voice of conscience and
clarity. This issue of the newsletter is dedi-
cated to him.

©Allen Ginsberg Trust. Courtesy Fahey/Klein Gallery

William Burroughs
1914-1997

William Burroughs died of w
a heart attack on August 2, §
1997 in Lawrence, Kansas
at the age of 83. Like Allen
Ginsberg, he was central to
the Beat Generation, as
well as to avant-garde writ-
ing and progressive politics
worldwide. Throughout
his career his influence was
felt among writers, musi- |
cians, and artists. In 1983
he was inducted into the
American Academy and
Institute of Arts and
Letters and he was the
author of over fifty volumes
of work, including Naked
Lunch, Junkie, Port of
Saints, Cities of the
Red Night, and Queer.
Burroughs last read at the
Poetry Project in 198I.
Grove Press will release a a
volume of his selected

works in 1998.

Burr

Lisa Brannan

Former Poetry Project editorial
intern Lisa Brannan died suddenly
and unexpectedly on June 3rd. She
worked at the Project during the
1995-96 season while she was a cre-
ative writing student at Hunter
College. During her internship, Lisa
worked diligently on many projects
and was of instrumental help in pro-
ducing Issue #52 of The World mag-
azine. In addition to her contribu-
tions to the Poetry Project, Lisa pro-
vided assistance to poet Hannah
Weiner in preparing her collection
We Speak Silent for publication, and
in the Spring of 1996, Lisa gave her
first poetry reading at the Ear Inn.
Lisa was an energetic member of the
Project's community and a promising
young poet. She is greatly missed.

Jeff Buckley 1966-1997

Jeff Buckley, a musician and poet,
died on May 29th in Memphis,
Tennessee. Buckley was a friend to
the Poetry Project, performing in
various events including the New
Year's Marathon readings. Buckley
was active in New York's pop and
avant-garde music scenes, recording
two albums for Columbia Records.
In addition to being a mainstay of
East Village music venues, he and his
band recently toured Europe and
Asia. His absence from the Poetry
Project is a loss for the community.
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Elio Schneeman: 1961-1997

Elio and I were friends. I knew him
when he was a kid growing up on the
Lower East Side, and then casually
over the years, but in the early 9Os we
graduated from being people who
chatted on the street or at poetry
readings to people who talked on the
phone and had coffee together. The
big subtext with Elio was whether he
was taking drugs or not—we began get-
ting close shortly after he emerged
from a lengthy rehab—but he gave me
the impression that he was looking at
the world in a new way, with renewed
interest in what was possible, and that
he was determined not to go under
again.

This is the time I want to remem-
ber. I'm sure there were a lot of
things he never told me. When drugs
were mentioned it didn't feel like a
problem, like we had to avoid the
subject. But I assumed there was a
residue of despair behind the non-
chalant facade and wondered how he
dealt with it, how strong the defenses,
and whether he could withstand the
pressures of living in New York.
Eventually we began working on a
book together—his first book, In
February, I Think, had been pub-
lished by Ted Berrigan's C Press when
he was 17—and this provided the

rous social

ot for numeé
opportunnlcs ber thc lav_

occasions. Mostly Lremen

ish dinners, at his apart‘mcntkosl'; tl:e
Upper West Side or mine in A OI; ’
presided over by Pamela Lawton 2
Wang Ping, 2 late night poker gar:\;;
and the great book P“‘_Y_Wh e;l 11
book, Along The Rails, finally
appeared—at his parents' apartment o
St. Mark's Place.

I admit that I was worried, whfn I
proposed doing his book, th.at i't might
spark some place in him I didn’t know
about, that he would sabotage (as many
people do) the good things that hap-
pen, that he would take refuge in drug's

in to avoid some situation he couldn’t
deal with, that he might be disappoint-
ed by it all. But there was never a
moment during these years—immedi-
ately before the book came out—when
he seemed to be slipping out of orbit.
He was anxious for feedback about the
manuscript: which poems he should
include, what order, not only from me
but from John Godfrey (who wrote
copious notes on the text) and other
friends. Elio was lucid about poetry
and defended his poems, often over-
ruling my suggestions. I often found
myself watching myself watching him,
with caution, and then ultimately taking
pleasure in his pleasure at seeing his
poems enter the world.

I'm sure there were a lot of things he
never told me. I don't know why I feel
like saying this again. You say some-
thing, someone says something else,
and sometimes you hear or don't want
to hear. You get lulled into thinking
one thing when something else is true
but you don't want to think it's true
because you don't have the time. You
want to accept the words as mean
what t.hcy say.

) Readixg Elio’s poems is like navigat-
ing a precipice; he lures you to the edge
and then pulls you back to safe g’roung
He lFu you get under his skin b t
remains elusive, a shadowy figure t}‘:
endofthcallcywhos d Rane
: uddenly appears
in your face, confrontational

somehow demure and un nal but
the same time,

ing

threatening at
There’s something
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soulful about his sense of rey
as if he's ambivalent aboy; . .

hat 8vin
away too much at once (I wag o
prodding him to write 1on“
pocms). What impresses me moste_r
that he had a place he coulg i

g0 to

where he could make all the A
choices and that he included i"%ﬁ t
poems the struggle to get to thai
place and stay there. Wit and giddi-
ness are part of it, an intuitive yj,.
dom with which he could deal san,.
ly with problems of loss, of being
torn asunder. He assumed privi-
lege without being spoiled. And h,
knew when to stop.

The last two years of Elio's life
involved a lot of talk, especially
when it became clear that drugs had
taken over. He was working in the
library at Columbia University and
taking classes in [talian at night. He
started a novel, worked on his
Ungaretti translations, and wrote
some brilliant short prose pieces.
He put together a second collection
of poems. He was living a double
life, and till the end he always
showed me his optimistic side, and
I wanted to be fooled because I did-
n't want to believe that everything
was falling apart. All I could give
him were words of encouragement
and warnings which circled like rid-
erless horses around the redl
unspoken issues. After months of
turmoil, he was admitted in the Fall
of 1996 to a rehab center in France,
where he stayed until June 1997 A
few days after he returned to New
York we met for coffee at the Orlin
and went to a reading at the Zinc
Bar. Later that night I spoke '
Pamela and told her that Elio
seemed fine, which is what wanted
to believe, but she knew better.

Elio's poetry and his relatifm‘
ship with Pamela were his best sides
and I'm grateful to him for letting
me into his world during the year®
his life was thriving. I only wish that
art and love and friendship ha
been enough to sustain him.

ainy

Lewis WARSH
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PORTRY PROJECT NEWSLETTER

An Interview
with
ED SANDERS

by
Lisa Jarnot

P - %
photo by Christopher Felver

Ed Sanders is a poet, musician, editor, histori-
an, and activist. His most recent publication, 1968:
A History in Verse, was published this year by Black
Sparrow Press. This interview was conducted at the
Naropa Institute in Boulder, Colorado on July 12,
1997 and at the Cedar Bar in New York City on July
23, 1997.

Jarnot: I want to talk to you about Allen Ginsberg.
Partly, what was your relationship with Allen like?

Sanders: I was asenior in high school and read Howl
and I bought Howl actually at the University of
Missouri Bookstore on a fraternity weekend. And it
seemed like, as a young man, about everything I'd
been looking for in terms of a model for writing
poetry and combining poetry with your personal life
in a way I thought would be appropriate, although I
was living in the midwest, in a 50s type all-American
environment. Then I moved to New York later and
saw him from afar. I attended poetry readings at
places like the Gaslight on MacDougal Street or the
Living Theater on I4th Street. I saw him read as I did
other poets—Edward Dahlberg, Kerouac, Corso; I
saw Frank O’Hara read. So wherever I could go to
find poets that I admired to watch them read I went,
but I never considered introducing myself or trying
to be part of it; I was just a witness. And I was going
to New York University trying to study languages so I
didn’t really meet Allen until 1963 when he came back
from a long stay in India and Japan and Cambodia,
Viet Nam, and other places—he went to the Vancouver
Poetry Festival—and then he came back. And before
that I had corresponded with him. I sent him Fuck
You: A Magazine of the Arts in India and he liked it

o

and sent me this really important poem, “The
Change” where he kind of changed spiritual direc-
tions and came to terms with his body on a train in
Japan after visiting Joanne Kyger and Gary Snyder on
the way back to Vancouver. So anyway, from 1963 on,
when I formally met him, and he took me to a party at
Robert and Mary Frank’s house, I began hanging out
with him any time we were around in the same area
until he died 34 years later. We had many many
capers and adventures and he called all the time and
we saw each other now and then. A number of peo-
ple could say the same thing. He was part of my life,
and part of my family’s life. He was part of the house-
hold. He gave us advice, a lot of advice. And you
know, he'd give advice on what kind of furniture to
have in your kitchen; he was very much a teacher.
Jarnot: What do you think his significance is histor-
ically?

Sanders: Well I think he’s left behind a body of a lot
of wonderful poetry going back to his early days, like
a Byron or an Emily Dickinson or a Shelley. There
are poems that are quite on the Whitman/Poe level of
skill. Another way is as an educator. Someone told
me his Blake lectures alone are 3000 typed pages—his
analysis of Blake is quite bright and brilliant. And I
think that's one of the reason some of the academics
were so hostile to him, because he was like a walking
Encyclopedia Britannica of Western poetry, and also
Eastern poetry and Chinese poetry, so he knew very
much. He's a scholar is all I'm saying, and this schol-
arliness is a legacy. And then his politics are a legacy.
He was originally to be a labor lawyer. His mother was

a Communist and his father was a Social Democrat
and out of that came Allen, always hungering to cele-




brate the regular people, but with a
sense that not that many poets are
great” or that there is a winnowing out
and judgement that occurs unfortu-
nately among those people that create,
as to a hierarchy of "value” or “genius”
of their labors. So he was very active in
that and very capable of looking quite
snooty and judgmental, and he had a lot
of anger in him that he, like all men I
guess, was trying to control by writing
his own personal Iliad and Odyssey.
His poems are like this epic of coming
to terms with violence. But anyway, he
has a lasting legacy. He was an
American genius. They didn’t put Lord
Byron into Westminster Abbey until
1968, 5o it may take some decades. He
may go through what I call a "Poe job"—
they may savage him for a while before
e can re-emerge.
Jarnot: Do you think that poets have to
take on more responsibility now that
Allen’s gone?
Sanders: Allen had a natural metabo-
lism that was very very elevated. He's
such a difficult role model to emulate
because of his enormous psychic and
actual energy, and he was not, in ways
that he would let on, having the cycles of
manic depression that other famous
poets did, going all the way back to
William Cowper, and forward to
Robert Lowell, or Anne Sexton, or
other poets. His energy cycle was always
above the Y axis, so it's difficult. In my
own feeble way I try to emulate his
political activity with my vow to go out
in a blaze of leaflets. Not only do you
have to tend to the current stages, you
have to set the stage, the soil, the
ground—to use an agricultural
metaphor—for the future. Every thirty
or forty years a big social attempt is
made to make things better for working
people. You can go back to 1825, 1848,
1870, 1905, 1917, the 30s and 40s, and
then later the 60s. Personally, now that
I'm middle aged, I think that part of my
goal is to help set the soil for the next
period of stress where there is an
attempt to make an improvement for
working people, a genre that I think
includes poets.
Jarnot: Do you think there are partic-
ular things that poets need to know or
to put forward into the world?
Sanders: Two different things, right?
“Need to know” and "need to put for-
ward”. What was that Ezra Pound thing
as to what a poet should do? It's like get
a dictionary and learn the meaning of
words. And again, that's a metaphor

d have.
that a poet shoul
h:ve ﬂle curiosity, you

should train yourself to have that leve

always

£ curiosity where you are .
:ese::}:?x:; Zhe world, and if we re talli

great example

ing about Allen, that's 2
ofgwhat he was like. He was the irsx:(‘{::;
the Clipper I ever met—-alwaysd a o
me swatches of clippings: a?lim 2
clippings and systematic BRSO
issues and subjects part of his };je.ﬁles
my own archives I have some of u;d P
that he would give to me sO Ico o o
some work on them to0. I have s
manilla folders with his handwriting
and then the various subjects. So you
have to prepare yoursclf- and alway;
study many different things. An
therefore it makes the planning of per-
sonal time very important. Poets tend
to be bacchic sometimes. They can don
the foxskin masks of the bassarids and
go dancing off into partying. So the
idea is—since poets tend to travel a lot—
to travel with portable research systems.
Gary Snyder does that. I'm always
impressed with the way he studies while
he travels, studies books and his ecolog-
jcal studies. And so, I think poets,
without being preachy, without suc-
cumbing to doggerel, should present
issues and opinions, rewing up the cul-
ture for the next “cycle of improve-
ment" I call it, or revolutionary period,
hopefully without violence.
Jarnot: How much does research over-
lap what Allen did? I know he did a lot
of research on the CIA.
Sanders: I'm not as overt. I do alot of
almost secret research into cases. I've
done a lot of research helping elected
officials in investigating things, such as
illegal dumping by organized crime.
And with respect to the CIA I've done a
lot of gathering of files and informa-
tion for the last 27 years on certain
cases, quietly, because I believe that
there is a class of killers, and I would say
serial killers, that were attracted to clan-
destine government work. These guys—
many of them from the post-World War
IT era are retired and old—some of them
I think may still be in place. Allen's
thing began in 1965 when the federal
narcotics agents tried to get a bunch of
people to set Allen up, and get him
busted, and Allen started looking into
$e connection between the CIA and
e government and illegal X
ing, and came to kind ogare:llir:eg ;i:l.
portion of the people trying to control
it and to make arrests were selling i, Sc::
it became like a scene out of Brecht's

for the curiosit):
And if you don't

Rise and Fall of the Ci
Mahagonny. You know, it Sngs
that a portion of the CIA wepe i
drugs and doing illegal thing ., ulng
money. So Allen, with his "CIA ¢, Taige

tYof

ed oy

Blues” and his speaking out ip pg’ﬁﬁo
¢

are emblems of deportment for ,
I don't know if any of us can ds itpo-e!'
his verve. That's why it's too baq Onwlth
level that he didn’t become . 1a:e
lawyer. He knew how to work thr
bureaucracy to get something don ®
There are examples in his life S
hundreds of examples, where he usté
his uncanny ability to analyze a b\u‘ea:.
cracy to find out whom to call, I'e
come to his house in the 60s ang %05
and seen him on the phone, sy, to
somebody in the governor's office, You
know, most of us would say, well ] be;.
ter write a letter to the paper, but Alle,
would try to call Governor Rockefelle,
and speak to him directly. So he would
to call Clinton for instance, anq
maybe get right through. So the idea js
to overcome shyness. You have to b
your psyche to emulate some of the bet-
ter aspects of Ginsberg's public deport-
ment.
Jarnot: When you were writing 1968; A
History In Verse was there information
that you left out of it because you felt
like you shouldn’t publish it?
Sanders: Well, if you write about a year
and there are many many things—
there’s not room. When ycu create a
book-length poem and then you have
files and boxes of things that possibly
you could use, but you have to make
choices. Sometimes you leave things
out because they're too similar to other
things you write about that are more
emblematic. Mine is a kind of allegory
for American civilization, the 1968
book, it speaks to the best aspects of
America, of which there are plenty, but
also horrible aspects, of which there are
a number. It's almost an allegoricil
thing, archetypal, so I had to make some
decisions. Yeah, but it's true, because |
knew many things that I left out, and
there were some things that I left out for
reasons of privacy, but I didn't putind
lot of material that would be deemed
controversial, but you know, persot
information about other people ‘}_‘“
would just be like trash. You know like
the section “Greta Garbo's Mou
where I was going to do this gossip
sheet. Janis Joplin sometimes told me
about her erotic life~she would fill m¢
in, in great detail. I left that out of u‘
book. Why tell all just because Tell 2 |

N
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ENDOCRINOLOGY MEI-MEI BERSSENBRUGGE, poem  KIKI SMITH, prints

In this collaborative work, the immaterial is examined in physical and mental sensations
taken back to their material source in the endocrine system. These poems continue
Berssenbrugge's brilliant explorations of language and perception in light of changes in
the body's chemistry.

The human body—its interior and exterior organizations (tissues), functions and
surfaces—has been Kiki Smith's artistic subject for many years.

32pp., offset, paperback, alk. paper, 20 lithographs, $15, ISBN 0-932716-41-5

. Limited signed edition with an original print, $125, ISBN 0-932716-42-3

THE WOMAN WITHOUT EXPERIENCES PATRICIA DIENSTFREY, prose/poetry

“What a strange and fleeting and yet oddly indelible piece of work this is! The admirable Kelsey St. Press, which publishes
some of the most exciting work written by women today, is to be congratulated once again. I urge those who find the current
pre-fab state of American fictions deplorable, with its condescending and cynical formulations, to read Patricia Dienstfrey’s
The Woman Without Experiences. It is ot easy to break from the formal constraints of the typical short story and novel,

and only a very few books of contemporary fiction have been able to create new spaces to inhabit.
—CAROLE MASO, The Women's Review of Books
144pp., $12, ISBN 0-932716-37-7

REBECCA LETTERS LAYNIE BROWNE, prose-poems

This collection of prose-poems is the dazzling work of a young writer exploring the grammars of ancestral history and
language. There is an old voice here retrieved from epic narrative and family documents. It shapes a poetry of shattered
continuities, broken objects, and bright shifts between thought and dream, wonder and tart humor, disjunct and lyric tones.
The desire to bring the past through present time into the future gives Rebecca Letters immediate significance as a peculiarly
late twentieth century project.

80pp., offset, $10, ISBN 0-932716-43-1

ARCADE ERICA HUNT, poems ALISON SAAR, woodcuts

“Through subway misadventures and interruptive phone calls, the poet is always present

as a woman in and of the world. Saar, whose work appeared in the 1993 Whitney

Biennial, focuses this collaboration between two African-American women with 12 stark,
haunting drawings (six on vellum) of black women and men in seemingly allegorical poses.”
—Publishers Weekly

56pp., $15, ISBN 0-932716-39-3

: Limited signed edition with original woodcut, $125, ISBN 0-932716-40-7
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STRIPPED TALES BARBARA GUEST, poems ANNE DUNN, drawings

“Poet Barbara Guest and painter Anne Dunn, who have long been friends, collaborate for the first time in Stripped
Tales....Guest's series of highly reduced poetic narratives is interspersed with duotone drawings (six on vellum) by Dunn.”
—Publishers Weekly

48pp., $14 ISBN 0-932716-36-9

Limited signed edition with original drawing, $50, ISBN 0-932716-38-5
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you to tell? I did leave things out that
didn’t make sense to put in.

Jarnot: Do you think that you learned a

lot about yourself from that project? I
mean you learned what the FBI knew
about you, right?

Sanders: Yes. I was always too shy to
read my FBI files and I finally read
through them. Well, you live your own
life. You have your own time track and
your little portable zone—your body
and ten-feet around your body that you
travel in life with—and through that year
you go interact with the people that
come into that ten foot zone by phone
calls, by vision, by conversations, what-
ever—that’s your experience of that
year. So if you want to make a year
more living—that's why I use the image
of creating a living structure—if you
start bringing in other things, and
other strands of information about
what other people were doing at the
same time, it does help you to fill in to
understand the broader picture. So
doing that kind of research is like a
three-dimensional sculpture. It's a
sculptural thing where the year becomes

like a living sculpture and th‘e other
aspects of the sculpture are outside your

zone, and it helps you to m:)derstand-
So yes, if you're asking did it help me
understand what I did or my own expe-
riences the answer is a resounding yes,
for sure. I tracked a bunch of people—
I call them time tracks, where you
track—the analogy would be like a
multi-track recording studio where you
have 24 tracks and each one is going
along in time with an instrument or
something happening on it, am.i for a
whole book of poetry—a mulu-tr.ack
book—yeah, you have parallel track?ﬂg
and every once in a while you bring
information from these paraUel tracks
into the book, into the flow of the book
where it makes sense. So then it's like a
24-track mix, and you bring some
things to the foreground and submerge
other things at different points in the
flow of time. So you're like a maestro,
or to use that metaphor, you're like a
recording engineer that's mixing and
bringing some things out at one point
and pulling them back at other points.
Jarnot: How much of that comes out of
Olson?

Sanders: Well, Olson was kind of pre-
electronic, but he had some good ideas.
He was the first guy I knew that cared
about wetlands. In the 60s there was
this thing called urban renewal where
they were determined to do away with
poverty, and one of the things the anti-
poverty program did was tear down
buildings and build new buildings.
And doing that does a couple of things.
It gives jobs to the construction busi-
ness, and to the paving business, and it
creates jobs. But in the town where
Olson lived, Gloucester, they were
attempting to fill in some of these tidal
wetlands which he would walk by—he was
a walker. He loved to walk in the town
he was writing about, so he didn’t want
these beautiful tidal oceanic wetlands to
?)e destr‘oyed. and the same way with the
interesting old houses, the federal or
greek revival from the 19th century that
they would tear down to put up a park-
ing lot. And he would fight against that.
But his techniques I followed a lot, and
some of his writing techniques such ag
the shamanic rev-up method of writin,
where he would study things, study }5;
s rymaon e e ¥, and
stuff down. That's a deﬁ);?i\tlewr::,g:l‘s
method for writing certain secﬁgns of :
work that contains history—where you

have a bunch of files anq notes and you

study them carefully, and then
what Robert Duncan called )’Oury?'t get
tones’—you get your musculag Ody
your bios rewed up like a g, Y ang
and then out comes this Poetry Tacey,
can be useful in historic poe ; at

distill the essence of a thing, S; lIt Can
something to him. And s, aHO}\:&

observations in Projective Ver.
is now a manifesto that's from 1950
it's 47 years old, but like good wriy; s
often has useful material for the gt
sent, and his perception thy,
insight must lead directly to amt}(:ne
and his metaphor of the poem 5, hier};
energy construct, where the miEd
receives energy, or it's like a high eney..
gy grid, so that the mind Peading it
receives this energy as it proceeds down
the page. So what that's saying i 1
charge your language with energy, 1,
work on it so that it doesn’t haye an
points where it doesn’t discharge thy,
energy, or that élan, or dare we yge the
word beauty. It'skind of a macho image
really. Why not have part of your poems
without any energy at all and just sort of
like a tidal pool? Of course a tida]
pool’s full of life forms—crustaceans
and sea urchins and pieces of kelp, and
eaten claws of lobsters. Anyway Olson
wrote this poem called "Maximus from
Dogtown I" which completely revised
my thinking on how poetry could be
written because I'd been influenced a
lot by the long lined "Howl" and Olson
was much more systematically mytho-
logical than Ginsberg. He had Egyptian
elements and all kinds of mythic ele-
ments in his story about this guy who
wrestles a bull in Dogtown Meadow and
the bull's like this symbol of the uni-
verse. And finally the bull kills this guy
because it grows up. Anyway, you'd have
to read the poem. So, I read that, and
then I started putting out Fuck You: A
Magazine of the Arts and I started writ-
ing to Olson, sending issues. And he
wrote back. And he had read "Poem
from Jail" which is a mythopoetic thing:
The basic structure of it is a re-creation
of the Demeter/Persephone myth in the
nuclear era, against the background ofs
doomsday machine. Olson's the only
one who ever picked up on that. H‘e
understood its mythology, thata lot of it
was borrowed from Hesiod's Theogony
which we both loved, and I knew by
heart because I'd just taken a course ’t;
NYU in Hesiod's Theogony, so I h?
that thing memorized, almost. So
Olson wrote me letters. He wrote f"e
about 50 or 60 letters treating me i
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an equal. Iwasa22-year-old kid. Idid-
n't even know Ginsberg yet. I knew
nobody. I was afraid of becoming inti-
mate with these heroes.

Jarnot: How much does New York
School writing influence your work? I
mean we're talking about Olson and
Ginsberg, but you were also a major part
of the New York School, being on the
Lower East Side, and hanging out with
Ted Berrigan...

Sanders: And Frank O'Hara. I didn't
see O'Hara very much, but he was very
supportive. And Ashbery was very sup-
portive when I was a young man. We
would have some conversations. He
wanted me to put together a book of
poetry and he encouraged me, that he
would help get it published under that
foundation that was set up after Frank
died. And when I was arrested for Fuck
You: A Magazine of the Arts, Ashbery
appeared in court, as did Kenneth Koch,
to be expert witnesses. They weren't
called on to testify, but they were there,
Kenneth Koch holding a tennis racket
and John Ashbery in the front row of the
state supreme court in lower Manhattan
in the summer of 1967. So, how much
was the influence? Quite a bit, O'Hara
particularly—those city walking poems—of
which Ron Padgett is also a master—of the
gazing around while you're walking—it's a
variety of the buddhist pacing meditation
type of thing that Gary Snyder picked up
on in Mountains and Rivers Without
End, the idea of walking through an
environment and observing, and
Apollinaire walking through Paris. And
picking up information as you're walking
and buying your Gauloises and checking
out the new Art Forum and saying hello
to a friend, that idea of using your body
where your body and your heartbeat is
part of it. That was an important lesson
to me—that it wasn't just zen monks that
could pace their white sand gardens in
Kyoto—but it was also Frank O'Hara on
the way to work at the Museum of Modern
Art. That was an incident where you
could create poetry. And then of course
Ted Berrigan and I were close friends for
a number of years, and his writing was an
influence. I often thought I sounded just
like Ted, I often emulated his speech pat-
terns and the way he looked at things.
Jarnot: So how did you manage to end
up on the Lower East Eide, from the
Midwest?

Sanders: Well New York University was in
Washington Square Park and there were
all these interesting types that hung out in
Washington Square Park, especially early

in the morning in the summertime.
I was living at the Hotel Colburne off
Washington Square in a little 17-dol-
lar-a-week room there in the sum-
mer of 1959. I'd go to Washington
Square while all the street sweepers
were there and all these bohemians
were hanging out, guys with names
like Billy Budd, stuff I've written
about in Volume 1 of Tales of
Beatnik Glory— "Vulture Egg Matzoh
Brei” is the story that deals with that.
But they kept talking about this thing
called “the East Side.” So one day I
took a walk with some people to get
some peyote and there was the East
Side and the West Side and there was
this no man's/no woman's land there
that they literally sprinted through,
just between Broadway and Ist
Avenue—and then you were at this
other place called the East Side where
I quickly learned there were all these
cheap apartments, and all these
painters with things in the store-
fronts.

Jarnot: So you were studying Classics
at that point. Did you go to NYU to
do that?

Sander: No. I went there because it
had a good graduate program in
rocket science and I wanted to be a
rocket scientist or physicist at one
point because 1958 when I first went
to NYU was the time that Alan
Shepard went overhead, the Mercury
Program. For a lonely young insecure
poet boy from the Midwest it seemed
like a kind of nice loner thing to do,
go up in a rocket and orbit the earth.
So that was the reason I went to NYU.
But my mother had passed away in
1957 and my mother had always said
that a gentleman knew Greek and
Latin. So in high school I took
Latin, and I wasn't very skilled at it,
but it helped me. So in honor of my
mother who passed away when I was
in high school I decided to take
Greek. I had thought I should take
Russian, because obviously they were
the competitors and they were going
into space also, but anyway I decided
to take Greek. It'sa difficult language
to get going in but I quickly started to
study Greek poetry. Almost immedi-
ately they make you take an Iliad and
Odyssey course, which really changed
my life. And then I had some really
good teachers at NYU—Dr. Bluma
Trell was one of them. I tooka Greek
lyric poetry class with her where she
was able to explain these meters.

We're not talking iambic pentameter—
but very complicated and variegated
meters. So I was able to, through her,
jump right into Sappho and Simonides
and Anacreon and Stesichorus—a lot of
Greek poets that opened me up to
meter. So after a while I decided to
change my major to Classics and that's
what I graduated in ultimately in 1964.
I took a lot of mathematics but I really
wasn't cut out to be a rocket scientist.
Jarnot: What about the origins of your
political consciousness?
Sanders: My parents were like
Stevensonian Democrats in a very con-
servative area and they were always vol-
unteering for things. Like in the 50s
there was a big drive in America to do
away with one-room school houses and
have consolidated school districts on
the grounds you could get a better edu-
cation. My parents were involved in
that and reorganizing school districts.
When Roosevelt died my parents went
out on the front steps of our house and
we all wept. So Roosevelt was like a
hero to my parents’ generation. My
parents would sneer at Joseph
McCarthy and the McCarthy hearings.
I knew about people like Norman
Thomas and I knew a little bit about
the 30s, because even in the 40s where
I was raised in a rural area of Missouri,
hobos would come because we were a
quarter mile from the train tracks.
The rule was that they weren't allowed
in the house, but we were to feed them.
So it was a knowledge of the 30s and
memories of the horror of the 30s
were very ingrained in the conscious-
ness of my family. So then when I got
to New York I picked up issues of a
great publication of the time called
LF. Stone's Weekly which taught me
that there's a sub-surface to everything;
you can't believe what you see on tele-
vision or what you hear on the radio or
read in the newspapers. There's always
a subtext, there's always a reason,
there's always an underlying set of
muscles and sinews that are really
explaining what's going on. Then I got
exposed to things like the Monthly
Review which was a socialist publica-
tion and I began to follow the Cuban
Revolution through the Monthly
Review and there were other left wing
publications I began to read and I
slowly began to read and study things.
Now I had no idea—they didn't
talk about Buchenwald back in
Missouri, so when in the late 50s the
[continued on page 28]
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by
Anne Waldman

“HurrRY Up. IT's TIME. :
ON ALLEN GINSBERG
& WILLIAM BURROUGHS

milling about. Other fm
arrived from Germany, from
Hungary, from Italy, from NCWYork_
We travelled with poet Nanao Saka; of
Japan and the Plastic People rock
band in a big tour bus around the
country. We were given medals (5
poets) at the prestigious university.
All the guys got out of the bus to pee
on the grounds of the ghostly
Timorin nuclear plant, a disastroy,
bane of the land. We read poetry ang
performed to thousands and thoy-

Allen Ginsberg and [ travelled to what mer-
cifully was to become the Czech Republic right after the
Velvet Revolution, April 1990. Minutes before landing
Allen was composing his "Return of Kral Majales” (his
return and echo of celebrated King of May poem com-
memorating time he'd been paper-crowned 25 years ear-
lier to much fanfare and political fuss and intrusion):
“And I am King of May with high blood pressure, diabetes,
gout, Bell's palsy, kidney stones and calm eyeglasses.” I
glanced at him sideways on the plane as he scribbled in his
notebook with the elegant Mont Blanc pen, not wanting to
distract him. He was fiercely intent on composing this
poem for such a major occasion. He wanted to make a rit-
ual offering. It was a real homecoming. We were ceremo-
niously welcomed at the airport by a warm crowd of
friends, reporters, photographers. As we settled into a
modest apartment, messages were coming in from friends
and wellwishers all over Prague. A lot of media attention.
Allen was accorded the singular role of Ambassador of
Sanity from the West. Vaclav Havel, visibly admiring and
touched by Allen’s presence, sat in the front row at the
small crowded smoky rock club where we performed. We
had several private interviews with him. Havel told us he
was pleased and charmed to have hosted the Dalai Lama
who'd given him mantras for meetings with difficult heads
of state (he kept them handy on a little piece of crumpled
paper in his wallet!). Friends showed us samizdat carbon
copies of "Howl” (along with warped Bob Dylan records)
they'd kept under their floorboards that kept them going
during the endless long repressive years under Soviet block
rule. Allen's example, his political activism on behalf of
silenced folk everywhere, his fiery compassionate poetry
inspired hope and conjured the possibilities of freedom,
both artistic and personal. What love people had for him,
what delight on seeing him again (some of these folks had
been children 25 years before but remembered Allen
vividly.) He crowned the new King of May in a huge gath-
ering in the main plaza, thousands of cheerful locals

H o

sands of beer-guzzling cigareue-smokjng dungareed kids,
where Allen would introduce me as his "spiritual wife,”

Allen was modest, humble, curious about everyone
clse, asking as many questions as he was being asked in 5
long string of interviews and conversations. He was con-
cerned about Havel and kept saying to me “What a job he's
got! Do you think he can hold it together?" A main con-
cern was how to deal with all the petty criminals and snitch-
ers. Amnesty for everyone? One night back in Prague
Allen and I gave meditation instruction to a young woman
in the middle of a loud disco club. Allen suggested she ask
three times, the traditional way to request Dharma teach-
ing and she did and he was pleased. "“This will help, med-
itation can help here,” he said, his voice rising over the
insistent beat of the empty-hearted drum machines.

PYas

William Seward Burroughs left his body behind August
2, 1997 in Lawrence, Kansas. The undertaker did a fine
job for the open casket ceremony held the evening of the
6th at the Liberty Hall in Lawrence. William looked lumi-
nous, peaceful, his forehead somehow lifting toward the
future, if such a thing is possible. He wore a tawny-colored
velvet Moroccan vest dear old friend Brion Gysin, depart-
ed some years back now, had given him. His honorific flo-
rets from the French and American academies were pinned
to his left jacket (an elegant one) lapel. His hat and signa-
ture cane rested on the fine cherrywood coffin. Schubert's
“Fantasie” from Sonata Opus no. 78 played as over a hun-
dred folk-mostly friends from William's 16 years in
Lawrence entered the Hall, The ceremony began as James
Grauerholtz's mother Selda sang "For All The Saints Who
From Their Labours Rest” to piano accompaniment.
David Ohle read aloud “Ulysses” by Alfred Lord Tennyson:
one of William's favorite poems, and Tim Miller of the
Uni\.ler sity of Kansas's religion department officiated,
reminding us that we too had to “pick up the torch”
- the passing of William and Allen Ginsberg to main-
tain our basic human (and artistic) freedoms of lifestyle:
o D

=




independence, self-expression, and
how precious they are and how pre-
cious these men were and their exam-
ples still are. Joujouka music, Ry
Cooder's "Paris, Texas", Louis
Armstrong's "St. Louis Blues" (with
Bessie Smith), and other recordings
were piped in. Various personal
items—including a gun, and a
"joint"-were added into the casket
before it was closed, presumed accou-
trements for the difficult journey into
the Western Lands—the place of the
dead in Egyptian mythology that held
such fascination for William (see his
book The Western Lands which
describes this afterlife). The next
morning close friends accompanied
the elegant white hearse in a motor-
cade five hours to Belle Florette
cemetary in St. Louis, Missouri to the
Burroughs' family plot presided over
by 2 monument to William Seward
Burroughs Senior of Adding Machine
fame, a monument erected to "his
genius” by his loyal workers and col-
leagues. Friends said farwell, making
little speeches and personal statements
at the gravesite. John Giorno gave a
rousing invocation, James
Grauerholtz a humble, respectful
eulogy. Patti Smith sang "Oh Dear
What Can the Matter Be 6ohnny's So
Long At The Fair)." I read the last
lines from The Western Lands:

The old writer couldn't write anymore
because he had reached the end of words,
the end of what can be done with words.
And then? "British we are, British we stay."
How long can one hang on in Gilbralter,
with the tapestries where mustached riders
with scimitars hunt tigers, the ivory balls
one inside the other, bare seams showing,
the long tearoom with mirrors on both
sides and the tired fuschia and rubber
plants, the shops selling English marme-
lade and Fortnum & Mason's tea...clinging
to their Rock like the rock apes, clinging
always to less and less.

In Tangier the Parade Bar is closed.
Shadows are falling on the Mountain.

"Hurry up, please. It's time."
The casket was placed in large metal
outercasing by efficient men in hard
hats, earth moving machines standing
by, and was lowered into the good
Missouri sod. But looking at the
imposing box we knew he'd already
escaped. Steven Lowe had said it a few
moments before, paraphrasing
William, "the point is not to live but to
travel,"

PoeM For ALLEN GINSBERG

Wherever you hover, Spirit, mind-deep in space

Where God signs his name in hydrogen italics

Among Oort cloud comets that brought water to Earth

For our throats’ thirsts and tears for our eyes;

Where you touch ethereal fingers to wingtips of eagles;

Or under the world’s oceans admonishing sharks

To clamp their teeth into little fish more thoughtfully;

Or lounging among Cherry Valley ferns, watching with daisies’ eyes
Through a lattice of tree twigs a red sun sliver

Slide below the horizon's rim; nightfall crickets chirp

The compact epics of their lives; or sitting with us

Invisible in the 13th Street Fifth floor eyrie

As church bells toll the heartbeat of time into song,

Now you know all, Allen, while earthbound our senses fail.

You can see time gone and time to come, how the Cosmos started and ends,
How the rose builds its lovely carbon body out of photons and rain.
You watch the girl in her bedroom cursing the face in the mirror,
You watch the long legged stripling toss

Basketballs through hoops — move on, you're past all sex.

Well, hardline Capitalism triumphed in your time,

It had to, crushing your outcries in a torrent of plastic,
Toyotas, color TV, computers, digital disks;

The doe-eyed, the misfits still cram jails and bughouses,
The Statue of David shines in the Academy

While Europe and Africa pile up their corpse mountains.

So shower your pity on the nation you scolded;

Pity our soldier dragged in Mogadishu dust,

Pity the homeless in their cardboard chapels,

Pity the neck-slashed girl and the death cell halfwit,

Pity our midnight soul fears and dark dream tremors;

Pity our workplace gouging of each other

That our children not fall under the spiked wheel of poverty,
Pity the comrades you wordlessly deserted,

Pity your brother’s self-pity, the vanity of his grief.

Pity the human race and its illusion of permanence.

Eugene Brooks

April 1997
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“Maximize Information:
Pay Attention to the Particulars

by
Steven Taylor

”

I knew Allen for exactly twenty-one years,
which is half of my life, and with the exception of
Peter Orlovsky and Bob Rosenthal, perhaps nobody
spent more time with him than I did. Allen was vast
and particular, like a haiku. I will relate a few of the
facts of our meeting and parting.

My family came to the US in 1965. School in
America was an unrelieved nightmare. College was
slightly better because anything was better than high
school, but I hadn't a clue where to go from there. I
had read Kerouac, but of Allen’s work I only knew
"Howl, Part II," which was in an anthology my father
had given me. "What sphinx of cement and aluminum
bashed open their skulls and ate up their brains and
imagination?" Wow.

One afternoon in the spring of 1976 I went to the
student center at my college and settled into a big easy
chair to wait for Allen's poetry reading. I dozed off.
In my dream Allen needed a guitarist and I was it and
everything changed.

Allen was to talk and take questions for a while,
then there'd be a break, then he'd do a reading. At
the break the host professor, whom I knew, intro-
duced me to Allen who asked if I would sit in. I went
home for my guitar.

We began with music. I copped the changes from
listening and watching Allen’s right hand on the har-
monium. It wasn’t hard. Allen played everything with
three chords in the keys of C, G, and A. At some
point we did Blake's “Nurse's Song” from the Songs
of Innocence and I made a vocal round of the last
line of the verse. Allen had had lots of guitarists sit in,
but he'd never had one who sang harmony. He went
ecstatic and repeated the refrain far too many times.

B

After the show he said he was about to make a record
and that the musicians had already been hired, but |
should come and check out the rehearsal. Soon after
that, I drove my father’s car to Paterson to Louis and
Edith Ginsberg’s apartment. There I met Allen’s
brother Eugene and their stepmother Edith and
father Louie, who shook my hand and asked, “So,
Taylor, what do you do?” I remember the humor and
generous attentiveness of those elderly people. I had
never met anyone like them.

At the rehearsal I met John Scholl, David
Mansfield, and Arthur Russell who suggested that I
play the recording session. Next day I found myself at
CBS with John Hammond. He was very patient with
my out-of-sync vocals, advising me to shift my posi-
tion in order to watch Allen’s lips and match his
enunciation. After the session Allen invited me
downtown to his apartment. I declined, saying I had
to get back to my parents’ house in Jersey. Next day he
phoned and said he'd run into John and Yoko and
had dinner with them. I knew Lennon’s songs inside
out, all the changes, every phoneme, After the week's
events, meeting John and Yoko would have been too
fnuch. But things were changing, life was getting
interesting.,

Allen and I played together occasionally through
the fall, winter, and spring of 19%77. I'd spend occa-
sional weekends with him in New York and we'd take
long, late night walks and talk about everything under
:}:; sun. We made a deal early on that we'd tell each

er all our secrets, What did we talk about? It's a
secret. Allen asked if I would be interested in apart-
ment-sitting and collecting his mail during July. It
;:c!’triled t(.)hm the.re was more to house-sitting than col-

ng the mail. For one thing, there were the bank
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accounts, which I managed to royally
screw up, for another, there was the
Committee on Poetry which was then
collecting and distributing contribu-
tions for various writers in need. That I
didn’t screw up. There were files on pet
issues like CIA dope, Leary's legal woes,
FBI cointelpro, police state misinfor-
mation, and there was the vast corre-
spondence. There were Rolodexes that
required periodic updating and junk
mail to sort through for good lines for
poems. There was archive material to be
boxed up and shipped off to be expertly
misappropriated. It was overwhelming.
Somewhere in there it was decided that I
wouldn’t be going back to college.

Then in the spring of 1978 Allen,
Peter, and I went to Europe for twelve
weeks. We were a great team. Allen han-
dled the star chores, I handled the
phone calls, and Peter handled logistics.
We traveled light: three duffel bags, a
small harmonium, two guitars, and a
banjo. Each venue would give us a fee
and a rail ticket to the next town. If we
didn’t like a place or were restless, after
the show we'd get a train to the next
venue. Mornings we'd go shopping for
lunch supplies. We'd split up and search
the delicatessens and town markets for
the foulest cheeses we could find and
then unveil them at lunch in our train
compartment.

Peter: “OK what you got, Stevie?” I
unwrap my cheese. The aroma of old
sneakers and swamp gas drifts aloft.
“Not bad, not bad, but that ain’t noth-
ing compared to this!” He shoves a wad
of multicolored glop under our noses to
a collective “woah!” Allen’s next, he
unwraps his contestant Jesus! That's
disgusting! Hahaha!!!” Then we'd eat it
with heavy-grained bread and apples.

We toured once or twice a year for a
few years. Allen's capacity for work was
staggering. I used to plead with him:
"People will line up day and night to talk
to you if you let them. You have to get
more sleep.” Sometimes I'd get really
furious because he'd say "Call Vienna
today and tell them we're arriving on
Monday at noon." And 1'd say, "I will."
And he'd hound me until I got up from
breakfast and made the call. Then the
guy in Vienna would say, "You're the
third person that's called about this,
what's the problem?" Allen would gum
up the works with redundant informa-
tion, and then when something went
wrong he'd hop up and down, "I told

you they'd get it all wrong! I knew it!"
Once in London on a particularly gru-
eling tour there was to be a day off.
"What you going to do on our day off?"
"I don't know." I did know, I knew there
wouldn't be a day off. When the sup-
posed day off arrived I stayed in bed later
than usual. I could feel him getting anx-
ious in the next room. Finally, about 10
o'clock he burst in, "We have shopping
to do and calls to make, so GET UP!"
He was terrified of down time. He'd
spend a morning off furiously making
calls to guarantee the afternoon would
be overbooked.

Allen was endlessly patient with me.
We used to joke that I was his teacher,
but really he was mine. There can be
great benefits from friendships between
older and younger people. If every
young person could have such a friend
as | had, the world would be a much bet-
ter place.

In the mid-80s, the big marathon
tours were eliminated. Allen was going
into his 60s, and it was time to slow
down. I went back to college and fin-
ished my degree. I toured with other
bands. Later I went to graduate school.
We spent summers at Naropa in
Boulder, Colorado and took occasional
short trips to play colleges and art cen-
ters. The last round of such gigs took
place in the spring of '96. Allen's ener-
gy was flagging some. He'd calmed down
a lot over the twenty years I'd known
him. He got kinder, wiser, and more
generous all the time. On one of our
last trips he told me, "I'm 70 now, and
I'm finally having fun. I just hope I'm
around a bit longer to enjoy it."

Allen called on December 2, ‘96 to
checkin. I said "T'll have to call you back.
We're in labor.” "Ho ho!” he said. We
named the boy after our fathers and
Allen. In February of this year we took
the baby with us to New York. Allen was
in bed in Massachusetts recovering from
a bad reaction to a new medication. He
flew home to see us. On the evening of
his arrival I cooked a big pot of chicken
soup. Allen had taught me to make
chicken soup twenty years before. Now I
was giving him a really good low-salt
meal. He was delighted. Next morning
George Condo came over and played
Dowland songs on his lute and made
charcoal drawings of Allen sitting up in
his bed. Allen had a picture of our son
in his bedroom. Now they met and
spent some time playing together on the

big captain's bed where we'd talked all
night occasionally for two decades.
After a few hours with him, we flew
back to Colorado.

On Easter Saturday, March 29, I
woke up feeling some huge change had
taken place and thought, inexplicably,
“maybe he's gone.” He had called a few
days before to say he had decided to
stop traveling to Boston to see the car-
diologist, that he would develop a team
of doctors close to home. There had
been problems with overdosing on
blood pressure medicine and the dia-
betes was making the heart medicine
doses hard to stabilize. The New York
doctors took him off all medication
and had him in the hospital to watch
what would happen. He said, "I haven’t
felt this good in years.”

That afternoon Judy and the baby
and I went to the Mother Cabrini
shrine in Golden, about twenty miles
from our house in Boulder. We lit
candles and I sat in the chapel thinking
about Allen. I always think of him in
churches because we visited so many on
our tours. I thought about our visit to
the Church of the Holy Sepulcher in
Jerusalem, Allen's first mass, where he
bowed, Buddhist style, to the startled
bishop before taking the communion
wafer, and how excited he was when the
priest said “"Share the sign of peace with
your neighbor.” “Wow. Do they always
do this?” he said, "this is great!” as he
vigorously shook hands with a pack of
bewildered French nuns.

Next morning Allen called: "I'm at
Beth Israel. I can see my window from
this window. Anyway, the doctor came
in and I said well what's the news and
he said not good and I said cancer and
he said yes. And I said any operation or
remedy? And he said no. They gave me
four to five months. But I've been
weakening, I can tell, and I think
maybe only one or two. I was amazed
how calm I was. Some kind of equa-
nimity; must have been all those years
of Buddhist lectures, sitting. And I've
finished a complete book of poems.
Just the other day, last finishing touch-
es, a big huge book. So a nice farewell.
So that's the score. I'll miss you. I love
you. I always have. Carry on! Cheers!"

I'was to go to Italy with the Fugs in
a few days, and had planned on flying
out direct and then stopping in New
York on the way back. I asked him if I
should change my ticket and fly in




ahead of the tour and he said no, there’s
time, he'd see me after the trip, maybe
we could do some recording. Half of the
time we talked about what we'd do when

we saw each

other, and the other half we

talked as if this would be our last conver-
sation. I asked if he had any new songs

and he sang
away. Gone
say. "

: "Gone gone gone. All gone
gone gone. Aint no more to

That afternoon T was at a hundred-
year-old synagogue in Denver fora con-
cert. While waiting for the show to start,
I scanned some book shelves at the back
of the auditorium and took down an old
dusty volume of Francis Bacon's essays,
Opened it at random, and read: “There
is nothing under heaven, saving a true
friend, unto which my heart doth lean.
And this dear freedom hath begotten
me this peace, that I mourn not for that
end which must be, nor spend one wish
to have one minute added to the uncer-

tain date of

my years.”

Three days later I left for Milan.
Next evening, after an al] day rehearsal,
Judy called me at the hotel with the news
that Allen had had a stroke and was not
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i Allen
ed to regain consciousness.
:‘:II:; cr:m onceg;lat he'd complamec:h t:t
his Tibetan meditation teacher :
there was no time to meditate regug;‘( y
and the teacher had said th'?t was ,
"just remember the sl.ty. .The sky
became a regular motif in his poetry.
He sang about being "under"the ;nll};tg
sky," and in "Plutonian Qde he
about going out into the empty, deep,
and spacious . . . wakened space.

The sky over Milan is actually' empty,
it just goes forever. I feel like I'm with
Allen, because for years to tour was to be
with him, and because the top is off my
head and I'm full of the sky which is him
going out and I'm electrified. :

Next morning, back at the studio,
Coby, our drummer, teaches the Fugsa
new song. We tack a tag line on the end
and it becomes the center piece of a set
we'll dedicate to Allen. It goes like this:

The moon won't shine. There is no sun
I light my way with the fire from a gun
Oh yeah. Oh no.

A river of blood just makes red mud
And those who suffer suffer as it flows
And it flows endlessly.

Poets of the earth come light the lamp
[luminate the hidden path

Showusthe way. Take a chance, Say the prayer
Allen Ginsberg goes. Allen Ginsberg goes
Allen Ginsberg goes.

The set starts out with me singing
Allen's lyrics for "Amazing Grace”,

I dreamed I dwelt in a homeless place
Where I was lost alone.

Folk looked right through me into space
And passed with eyes of stone,

Ising it in the studio anq hear it ag
the complaint of a ghost and choke up.
We start again. The set will include
readings of Allen's poems in Italian ang
alot of gospel-style hannomzmg' ing. It will
go beautifully in concert. We decide to
knock off ear)

archivist, Bill Morgan, and then to Bob,
who fills me in on the details. I think of
Allen saying "When my father died,
Chogyam Trungpa Ry Poche said, "o

him go and continye your celebratioy

I call Ed's room and he and g,
come OVer to my room and (q 5 r;m
down and we sit and talk abouyt Alle, s

I realize we're sitting Shiva, and eln }:ld
Allen saying, "I'm a Buddbhist Jg,, « I -

I'm glad Gelek Rimpoche yay ﬂ‘erexz
handle everything, and that | feel Proyg
of Allen, that he did a good job of ; d
says Allen was always fearless. He 82y5 one
time in the sixties they were a¢ Ed'shogy.
store and a bunch of loca] kids Were
throwing rocks at the Place ang bein
generally aggressive and Allen went o
to talk to them and one kid haq 2 hup,.
ing arrow with a big razor point Poised 1,
stab him and Allen got down on his
knees in front of the kid and the kid hes-
itated and then backed off, Ed says,
“That's guts, man. I would haye gotten
out of there."

By the time everyone's talkeq out,
they're hungry but I'm jet lagged and 1o,
tired to go out. Coby says they'll bring
me something back. I watch Netanyah,
fuck up the Israeli-Palestinian situation
on the CNN for a while and fa]] asleep,
Dream of AG. How will we recognize
one another? Pure delight in friend-
ship, flash of the purple heart of the
pansy in the hedgerow, the chickadee's
descending minor third.

Wake up in the van doing 130 kph
through  spring green white cliff
Tuscany, the most delicately exquisite
landscape on earth. The Italian newspa-
Pers are running big stories on Allen.
The Corriere della Serra has an excel-
lent, detailed piece by Fernanda Pivano.
I1 Manifesto, the communist paper, has
a full front-page photo of Allen.
Another paper inexplicably decribes him
as “the poet of the family.” One of the
Papers runs a beautiful Ferlinghetti
poem,

Our first show in Florence is an
appearance at a new hookstore, City
Lights Italia. The place is so mobbed
when we arrive that the van has to part
the crowd and the guys have to plunge

ugh the masses to get into the shop.
I've been avoiding these scenes ;01' yea\&l.
and I'm hungry, so I dodge down
block for a sandwich. After a while the
crowd thins out and I go in, unpack my
guitar, and Coby and I do an unzss
hearsed, boisterous "Carpe Diem.
Sing, cuckoo, sing. Death is a'c°mm§
in. Sing, cuckoo, sing. Death is a-com ¢
ing in. You can't out-think the ”fgd °_
death. Sing, cuckoo, sing. You cantout

ink the angel of death. Sing, cuckoo,

.




N

sing. Death is a-coming in.

Fernanda is there. Aside from a brief
hello in Milan, I haven't seen her since
Allen and I toured with her in the late
70s. She hugs me and says, "Allen will
protect you." Allen will hover about
looking after me? I guess it's true one
way or another.

Next morning I have a quick whip
around the Uffizi Gallery. Leonardo's
Annunciation is astounding, and
Michelangelo’s Holy Family is a pure
shot of Love. I remember countless
gallery visits with AG. He would look at a
painting for a long time, narrating all

naked babes while man leans on a skinned
elbow, uncomfortable and lonesome on a
great lump of limestone. The woman
snake tips Eve to what's up and boom,
angry old Nobodaddy explodes across the
ceiling, catches mamma with her pants
down, and cancels her food stamps.

Near the hotel an energetic old
woman flits like a sandpiper along the Via
Principe Amadeo, darting into shops
singing "Regini per la bambini!" (Coins
for the babies?) to an excellent and
ancient tune. Back in Milan we spend one
last night in the Hotel Baviera. Allen is on
the CNN playing a gig somewhere with

Meena Alexander, Sherman Alexie
Amiri Baraka, Donna Brook
Jeffery Conway, Jordan Davis
Connie Deanovich, Joe Elliot
Elaine Equi, foamola, Josephine foo
Merry Fortune, Amy Gerstler
Carla Harryman, Richard Hell
David Henderson
Robert Hershon, Mitch Highfill

Patricia Spears Jones, Bill Luoma
Ange Mlinko, Eileen Myles
Wang Ping, Laurie Price, Tom Savage
Elio Schneeman, Sparrow
Lorenzo Thomas, Lynne Tillman
Paul Violi, Lewis Warsh

the minute details. Most of the time in
the early years I hadn't the patience for
it. So there's a tiny little man shitting in
the corner of an Avercamp landscape?
Great. Next.

Two days later we're doing Rome in
aday because a day is all we've got. We get
a bus to the Vatican and head toward the
Sistine Chapel. On the way we stop in to
the Vatican Post Office for postcards of
the Pope making weird secret hand ges-
tures at us. Michelangelo's ceiling is a
magnificent cartoon of the original
protection racket which is the state.
Authority reclines in the company of

Stefan Said.

In the morning we load out for the
ride to the airport. We say goodbye to
Tuli; he's going on to England to do
research for his musical comedy, "Marx in
London." I wonder if it will ever open on
Broadway. I wonder if the Fugs will ever
tour again. Ed says we have invitations to
go to Japan, so maybe we'll hit it one
more time. Meanwhile there's work to
do. Ed says we have to go home now and
figure out what to do in America without
Allen Ginsberg.

Payment of $25 entitles readers to 4 issues of
The World, distributed approximately twice a
year. Single issues are available for $7 each.
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Make check or money order payable to:
THE POETRY PROJECT
ST. MARK'S CHURCH
131 EasT 10TH ST. NY, NY, 10003
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WRITING WORKSHOPS AT THE POETRY PROJECT

: ay evenings S€SS S
In this workshop, participants will do assignments, read poets such as Henri Michaux, Frank O'Hara, Francis
Ponge and KenncLE Igoch, and will learn how to rigorously edit and review their work. As Rick Pernod from
Exoterica says, “Frank Lima was an outstanding teacher and provided insight, encouragement and a deep knowl-
edge of his craft to our workshop partici ants.’

Frank Lima is a poet and teacher of the culi arts. A student of Frank O'Hara and Kenneth Koch, his new

book, Inventory: New and Selected Poems, the first to be gu}}:lisiled in over 20 years, is being published by Hard
chool.

Press this fall. He also teaches at the New York Restaurant

t148 g DI'XS| i CX 25 SES De 4 5 ex 1
The focus of the workshop will be to build on what we know and do as poets in an attempt to create something
we've never done before, or has ever been done before. Texts which foreground the intersection of political

responses (what we feel when we read the ncwspaper) with emotional stress (what we thing about when we look out
the window) will be studied as models.

Lewis Warsh’s most recent books are Avenue of Escape (1995), a book of stories Money Under the Table
(199%), a book-length poem Private Agenda (1996), and a memoir Bustin's Island '68 (1996). He edited The
World from 1992-94 and is presently publisher and editor of United Artists Books.

The workshop will explore writing as it pertains to America as a geographical, psychological and metaphysical
landscape. Writing under such a wide, yet circumscribed umbrella, eac}gxrmcmber will create and navigate new writ-
ing maps. The workshop will examine material in the context of an “American” definition—idioms, history, states
of consciousness, crime, politics and beauty. The course will include in-class writing exercises and collage-making
as well as local history investigation. Poets and irosc writers seeking to develop new forms are welcome!

Brenda Coultas is a poet and prose writer whose work has appeared in numerous journals including The
World, Bombay Gin, 'lPhe Indiana Review and Bust magazine. Her first collection of stories, Early Films, was

published by Rodent Press in 1996.
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April 4 Friday
by Rosebud Feliu-Pettet

evening—Peter Hale calls and asks me
to come quickly, Allen is in a coma,
dying. Pull on my sneakers and taxi
down, trying to keep calm breathing,
trying to arrive in state of peace. I5
minutes after Pete's call he opens the
door to the loft and I go in to join
those already gathered. I went and
embraced big Peter—Orlovsky—and
Eugene, Allen's brother. About 20
friends talking in low voices, looking
lost, comforting each other.

After being diagnosed with inop-
erable liver cancer the previous Friday
at Beth Israel Hospital, Allen had
been told he had maybe 2-5 months
to live. When I heard the news, for
some reason I felt strongly that it
would not be that long—I felt that he
would go very soon. He had come
back home Wednesday in good spir-
its, organizing things as ever, making
plans for the coming days. But some-
one (I forget who; perhaps it was
Bob) had said Allen personally felt
that he had very little time left. A
month or two, he thought. So
Wednesday he was busy, writing and
making phone calls to his friends all
over the world, saying goodbye.
Amiri Baraka said Allen called him
and said "I'm dying, do you need any
money?"

But Thursday he was much weak-
er, he could hobble from bed to chair
only with difficulty. There was a
phonecall from Italy, in the middle
of it Allen begins to vomit, throws up
right there on the phone! "Funny,”
he says, "never done that before."
Said he was very tired and wanted to
go to sleep. He fell asleep and later
that night had a seizure and slipped
into a coma. He was alone.

In the morning Bob Rosenthal
discovered him unconscious and
called the Hospice doctor who came
and told him that Allen had most
likely had a stroke and had hours to
live. The task of notifiying family and
friends began.

Everyone had feared that as word
spread, there would be a huge throng
appearing at the loft, but that wasn't
the case. People came and went qui-
etly during the afternoon. Bob, Pete

Hale, Bill Morgan and Kaye Wright,
the office staff, were busy constantly
at the phones making and receiving
calls, Shelley Rosenthal and Rani
Singh helping with everything that
needed doing. Eugene and several
nieces and nephews of Allen's consol-
ing each other. Larry Rivers down
from his apartment upstairs, wander-
ing around forlornly in his pink
white and blue striped pajamas.
George and Anna Condo and their
little girl. Francesco and Alba
Clemente, beloved friends of Allen's.
Patti Smith sitting in tears with Oliver
Ray and her young daughter. Bob
and Shelly's sons Aliah and Isaac.
Mark Israel and David Greenberg,
two of Allen's young boyfriends.
Philip Glass and June Leaf. Robert
Frank. Simon Pettet. Andrew Wylie.
Roy Lichtenstein. Steven Bornstein,
who had flown up from Florida. A
few others, I don't remember who all
was there. I went to the back of the
loft and Raymond Foye stood looking
pale and so sad. I told him he must
be very blessed, he had spent so much
time giving support and love to the
dying—Henry Geldzahler, Huncke,
Harry Smith. "Yes, but this is the big
one, the hardest," he said. Allen lay
in a narrow hospital bed beside the
windows overlooking I4th street.
There were two almost invisible tubes
coming out of his nose, attached to a
portable small oxygen tank on the
floor. His head was raised up on a
couple of big striped pillows and he
looked tiny and frail, thin arms with
bruised veins from hospital tests
sticking out from his Jewel Heart T-
shirt, Head to the side, slight shad-
ows under the eyes. I had walked
through the loft, people whispering
greetings, hugging, telling me all that
had happened. But still not really
prepared for the sight of him. The
windows were open, curtains waving
softly, His breathing was deep, slow,
very labored, a snoring sound. "Hey,
Allen, wake up!"

Joel Gaidemak, his cousin and
doctor, was there constantly, and a
young lady nurse sat in the corner
reading, occasionally getting up to
check on heart and pulse, or adminis-
ter morphine for congestion. Gelek
Rinpoche said he thought Allen might
last the night. Joel didn't think so.

A few chairs were set up Dearby
and there was the big white lcathe;
Salvation Army sofa of which he wa
so proud. People sat, or at interva)g
went to sit beside the bed and holg his
hand or whisper to him and kiss hip,
his hand or cheek or head. An alta;
had been set up along one side of the
loft and Gelek Rinpoche and th,
other monks sat chanting and pray-
ing, the sound so soothing constantly
in the background, bells tinkling, A
faint scent of flowers and incenge
hung in the air.

I had a little thmw-away
Woolworth's camera, and Grcgo,-y
Corso asked me to take a picture of
him with Allen. He knelt beside the
cot and placed his arm over Allen
"like that picture, or statue, of
Adonais, right?"

There was a medical chart, a pic-
ture of the human skeleton, hanging
over the bed. Bob said Allen had put
it there, half as a joke, half as a
reminder. And Allen's beautiful pic-
ture of Whitman (that had hung in
the kitchen on 12th Street) gazing
down from the wall at the other dear
bearded poet in the bed below. Asit
got late, many went home to try and
catch a little sleep. It was around II.
Bob and Pete were just playing it by
ear, deciding that anyone who wanted
to stay would find a place, on the
floor if necessary. Peter Orlovsky was
taking photos and I felt a little
uncomfortable, the idea of taking
pictures at this time, but I figured,
hey, if it was you, Allen'd be the first
one through the door camera in
hand! Eventually, Eugene leaned
over, held Allen's hand, whispered
"Goodbye little Allen. Goodbye little
Allen. I'll be back later. See you
soon." He kissed him and left. And
Gregory—Gregorio!—too, telling us
to call him at once if there was any
change.

Joel had said that there was no way
to know how long it would be, min-
utes or hours, surely not days. I had
felt from the minute I saw Allen there
that it would be very soon. I satat the
foot of the bed where I had spent the
last few hours, holding his feet, rub-
bing them gently from time to time.
An occasional cigarette break—the lit-
tle guest bedroom by the office area

was set up as the smoker's lounge.
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ob and Pete and Bill were a5
?Ver, suppordng Rrong 1o stror;gsea::il r;;:zarkable as
constand)_' .deahng with the dozeng of hoo Gl B
and the visitors as they came ang went, p’l"h:e.zalis’ e,
days for the news to sink in, byt they were dY ; ad a few
iterally—hundreds of people over the e Moo
who had just found out and wer 3
sunned, disbelieving grief,
I had remained at the bedside
midnight. I could not believe h
preathing so d;lfficul(t, the lungs slo
Labored breathing (gulps for air—like .
made wlhcn.he was singing—almost likethhoescwgr lfesci}tlicnd
poetry in his sleep). Those who had been there all d 5
were exhausted. It was down to a few now. Bob and P 7
and Bill Morgan. Peter Orlovsky so bravely dealin wf:}i
his pain, strong Beverly holding his hand, Davicgl and
Mark. Patti and Oliver, there together all day trying to be

prave and somcti-mcs giving way to red-eyed tears. Simon
Pettet sitting beside me for hours.

Allen's feet felt cooler than they had been earlier. | Sat

remembering the 33 years I'd known him, lived with him
my second father. !

And still he breathed, but softer now.

Around 2 o'clock, everyone decided to try and
some rest. Bob and Joel lay down in Allen's bixgbed nf:;
the cot where he lay, everyone found a sofa or somewhere
to stretch out.

Simon and I sat, just watching his face. Everyone was
amazed at how beautiful he looked—all lines of stress and
age smoothed—he looked patriarchal and strong. I had
never seen him so handsome. The funny looking little boy
had grown into this most wonderful looking man. (He
would have encouraged photos if he had known how won-
derful he looked!) But so tiny! He seemed as fragile as a
baby in his little T-shirt.

The loft was very quiet. Most were resting, half-
asleep. Suddenly Allen began to shake, a small convulsion
wracked his body. I called out, and Joel and Bob sat up
and hurried over. I called louder, and everyone else came
running. It was about 2:15. Joel examined him, pulse,
etc., and said that his vital signs were considerably slower;
he had had another seizure. The breathing went on,
weaker. His feet were cooler. Everyone sat or stood close
to the little bed. The loft was dim and shadowy; only a
single low light shining down on him. It lent a surreal,
almost theatrical look to the corner of the loft. Peter
Orlovsky bent over and kissed his head, saying, "Goodbye
Darling, "

Ping

. hone or in person
€ in the first stages of

and it was now after
e still hung on, the
wly filling with fluid.

remor went through him, and slowly, im.possxbly, .he
began to raise his head. He weakly rose until he was sx:i-
ting almost upright, and his left arm lifted and Fxtcnc};h.
en his eyes opened very slowly and very vngc.f nf
Pupils were wildly dilated. I thought I saw a look ot co
sion or bewilderment. His head began to turn very
slowly and his eyes seemed to glance around hxrz. g]:z;)r;gt
on each of us in turn. His eyes were so.deep, SI?I‘ a:n'outh
Bob said that they were empty of sight. lsl B
Opened, and we all heard as he seemed to struggle Y
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something, but only a soft low
sound, a weak "Aaah," came from
him. Then his eyes began to close
and he sank back onto the pillow.
The eyes shut fully. He continued,
then, to struggle through a few more
gasping breaths, and his mouth fell
open in an O. Joel said that these
were the final moments, the O of the
mouth the sign of approaching
death. I still continued to stroke his
feet and thin little legs, but the
Tibetan Buddhist tradition is to not
touch the body after death, so I
kissed him one final time and then
let go.

At 2:39, Joel checked for vital
signs and announced that the heart,
so much stronger than anyone knew,
had stopped beating. A painless and
gentle death. The thin blue sheet was
pulled up to his chin, and Peter Hale
brought over a tiny cup and spoon,
and placed a few drops of a dark lig-
uid between Allen's lips. It was part
of the Buddhist ritual— the "last
food.” Bob put his hand over Allen's
eyes and said the Sh'ma. We all sat
quietly in the dim light, each with
our own thoughts, saying goodbye.
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ALLEN GINSBERG: A MOMENT oF GRIEVING

ﬁ}nen g facF Staljes up at me from a dozen newspapers.

ever to give his stiff and upright £ h !

No more vegetarian ConcoctR 3 di oraR o ex.' hug. |

No more lucid, humorous IOT TeRr e Yarsxty T9wn HouseS;.

Not to be buddies again analysis of p\,}zzhng poh-tlcal cll.mate. '
b, b cademeconmitteio spting B THSHEEEEE

No more late h or ye ano.ther civil liberties trial!

o e ours in punk dives reading poems together for lamas or
arma centers, or expounding Buddhist theory 2 a.m. into green
. room mikes for Pacifica radio!

No time to fuss that he doesn’t take care of himself!

No more presentation copies with funny drawing of flowers, sun, and
Buddhas!

No chance to meet next generation of pretty boy poetry groupies, borrow
coffee on Boulder summer mornings!

No one to ask me about my sex life, my kids’, my grandkids' sex lives!

No more that warm, deep, beautiful voice coming between us poets and our
Troubles—real or mind-created!

No rich, funny gossip, latest literary news from around the world,
grandfatherly unlooked-for and unused poetry advice.

No warrior of outspoken directness, unabashed songs of the most detailed
embarrassing and personal moments of all our lives.

Diane di Prima
San Francisco
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AARON SHURIN

Unbound: A Book of AIDS

Sun and Moon (6026 Wilshire Blvd,
Los Angeles, Ca 90036), 1997, 89
pages, $19.95.

How does one respond to a plague?
This is the task anyone is faced with
when writing about the AIDS epidem-
ic and it is a challenge Aaron Shurin
takes on in Unbound: A Book of
AIDS. Books about AIDS are sup-
posed to be moving; the plague evokes
profound sorrow and pushes us to the
edges of understanding where so often
our wish is to be soothed and to shut
out the world which causes so much
misery. Unbound is remarkable for
its emotional engagement of the sub-
ject and its author's ability to remain
lucid amongst the sweeping losses.

But Shurin attains a level of
engagement with this massive subject
that stretches beyond the immediately
personal and speaks to the pervasive
influence the disease has had on those
in its wake, on those fortunate enough
to have escaped its path, on anyone lis-
tening and watching and living in
these times. In his struggle for a
means of address, Shurin writes that,
at first, he saw two possible responses:
one of loss, the other of rage. The
first, he writes, seemed to him "woe-
fully personal” and the latter already
embodied by Act Up, Queer Nation
and other activist organizations; nei-
ther was satisfactory to him.

"The range of information AIDS
presents keeps one at full attention,"
says Shurin, indicating the scope of

the thing that began in the early 80s to
"claim unavoidably” his conscious-
ness. In "Towards an Open
Universe," Robert Duncan, friend
and mentor to Shurin writes, "We do
not make things meaningful but in our
making we work towards an awareness
of mcaning...Bccoming conscious,
becoming aware of the order of what is
happening is the full responsibility of
the poet." The "order” of AIDS is
both multiple and awesomely singular
in its end, microscopic and terrifying-
ly huge in scope, figurative and disfig-
uring. Itis simultaneously erasing and
creating history. And yet Shurin does
manage to fully respond to this subject
and find a useful way to articulate his
reaction to AIDS, listening and
responding to what is presented,
working towards an apprehension of
what this plague means to him and to
us. Through his engagement with the
subject and through the means of his
address, he comes to realize meaning.

Shurin didn't set out to write a
book about AIDS; "There was no pro-
Jeet," he claims in the preface, Instead
AIDS took its toll on those around
him and he was compelled to respond
in a manner "weighted toward wit-
ness.

"How to write AIDS named me,"
he says. And the range of prepositions
used here in writing about how to write
AIDS is indicative of the range of
questions encompassed by the book,
the range of the "brutal presence” of
the disease. It is a book about AIDS, a
book written into the "dark oracle” of
the mouth of a young friend with
Karposi's sarcoma, a book by HIV—
"It's writing me."— but primarily it is a
book of AIDS as the title claims. What
emerges is a hybrid of poetry, person-
al narrative, and poetics that is as vari-
able as the channels in our lives the
Human Immunodcﬁciency Virus cre-
ates,

The narrative of Unbound tells the
stories of many of Shurin's friends
who struggled with the disease and
died of it. He renders them with inti-
macy and clarity and I found myself
startled by the courage of these men.

1
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Jackson, "a renaissance man [‘Vho]
could do everything (except Mayh,
relax)" who had an "unhealeq ope

. ; n
‘'mouth’ on his neck from gland gp,,
hadn't been quite excised" had this
wound rupture twice in one Morniny
and "hemorrhaged so that he could g,
he would be swept away in its Profusioy
of blood." So "he asked C, his lover
and primary caregiver, to carry him
into the garden so he could 'bleed ing,
the earth.'"" In this, Shurin sees cre-
ation: "Jackson was able to arch over
his death this worshipful poetic figure,
to guide as communion a passing that
others would read as being taken
away...Who knew that a man could
have such precise integrity in that par-
ticular moment, could engage his
death actively—with cognizance and
will—as a life image, could make of his
final moments not a destruction but a
creative act?”

A young man, John Davis, haunts
Shurin's consciousness and writin
throughout the book. John "docu-
mented his bodily demise in a series of
d.ispassionately precise photos," one of
which appears on the cover of
Unbound. Shurin describes John's
ability to "distance and devour" and
includes two of his own reviews for
exhibition because, I believe, they cap-
ture his own concerns about address-
ing AIDS through art in a culture that
shuns the body. In such discussions of
Poetics and/or art theory, Shurin
reveals his own ability to maintain a
detached critical eye while not becom-
ing emotionally numb; he too dis-
tances and devours. And he "keepl[s]
the body forward" so that we still see it
as it is—as Davis did in chrom'cling the
disease's destruction of his body—
refusing to allow the virus to reestab-
lish shame and concealment in his
work or in the community. " do of
course propose safe sex—medically safe
but not politically safe, not socially or
even psychically safe." This "chaotic
force of eros," he says, "is a depth
charge for change."

Leland, another figure and friend
Shurin traces, confronts himself with
remarkable bravery. "Leland was well

Il -2
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/n;:;'of ardent Tibetan

intgdl:ie“ studies when his first KS
U

e ,Ppeared" and "he'd left a
Jesi®” ashram in an attempt to local-
el fividualize the mind-stilling
izehdlhis m he craved." He wanted to
pul ¢ his life of "theatricality. drama
m;fgdra ma queens” with his religion, a
w -cult and troublesome path, but
it that, after an amusindg f;;ust:}:tion
.- meditation an e theme
mv:iv:%inanza," he began to succeed
b "g.m[ing] the h<1:ourage to t;;ms_
ddhism to his own specifics."”
fo y witn "he was having trouble with
ne of his former ashram mates, who
felt himn straying ﬁ'zz thl:i Waz, alnlcll k\:as
..o alarms, making him feel like a
;;1?3%)'." he began to feel that Tibetan
Buddhism was "exo-cultural" and less
relevant. S0 he began courageously to
replace the devas with his own icons
Ylong 280 installed," Liz Taylor and
Barbra Streisand. Leland broke free
from doctrinaire forms and found his
religion in tl;: d'lihl:gs }L:lalt }La;l meant
e most to him his whole life. And
| :];,-ougbout Unbound are the foot-
prints of Shurin's gods: Cocteau,
Whitman, Proust, Chopin, possibly
Baudelaire. He has created this
response to AIDS from the things that
matter in his life. The writing is
informed by (and sometimes con-
structed from) the creative work of
these deities so that it cracks doctri-
naire forms and breaks free from gen-
res into a wrought language of both
historical context and the immediacy of
this particular history.

Sometimes this language is so heav-
ily textured it seems to threaten the
reader’s sense of being in control, of
bmdng afloat on the work, and evokes

e primal fear of drowning in it, of
being eaten by it: "the teiror. that
toming-to-get-you shark with its
b°?m'bl boom-ba boom-ba beat."

shark motif occurs in a couple of
Places in the book, signifying an ever-
Present threat, an open-ended terror
AI;S emains, circling and waiting as

DS does, regardless of how well-
of":}'::‘:d‘:!‘ fafe one may b?‘ And uor:ixe
& bel ¢in the book bx-x"ng the read-
Ung o flhu sea as well—"Notes from
er:r;}, Further Under.” But the
rfyce d“ pull the reader beneath the
b oitnot through title or motifs
ugh a splintered narrative that

Phears, dianppem, seduces and final-

ly is out of the reader's grasp. In "The
Depositories” and "Strips and
Streamers," Shurin uses Whitman's
lang'uage to create sharp and gashing
sentences amidst the carnage of a bat-
tlefield: "Green oozing out from the
grass—large spaces swept over—burning
the dead beards, odor of the rejected
arm and leg. In history the paper
remain and still remain soaking up the
glaze."

The sentence in these more frag-
mented works is an important element
of composition. Sometimes the sen-
tences and sentence fragments become
short in length, creating a dream-like
logic, pulling the reader in step by step
as if they were a recitation from mem-
ory or the incantations of a secret spir-
ituality. "Ilike to stand and look a long
while. Individuals in human places
verify the forms. The dim leaden
members with heads leaning and voices
speaking. In the arms and in the legs
from my observation." Other times the
sentences lengthen and engulf: "Right
through the bladder and coming back
out—Washington waters with all its fea-
tures—entering us like a wedge—
through the helpless foliage, flashes of
fire, crashing men, groans in an open
space with the fresh smell of blood
blown off the face or head—amid the
wood, masses; mortal purpose up
there, a few stars.” Shurin tells the
reader outright in "Inscribing AIDS"
that this is Whitman's language and that
he found "kinship in scenarios of war."
For me, these works also evoke
Whitman-through-Ginsberg because
they not only memorialize, as the
wounded and dying are cared for, but
incite, though these "best minds" of
Shurin's generation are lost to AIDS
and AIDS alone, "a unified swath of
lifetime lost."

"Human Immune" is the vortex of
Unbound in more ways than one. Itis
placed roughly in the middle of the
book and, formally, each paragraph
lengthens incrementally so that they
spin out longer and longer; the funnel
widens and spreads as a virus does. [
read this work as the spiritual center of
the book; everything before it is a pre-
lude and everything after is contextual-
ized by it. It alters the reader's experi-
ence when proceeding through the
book because it offers a glimpse of an
erotic inferno—of sex and death's
closeness—raging behind the smoother

INNER OF THE AMERICA AWARD
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QUILL, SOLITARY APPARITION
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Barbara Guest is reading
at the
Poetry Project
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narrative passages which follow.

He knelt down next to me—fallen giant,
empty stump. Feeling the blood pul-
lling around my thighs, "I think it's
screaming,” I said. He stood barefoot,
one warm leg, nest at the belt pink
wriggling sack, I wanted to run into the
sun now, bristling muscular bulging
animal sedated by his eyes. My body
shook against him on a hot summer
day, gushing to life, blood-filled,
blood-dizzy. He rolled over onto his
side, watching the men. A ruin. A
patient. Overgrown so that the flat air
had no answer. We floated in which the
memory moving our bellies going dark
have all taken flight—a cure may be pos-
sible—tell me what words mean—plea-
sure for a coffin: turn and enter your
home.

And in "Human Immune" is the
reoccurring motif Hell is round, the dou-
ble meanings of which ("hell all
around"” and "hell as a widening, swal-
lowing circle") bring the reader amidst
't'he language and invoke Dante. This

dimensionalizes AIDS from the per-
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translated by Joan Larkin and Jaime Manrique

My Night With « Mi Noche Con

one, surrou_nding, a world," Shukrm exﬁla;ns-. H r:u&d
reader gets the feeling that the v;or is really ec;ng Writye, be |
HIV, that it is spreading outward, m;lxtaﬁzg '?In" . threateningy
The reader can never be quite slre W O this "1 is that el
then disappears, who this "you" is that is addresseq, who lhi;
"he" is that is described, all three persons speak, act, 4y, 5o
ceive.
kentf;{br:und is a work of dedication. It is an effoy by i \
author to address a moment in history of g’rea.t_ Calamity &
personal sorrow with full awareness. But there is “dcmpzion
in this book as well in Shurin's struggle toward articulatiy,
and consciousness. "To characterize this visceral Struggle o,
esthetic is to recognize an ecology of pa‘radigms. a streamjy,
mutuality of influences artistic and social, an'dfo Pay atten
tion—poetics—as if one's life depended on it. Qne's life
does depend on it and one does need full d?dlcan'on: "The
poet meeting his fate in poetry, the lover in lovmg; pro-
priety serves neither, both must go too far. .Shux.-m goes
beyond the threshold and carries the reader with him.
BRIAN STRran G

JACQUELINE RISSET
The Translation Begins
Burning Deck (71 Elmgrove Avenue, Providence RI 02 906)

Translated from the French by Jennifer Moxley, 1996, g6
pages, $10.00.

In The Translation Begins, Jacqueline Risset writes a
synaptic space between languages—while a text is necessarily
bound to the singularity of "a language," it's the divergent
possibilities of the plural that constitutes the ground for
Risset's shapc-s}u'fu'ng figures. An accomplished translator
herself, including a recent version of The Inferno into
French, Risset explodes the concept of translation from

that of word/object substitution (one languagc to another,
transparently):

Order still exists—but no longer the objects
Take the objects, put them back at the core
relocating the act of trans]

the very notion of si
at stake:

ation in an anti-system in which
gnification is endlessly, and critically,

And what do they do? They behold what has become of
them

B

Their occupation is waiting for what will become of them

Who shall be come? It's only after

As languages break down in translation, their self-ref-
erentiality seemingly denying any sense of larger, cognitive
coherence, Risset suggests that there is in fact a common
proposition, though it is not necessarily the same as our
intention-driven desire to manufacture meaning:

there is a uniformity that comes from the world—every

letter inhabits the very same space, with or without
descenders

f

sonal to the historical: the curve one rm



this manner of continuous,
n

In . commentary, much of
rcﬂcc-m:vork reads like an introduc-
gisset o preface to @ foreword to a
jon (ctc-) in which ".thc entire

te " i concentrated in crossing
son minary threshold." Of
ere is nothing as concrete

"Lhres}wld" to cross, or perhaps

|| s curately, what we find on the

more acide of this metaphorical

other ;d is simply another, and so

”s};zor-after-door. word-after-
f world,a&cr-world.

readers, we're consistently

h here and there at once; in as much
bohc, project is at least partly driven
: writing as reading-the-reader-
cading: Risset offers few grounding

sints in the sense of structural or
aarrative devices. Her‘ fast shifts of
sttention and context, inventive page
formats, and oblique reference to or
ianslation from other texts makes
this work a challenging experience. A
few end-notes help locate various
references in the text; these serve to
decpen an appreciation of the com-
plexity of the work, without attempt-
ing to decode it.

Jennifer Moxley's translation is
delicate, provocative, and, given the
density of the original project,
remarkably lucid. Indeed, within
the context of translation of this
book which interrogates the very idea
of translation, Moxley's text consti-
tutes a striking and adventurous work
in its own right.
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CRAIG WATSON

I The Name
CHRIS Tysy
Pist Tents Press (3168 Trowbridge,

Hamtrack MI 48
' 212), I 2
Pages, $10.00, § il

InThe Na

P"fOrma
Vc"a"' "

me is a collection of three
nce/action pieces: "vice
U play ; ca“il- a play” and "car men,
the ..d:: d, C.ross-stitched (two of
ind S, racters” of "vice versa,” Set

L'tege grammar, presuppose and
nd ppo™ine the Chief of Police
Viawg dyor.m car men, a play in d”
U ey S882y s about nothing

V1a~"Roy"—ma-yor reversed

and decapitated—the Chief, and
Father Ray—decapitated anagram of
Mary. who appears in "vice versa”—in
‘canal, a play”). These actions shut-
tle back and forth, over and under,
the name—metonym for the frame,
constraint, definition, and that
which, as the proper, is outside or at
the border of an history. As the
middle play, a literal canal connect-
ing the conditions of theatre ("vice
versa”) and the “example” of theatri-
cal acting out/up (“car men, a play in
d”) “canal, a play” invokes the
Lacanian / Guattarian /Deleuzian
revisions of Freudian psychoanalysis
to enact and valorize possibility,
play, within the canal, the vagina, the
orginary frame of female desire even
as these permutations of absence is
necessarily acknowledged: “to begin
with something is missing,"” a phrase
that aptly exemplifies the ambiguity
of desire under traditional psycho-
analysis.

Attentuation at all levels: narrow,
tight, constricting: the characters
Carla and Mary, who appear just
once to question the similarity
between men and women in ‘“vice
versa,” are prefigured in the charac-
terizations of vice and versa (reduc-
tions to the vulva, site of worship and
damnation on stage) and the disem-
bodied (only “men” can be decapi-
tated, “Ladies” merely being their
“headless relatives”) ¢ and m who
“dialogue” according to theatrical
etiquette. Vice and versa enact the
back-and-forth of exchange—lan-
guage, money, women, etc.—that
defines the theatrical as a microcosm
of the capital/patriarchal panopti-
con. Their commutative rclationship
is analogous to that between Set and
Stage Grammar—syntax is not only to
language what prop arrangement is
to language. Thus attenuation as
another name for overdetermined, a
trivium always, since the two of
dialectics—here, Set/Stage Grammar
and Vice/Versa—intersect just once at
Carla/Mary—in the nanosecond life-
span of two/one name(s).

But these actions are not simply
functioning under the law
courts—men v. women. Both "vice
versa” and “canal, a play in d,” via
Carla, Mary and Queenie explore

e |

g Ping

Co ngratulati ons to Wan

on the birth of her son, Ariel
Wang Wei, on July 26, 1997.

the role that women
own denomination.
Tysh reprise

woman as nigger.
idence, Detroit,

narrow passageway (de+troit,

Another trivium.

Derrida.

(“WHERE'S THE

marginalizing and
Detroit, as Jer
in his small
Afterculture:
Humiliation

T
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play in their
Crudely put,
s Patti Smith/Yoko Ono:
Thus "car men, a
i v 's homage to her res-
play in d,” Tysh & tcr!%\ hich alfo
enacts the canal, the channel, ths
"“by,
“of' and "from” the “strait”). The
title names the city's most wcllv—
known industry and alludes to Bizet's
well-known opera, thus collapsing
and reversing gender and race since,
for Tysh, the operative oppositiorfs
are political, not biological. In this
respect, In The Name privileges
feminism and Marxism only to the
extent that they have also been chan-
neled—laundered through Lacan and
Such
pyrotechnics invariably invoke the
theatrical: “a play in d” not only sug-
gests transgrcssion and containment
within a staging/staged site (d,
Detroit) but also the “key” of a musi-
cal composition ("Two sharps and a
flat"). Another trivium. Musical/lit-
erary devices and forms (e.g., the
rondo) dominate the three pieces:
allusions, counterpoint, dissonance
FUCKING
SET?"), quotation (themselves a
frame of "before/and after”), epis-
tles, rants, literary analyses, etc. all
in a plethora of dialects, lexicons,
slang, patois, befitting the multilin-
gual reality of the city, or human
existence in general. The underlying
violence which, a la Day of the
Locust, explodes in the climax of the
play, is never romanticized. Rather,
true to the spirit of the play, Tysh
sees in the riot of 1967 and subse-
quent outbreaks of violence a resis-
tance to capital, a resistance both
empowering,
ry Herron pointed out
but important study,
Detroit and the
of History (Wayne
— "¢ |




CURRENT & FORTHCOMING
TITLES FROM BLACK SPARROW

bian Poet,”

Eileen Myles

SCHOOL OF FISH

200 pages

Paper: $14.00 - Hardcover: $25.00

Signed: $35.00

In School of Fish Eileen Myles hooks our at-
tention and reels it in with a pulsing, sinuous
rush of images seized from urban life’s ex-
perimental flow. llluminating these densely
and intensely alive new poems is an elo-
quent and revealing prose essay, “The Les-

wherein Myles addresses the

sources of her art, paying homage to her
favorite living poets and early Influences,
and spelling out her own vitalist/proprio-
ceptive aesthetic,

Charles Reznikoff
SELECTED LETTERS OF CHARLES

REZNIKOFF 1917-1976
Edited by Milton Hindus

350 pages

Paper: $17.50 - Hardcover: $27.50

Deluxe: $35.00

This landmark volume of correspondence
by the great Objectivist poet Charles
Reznikoff (1894-1 976) sheds light not onlyon
the difficulties of a dedicated artist trying to
keep afloat in a materialistic society, but on
the relation of poetry to a wider culture
during an eventful and turbulent period of
modern history.

sive year 1968

Edward Sanders
1968: A HISTORY IN VERSE

260 pages

Paper: $14.00 - Hardcover: $25.00

Signed: $35.00

Ed Sandersis distinguished among the poets
of his generation by his engagement with
history, Here, in @ masterwork of poetic his-
tory, he shadows the Time Ghost In retro-
spect back toward that generation’s vital
and fragic sources, reconstructing the deci-

in a unique commingling of

personal and political recounting.

Y|

Availlable at fine bookstores everywhere.

BLACK SPARROW PRESS
24 Tenth Street

Santa Rosa, CA 95401
707/579-4011 (phone)
707/579-0567 (fax)

State University Press, 1993), was one of the ¢
cities to be postmodernized—or as Tysh woulq hmt
it, decapitaled. As such it, like its car men jp) age
itants, bohemians, gypsies, outside the lawa .
remains  transfixed by its undregy;,
denuding—and open to the possible, what namegf
will attach—or be attached—to, as the fourth lern:t
fourth letter, the delta opening up the dialectic l<;
a “vast orange library of dreams.”

TYRONE WIL“AMS

Homage to Allen G.

GEORGE SCHNEEMAN AND ANNE
WALDMAN

Granary Books (568 Broadway, #403, New York, NY
10012), 1997, limited edition portfolio, $500/$250.

A planned collaboration turned tribute, Homage
to Allen G. is George Schneeman’s drawing/trac-
ings of Ginsberg's photographs, with, in a sort of
“text conversion,” Anne Waldman's handwritten
words intertwined with the images. It’s a thought-
provoking work in taking the incompleted project
from the already completed photographs, and
using the bare bones of the images as a basis for
liquid and simple line drawings which distill down
to the essence of the photograph—more often than
not the person photographed. These drawings, in
their melancholy lines, eyes and face reduced to
opaque strokes of black, are actually the antithesis
of the documentary, almost cold nature of pho-
tographs; Ginsberg's were leavened by his expres-
sive handwritten poem-descriptions at the bot-
tom. Waldman physically elevates the sense of
Ginsberg's scrawls into the space of the drawings,
limning the sides of tables, angles, legs with words
or floating words in the “speech-space” of the fig-
ures. The book ends up being "ghostly” in the
truest sense of the word: the two artists inspired by
an incompleted project (incompleteness being
one of the most inspiring and proto-creative
states) consisting of photographic bones and
transforming these bones into subjective “"words”
which themselves become drawings—responsive to
the traced and transmuted images of the pho-
tographs, what the words “"say” becomes ethereal.
Homage to Allen G. takes the documentary evi-
dence of a life, seen through the lens/eyes of the
live-r, and turns it into a true haunting: the phys-
ical transformed into the mental and emotional
traces of a remembered life.

MARCELLA DURAND
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continued from page 9]

:’hotog" aphs from Buchenwald b‘l"ga’]:
to appear in books which I would loo
at in the 8th Street Bookshop. I really
couldn’t afford these books, but I
would see these concentration camp
pictures and I'd already stﬂrlt'fd St“d‘)"
ing Ezra Pound and I didn't realize
what the deal was. So finally I realized
why people were so upset with Ezra
Pound—I understood by seeing these
wasted bodies in boxcars that I was not
told at all about in the Midwest. So I
had this sense of what one country can
do to another by looking at these hor-
rible concentration camp pictures. So
I began to evolve and to become a
Social Democrat, and I point out in
my book on 1968 that it took 1968 in
all its moil and toil and boil to realize
that that's really where I was. I believed
in voting. Like Sweden in 1968 voted
to have 25 percent of their economy
controlled in the interests of the peo-
ple, by the state, and I realized that I
believed in that, and the nationaliza-
tion of certain key industries, while
allowing for some entrepreneurial
activity, what they called a mixed econ-
omy. And I realized that's what I
believed in when I was running
through the tear gas of Chicago with
Allen Ginsberg.
Jarnot: How did the Fugs fitinto all of
that?

Sanders: We really didn’t. The Fugs
were formed in 1964 out of my book-
store. And we didn't grow out of the
political culture of the late 60s so
much as out of the Civil Rights and
Happening movements. And my
bookstore was just a block away from
where Claes Oldenburg had his store-
front and those happenings and stuff.
I had this little kosher meat market that
I rented and left the “strictly kosher”
sign up. It's gone now, it’s a commu-
nity garden. And Tuli Kupferberg
lived above an egg store next door and
we got to talking and one thing led to
another and we decided to form a
poetry group and he thought of the
title the Fugs. The Peace Eye for a
while was a very famous hang out place,
like there'd be Nico or Donovan.
People would, visiting poets would
come by, Jerry Rothenberg, whoever
was in town. And Allen lived justdown
the street at 408 East 10th . It was half
a block away. And there were all these
bars on Avenue B. Mazur's, Stanley's,

and then there was the Charleg Th
which had all the avant-gapqq o 't
Jonas Mekas, Ron Rice, the Taylor =
movies. So there was a foyr block aead
of culture, and it was a hangout area
nd
then we formed the Fugs there and |
out Fuck You: A Magazine of g, '
in the back room. The exact spot |,
summer was a zucchini barre]. 3t
made better use of the space probablj,y
So anyway, the Fugs grew out of the.
labor union songs of the 30s ang "We
Shall Overcome” of Pete Seeger ang ou
of the three chord Protestant hymn that
were transformed into civil rights son §
And out of jazz poetry and out of Bird
and beebop and early rock and ro
1964 when we were formed, that s,
“Mustang Sally,” Roy Orbison's "Preuy
Woman" and the Beatles’ "I Want To
Hold Your Hand.” Those were the
things that were happening—early
Beachboys, Dylan hadn't gone folk rock
yet. That’s how we came out. We came
out of those concepts of a happening,
You'd go to these galleries and there'd
be people jumping up and down in bar-
rels full of grapes and then somebody
naked covering their head with pieces of
ticker tape. And you could call that art.
Easy rules—all you had to do was bring
youthful genius and will. For all the
flaws of the early Fugs we had pretty
good timing, and a lot of energy, and we
were quite confident in ourselves. And
we were all poets, so we could whip out
these songs that well, we're not talking
Schumann here or Schubert. Because of
the recording equipment they were able
to capture these things. These things we
did one take only, as wild young men
looking at each other. We didn’t know
that you were supposed to face the
microphone. So these things we did
had a certain life for 32 years.
Jarnot: Did you have training as a
musician?
Sanders: Well, training, sure—in the
50s all young men and women took
their five years of piano. My mother
bought a piano at my aunt’s auction
when she died and brought it home, a
baby grand, and took it apart in the liv-
ing room. She was quite skilled with her
hands, and she rebuilt it, fixed hammers
and got it all organized and I remember
that piano all over our living room rug
and she put that piano back together,
had it tuned so that we could take piano
lessons. So I took piano lessons. Then

I studied drums for a while with the
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m—:vas a drummey

W ity Philharmonic. I use
" aCs Zit}' for a lot of stuff. Ii:zfa:
to'K:':s jm' s0 we would go '-here to
oy clubs so that we could dance with
d“:; gif]s and Mexican girls, didn't
Jnow it was jazz. It wag Jjust thig
ﬂwderf“l music that you could be
f'o:,,.adal and sneak liquor bottles into
int (Jub when you were a teenager,
the never asked for identiﬁcau‘on in
Kanses City. SoIgot exposed to a ]oy of
. And then we would go to country-
Jlﬂt'em shows in Kansas City. I would
weSROy Acuff; I'd see country acts, Ang
:;; there was the big arena shows in
g at the Kansas City municipal ayg;.
wrium where I saw great shows of B
Haley. I saw Chuck Berry. I say Bo
piddley. I saw Laverne Baker. Ang
hen of course the mating teenage lust
e conducted to the christian
emblems of Elvis Presley and the
Clovers. So we were exposed to this
rock and roll tied to country and west-
ern, Hank Williams. And then as soon
aslgotto New York I got exposed to the
Civil Rights music, "We Shall
Overcome” and “Down By The
Riverside.” I went on a lot of peace
valks and took part in civil rights stuff.
[ didn’t know about things like Eric
Satie or Debussy at that stage. Oh yeah.
And I left out the Christian church. My
mother was very religious. She taught a
Sunday school class for high school
Kds. And I went to church. I was
exposed to all these Christian three
diord hymns; I knew all of them, still
do. That was a big boon when we were
Sarting writing popular songs and real-
lting that they were just fast versions of
Christian hymn structures.
Jarnot: The Fugs were in Europe
Tecently. What was your sense of the
political scene there?
ders: We were in Italy for three
Weeks in the spring. The Center Left is
 contro] of Italy. Berlusconi, the
:gh“”ing populist media magnate, was
in&ed from power and so the cutbacks
Medical care and cutbacks in social
Programy are over for now. And it's
e of 5 number of places in Europe
VAT the ioh o L bb
€ right wing has begun to ebb,
. 31 England with the labor party
d‘;””lmng_ Sweden of course, which has
€en a gocial democracy.
k is the most left of all those
countries. Austria is still

for the

'd"lnced

\

wnu‘ol of the S‘CflilJ

poets
Jarnot: Wha, are you working on now?
Sanders: I'm Preparing a lot of galleys
and stuff for European publications.
Tales of Beatnik Glory Volume 1,
Volume 2 and the new one Volume 3
are coming out in Italy and Austria. I've
got to teach a course in Vienna in
September called "The Poetry and Life
of Allen Ginsberg”, so I'm preparing
for that. I've got to find something to
do, another book. Maybe I'll finish
Tales of Beatnik Glory Volume 4; I've
sort of begun it. I thought about writ-
ing a novel, a short novel. And I have
this play called Cassandra—I thought I
would polish it up a little bit, change it,
and try to get it produced somewhere.
And I have to hang around to see that
1968: A History in Verse gets a fair lis-
ten. It's designed to be read quietlyin a
room. It's not really designed to be
performed. Of all my books it's the one
most deliberately designed to be just
sort of studied. My other book, the
biography in verse of Chekov is also
designed to be read quietly in some-
body’s house or room. With Allen's
passing I've decided to read more and

b0 Y LR
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not be so driven and calm down a little
bit, and not be so clingy to my posses-
sions and boxes of files. You realize
how impermanent—because here's a guy
who because of his congestive heart
condition and other reasons had to get
this big fancy loft and a place to put his
things up in, and he had just unpacked
when he passed. So you really can't
cling to anything. So that's my program
at this point—do a little writing and do
a lot of reading. And that's about it.
Except for my little newspaper which
eats up a lot of time. Just getting used
to post-Ginsberg life.

1'/ cuore : the heart
Selected Poems 1970-1995

KATHLEEN FRASER

Wesleyan University Press
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The Figures, 1997, 606 pages, $17.50.
CARL HANNI
Night Shift
Quiet Lion Press (Portland, OR), 1996, 5
pages, $7.95.
MiCBAEL HELLER
Wordflow: New and Selected Poems
Talisman, 1997, 129 pages, $10.50.
ANDY HOFFMANN
Gesture: Collom, Creson, Peters
Cityful Press/Spike #9 (Seattle), 1997, 11
pages.
Paur HOOVER
Viridian
The University of Georgia Press, 1997, 86
pages.
LAIRD HUNT
Thousands
Sugarbooks (New York), 1997, 20 pages.
LAwsoN Fusao INADA
drawing the line
Coffee House Press (Minneapolis), 1997,
140 pages, $12.95.
ALLISON JOSEPH
In Every Seam
University of Pittsburgh Press, 1997, 89
Pigej.
GARRETT KALLEBERG
Limbic Odes
Heart Hammer Press, 1997, 32 pages.
SAM KASHNER
Don Quixote in America
Hanging Loose Press (Brooklyn, NY),
1997, 79 pages, $12.00.
ACK KEROUAGC
n the Road
40th Anniversary Edition, Penguin, 1997,
307 pages, $24..95.
JACK KEROUAC
Some of the Dharma
Penguin, 1997, 420 pages, $32.95.
BAsIL KinG
The Complete Miniatures
Stop Press (London), 1997, 42 pages.
*OH_N KoETHE
alling Water
Harper Perennial (New York), 1997, 70
pages, $12.00.
ROBERT Lax
A Thing That Is
The Overlook Press (Woodstock, NY),
1997, 77 pages, $19.95.
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E sative Reading , .
Nutional Council of Teachers of English
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0cTAVIO PAZ

A Tale of Two Gardens

New Directions (New York), 1997, 109
pages, $8.00.

KrisTIN PREVALLET

perturbation, my sister

Airst Intensity Press (Lawrence, KS), 1997,
82 pages, $10.00.

{AM!S RAGAN
Usions
Grove Press (New York), 1997, 85 pages,
$20.00.

Eb SANDERS
1968: A History In Verse
Black Sparrow Press, 1997, 260 pages.

LEONARD SCHWARTZ
Words Before the Articulate: New and
Selected Poems
Tilisman House, 1997, 114 pages, $10.50.
MiciAEL STEPHENS
Our Father
Spupten Duyvil (New York), 1997, 57
PAges, $10.00.
Wituam Tarcorr
Benita’s Book

Umbscrew Press (San Francisco), 1997,
% pages, $10.00.
CAryey VALLE ;
Hid Animals Between Waking and Dreaming
c"lnxlned by Chris Brandt, Instituto de

8 tura Puertorriquena (San Juan), 1996,
8 pages,
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GLORIA L VELAS
; QUEZ
| Used To Be A Superwoman

e Publico Pre H
pages, $8.95. (Houston), 1997, 124

MArcog McPeex Vv
They Say That | Am Tue "

€ Publico Press (Houst I 8
e uston, TX), 1997, 87

KEITH WALDROP

The Silhouette
nd-Ins)

Avec Books, 1997, 76 pages, $8.95.

ROSMARIE WaALDROP

Anqlhor Language: Selected Poems

Talisman Houge, 1997, 114 pages, $10.50.

MARK WALLACE & JerPERSON HANSEN

Shat!ows: New and Selected Dialogues on
Poetics

Poetics Briefs #22 & 23, 1997, 22 pages.
BARRETT WATTEN

Frame (1971-1990)

Sun & Moon, 1997, 325 pages, $13.95.
SUSAN WELCH

Crowning the Queen of Love

Coffee House Press (Minneapolis), 1997,
230 pages, $13.95.

The Xul Reader: An Anthology of Argentine
Poetry 1980-1996

Edited by Ernesto Livon Grosman, Roof
Books (New York), 1997, 135 pages, $15.95.

Magazines

The American Poetry Review
Philadelphia, PA, Volume 26/Numbers 2 &

4, 60 pages, $3.75.

apex of the M #5

Buffalo, NY, Spring 1997, 143 pages, $6.00.
Blade #4 & 5

Isle of Man, Winter 1996 & Spring 1997, 40
pages, £3.50.

Cover

New York, Volume 11, Number 3, 63 pages,
$2.50.

Hambone #13

of the Bridge (Memory

Santa Cruz, CA, Spring 1997, 201 pages,

$10.00.

Hanging Loose #70
Brogkl)?n. NY, 1997, 128 pages, $7.00.

Key Satchel #3

Haydenville. MA, July 1997, 24 pages,

$3.00.

Ave #3
'B‘:ss:an, MA, Summer 1997, 57 pages.

Poetry New York #9

New York, Winter 1996/Spring 1997, 88

pages, $7.00.

ituation #15
f(l:::ington. MD, 1997, 24 pages $3.00.
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