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POETRY PROJECT

IN . ON . OR ABOUT THE PREMISES

THE WORLD SAYS NO TO WAR

In protests the streets become the stage to act out
our strongest desire—a site-specific participatory
theater akin to pageants and parades but where the
emotions run deeper because the intention is to
directly affect the immediate future and the qual-
ity of our lives. The text: meaningful gestures, over-
heard conversations, speeches from the podium, the
energies of bodies in space, placards in dialogue
with each other and anyone who passes by, notices,
takes it all in. The players: our heightened,
enlarged, public selves in masks, costumes of defr-
ance as rich as any characters in traditional theater
creating a forum for immediacy, taking us deeper
and deeper into the present moment—a means for
education/reflection/transformation/change.

11:20 pM.

NY1 reports 100,000 expected, United for
Peace website says more like 200,000 will turn
out to protest our governments push for war
with Iraq. Feel toasty in layers and layers of
clothes—nice—forecast for snow overnight
mistaken. Hope the skies stay clear. Uh oh train
trouble.

12:15 PM.

Running late—we make it to 57th Street & 5th
Avenue. No sign of any of the feeder marches
(Poets for Peace, Theaters Against War: THAW,
Canival Contingent, NY Labor Contingent,
Bread & Puppet Theater, etc.). We had wanted
to join one of them on the way to the rally
which was happening on First Ave. above E.
49th. Start seeing people heading over though
and groups by buses waiting, Talk to a girl from
Dorchester for Peace from Mass. waiting for the
rest of her group. As we go a little north then
start heading east the crowd thickens on the
sidewalks.

Woman with her two kids across 59th
Street holding a sign: “Dump Bush Not
Bombs.” Others: “How Many Lives Per
Gallon”; “Stop Bushism”; “Truth is the First
Casualty of War.” Several people holding small
Not in Our Name banners: big blue globe, big
blue Earth.

12:45 pM.
Still crawling across to First Avenue. Banner

stretches across our heads, width of the whole
street: huge white branching, blossoming tree
on blue background. Chants start: “Whose
streets? Our streets!” as it seems the cops are fun-
neling us further away from our destination.
Intermittent whoops and hollers rise up
responding to passing helicopters circling and
observing us from above.

Second Ave. and 6lst Street—cops start
putting up blockades—metal gates to keep us
on the sidewalk—separate us from the others
that have moved into the street and are imped-
ing traffic—not telling us anything—no com-
munication. Then an ambulance flies by and
the protestors flood back into the street. A cop
walking by me says, “Somebody’s going to get
hurt.” A female cop says, “If you get run over by
a car your grandmother will be really upset.”

More signs: “Empty War Head Found in
the White House” with Bush's head tottering on
its side. Meet up with a digeridoo player
friend—says he’s going to stay there with the
crowd and see if they'll let them over. One guy
says, “This is great we're stopping traffic, whats
the difference if we protest on First Avenue or
Second Avenue!” Later run into a few experi-
mental filmmakers trying to make their way
over by different circuitous routes.

I ask a cop why we were being pushed fur-
ther uptown and when we could go over to First
Ave. and he said that it was too crowded over
there so we had to go up to 72nd Street before
crossing over. Someone said, “We can see right
over to First Ave. and there’s no one there.” At
this point we were around 67th Street. The cops
say they're there. So we're supposed to believe

them, not our own eyes.

1:10 M.
A woman comes walking swiftly down the line
of protestors inching further uptown and says,
“They're about to close 68th street, hurry or you
won't be able to get through there.” So we run
and are finally allowed to go east on 68th Street
(the stage is set up around 51st Street). By this
time one of my cohorts has given up and gone
home. Wonder how many other people will be
frustrated by the cops’ containment methods
and will do the same?

We hear the current speaker on “the peo-
ple’s sound system”: portable radios and boom-
boxes tuned to a live radio broadcast of the

rally—snippets of Al Sharpton.

When we finally get to First Avenue, no
one is there. There’s no back up or overflow of
people. What we is see a huge mass of people
blocks away and a jumbotron video screen pro-
jecting the rally above the 59th Street Bridge by
the tram to Roosevelt Island. I see a womnan on
screen but we're so far away I cant tell if it's
Angela Davis or Susan Sarandon.

The cops let us trickle down dill we e
crowd then close the barricades so we cant cross
over into the emptier space right in front of us
until the crowd starts to boil over with anger.
Then the cops create a tiny opening funneling
us into the next section. This happens over and
over again threatening to make a peaceful situa-
tion dangerous.

1:50 PM. :
We manage to scoot up to 2nd Avenue again
through a side street to see if we can spot the NY
Labor Contingent banner—no luck but have a
brief Reno spotting with her ever-present
pooch. “Hey how are you?” sh= says before
blurting something angry at the cops.

2:00 PM.

First Avenue and E. 65th, lone sign in a win-
dow: “We Support Bush.” Holly Near’s singing
heard from the speakers on the corner. Little
boy with sign: “Who Would Jesus Bomb?”
Another: “Better Old Europe than New World

Fascism.”

2:10 pM.

Harry Belafonte: “This is an historic day, they
told us we don't exist.” They've announced that
we stretch 20 blocks up First Avenue, filling
blocks and blocks up Second and Third Avenue
as well. On a stroller: “Babies for Peace.”

At E. 6lst Street run into United Auto
Workers, friends of my companion. They're try-
ing to set-up a teachers' union at the New
School. Onstage: Sarah Jones heard in her spec-
tacular shifting voices/characters then, finally in
her own voice, thanks us all for turning our.

2:30 PM.

They announce half a million to a million are
here. Sign: “Boys Against Bombs” speaker from
RAAWA—Revolutionary Association of the
Women of Afghanistan: “We need to strength-
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just people and we're broken . ..”

2:50 pM.

My toes start feelin
g numb. Tem s i
the 2'(1)fhbm luckily the snowstorm i:ﬁ?ﬂe’s ‘)
ey open up a portion of the barric.
and a flood of people push us throughan:;m (til:*
51d.ewalk. We hop into a pizza joint for food and
a little warming up.

3:00 pM.

Back on the street cop pushin

: W
resists and is pulled away. Anoier °cf:an—shc
the crowds in the pen. p yells at

3:05 PM.

Too <.:rushing in the protest pen, so we stay hud-
dled in a doorway staring at the speakers on the
Jumbotron. From the podium we hear som
thing like “Just heard on the AP diplomats at
the U.N. are working on softening the lan

of their resolution to remove the mention (g:fmti
use of force.” My eyes start to tear up until we're
forced out of our doorway by the movin
crowd. Signs: “Pre-emptive War Is Terrorism§
“Read Between the Lines.” Then Welfare Poets
perform hip-hop revolution rap.

4:10 PM.

Keep moving towards the stage. Run into a
conga line. Then dancers on a huge red heart on
a white cloth spread on street at 53rd.

4:12 PM.

The barricades are up again. More chanting:
“Let us through,” and “Whose streets? Our
streets!” Red Balloon: “More Candy Less War.”

4:20 PM.

Talking with a guy in a white foam core cage
bounded in signs: “Democracy,” “Liberty,” and
“Privacy.” Someone hands us “No Blood for
Oil” buttons.

“Kid for Peace” sign in window where a

tiny kid sits sadly. We all wave to him and start
chanting: “Kid for Peace, Kid for Peace.” On
the other side of the street another kid, another
sign—simple and to the point: “No War.”

4:30 PM.
Spot mounted police. Then we finally see the
actual stage up close (between 51st and 52nd)
and the rallys over, speakers finished. Black
fernale cop says, “They made them pull the
plug early and say goodnight to you. They
wouldn't let it go on.” i
But the peace revelers do go on. Waiting

for the barriers to be removed, so we can go

home, encounter a huge Native American
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8:30 M.

Before a film screening at ;
ho comes into

Workshop each person W
lobby askz, “Did you go t0 thc rally? H(::V fa}
did you get? Did you get t© First Avenue?” 2 1
it were some gigantic board game wherc' eve:’hy
one is moved from square to SqUATE with the
goal making it to First Avenue as close to the
stage as possible. Y
[38580 r[:l:Sne says they struggled 10 g€€ © First
Avenue and once they did the rally hadn start-
ed yet and they felt il and had to leave.

Hear stories of witnessing protesters being
beaten and cops on horses rushing the ‘ffOWd-
Someone says, “Then they brought in Fhe
horses, it was like something out of the Russian
Revolution. We must have seen at least 20r3
people being pulled out of the pens onto the
sidewalks and probably arrested.” Talk to a poet
later who says that she went to her favorite
restaurant for dinner and heard one of the wait-
ers had been arrested at the rally.

One guy says he doubted it would get
good press coverage and so we should ask the
filmmaker showing her films if we could tell our
stories to the audience before the screening. A
woman says no, she went home and saw cover-
age on Channel 7 News, so it was getting cov-
ered by the major networks.

The French Canadian filmmaker having
her first N.Y. one-person screening that evening
lives in Boston now. She speaks a little bit about
the rally before starting to talk about her films.
She says she’s always thought of New Yorkers as
rather hardened and apathetic but being at the
rally definitely changed her mind about that
and was wonderful to see.

It seems the same thing was happeni
over the world—a pcrformgnce of i%e?;ﬂ

pageant for peace.

Millennium Film
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On February 15th, the East Village was s i
it ever is on a Saturday morming, Around 100?8
AM. I met friends at the Café Pick Me Up. Alfmdy
the tones of calm exciternent in peoples voices yer
building in the air as protesters compared notes ard
shared information in the café and on the se;
Walking to the subway, every visible human beig
seemed to be decked out and heading for a peee
rally that turned out to be the largest in New Yok
City since the Viemam war (500,000 is now te
upward estimate).

The space of the uptown 6 train at Astor Pe
was packed with sign-wielding, exdited, pisedaf
New Yorkers whose mixing voices sounded v
focused excitement, hope, and communal pupes:
We got off the train at S9th street and begin vl
ing East. This was sill possible becausewerweeeall
and the police hadsit yer begun cutg
crosstown movement in their attempt© dvideand
dispiric their fellow citizens. Islands of pole®
began appearing on comersaround JndAve st
sloping vista of 1st Ave opened the vealpet i
cades set up by dledtyootﬂdbemmgnedm
every block: as if it wasnit already dear 5
beingsaenbythepowersthatbeasfwd' D

The Poets for Peace were being held 27
these pens between 58th and 59th, aﬁ“bwlgw
they couldn't assemble on the public Sidml.J; bt
of all sorts were gathering under the G“l;ledwm

ner aleady fighting the shocking it




ter air. The air had a dampening effect on the over-
all sound this day—a kind of natural mute which
rounded the tones of the crowd and befitted the
calm and lyrical energy of the people.

For some reason the police at 58th St. decided
to let us move into the mostly empty pens south of
us, and I overheard an exasperated cop say “this is
ridiculous—why are we letting these people move,”
with a tone of voice you might expect from a child
who doesn't understand why his litde’ brother is
being allowed to stay up late when he never was.
Around 11:45 our slow-motion southern trek
ended at 55th St, where the poets joined a solid
ocean of bodies filling the space all the way down to
the main stage at 49th Street.

As the speakers began to talk, a giant video
screen hydraulically lifted itself up and rotated
towards us. Because of the tinniness of the PA sys-
tem and our distance from it, it was hard to hear
the speeches unless the speakers were really pro-
jecting. The speakers were earnest but often unfo-
cused, with the notable exception being
Desmond Turtu, who also had a spirit of joyous-
ness about him that contrasted with the nervous
tone of many of the other speakers.

New York City is surely one of Earths most
provocatively beautiful resonating chambers. There
were several fusing layers of sounds that pulsed
through the spaces of New York that aftemoon. The
sounds of the presentation were one layer—but of
course no PA system could ever accommodate the
hundreds of thousands of people there. The sounds
of protesters were another layer—cheering, dlap-
ping and yelling, generating spontaneous chants
and songs, laughing and lightening the mood with
jokes. There was also the bassy menacing throb of
the several helicopters hovering above the crowd—
the sound of the system, of power. All these things
mixed and swept though the space of 1st Ave., and
hinted at the vasmess of the crowd stretching to
72nd street and well past Lexington. The air of the
ity held and absorbed these sounds, as we hoped
the world would begin to hold and absorb the actu-
al wishes of its population.  —Drew Gardner

DISQUIET ON THE ELECTRIC FRONT

Blogaholism continues to claim victims
among the unwitting poetry community,
with the roster—international, avant-garde,
new formalist, new vineyardist, skanky,
Spanish and English—ever growing for the
fashionable poetaster’s blogroll. Keep one
eye on your prose as you dawdle among:
Chaxblog (Charles Alexander), For the
Health of It (Tom Bell), Equanimity and
Million''Poems (Jordan Davis), Overlap
(Drew Gardner), Ululate (Nada Gordon),
HG Poetics (Henry Gould), Lester’s
Flogspot (Patrick Herron), Pantaloons
(Jack  Kimball), Ineluctable Maps

(Anastasios Kozaitis), Jonathan Mayhew’s
Blog, Ich Bin Ein Iragi (Camille Roy),
Possum Pouch (Dale Smith), Mike
Snider’s Formal Blog, Elsewhere (Gary
Sullivan), WinePoetics (Eileen Tabios),
Laurable Dot Com, The Tijuana Bible of
Poetics (Heriberto Yepez), SpokenWORD
(Komninos Zervos).

A few of these predate Silliman’s Blog,
one or two even predate Katherine “the blog
queen” Parrish's squish, but several are mere
pups. I will spare you the URLs, but a click-
able, up-to-date list can be found at Kasey
Silem Mohammad’s limetree, limetree
.blogspot.com. Soon, no poet will be able
to read holding a piece of paper because of
the stealthily deleterious effects of carpal
tunnel syndrome, a brand of disease leading
to crooked, John Merrick-esque postures
that—like a model’s slumped shoulders in
the more swish NYC bars or Orson Welles’
citizen’s paunch that seems to have taken
hold of the UK’s sound poetry communi-
ty—will be imitated by any sensible poseur
desirous of seeming of the crowd that “took
down Language writing” (Vendler).

Like shrooms after April’s swich licéur,
metablogs—blogs that respond to the phe-
nomenon of blogs like Spinal Tap to heavy
metal—are beginning to sprout. Contact
the folks at mainstreampoetry.blogspot
.com to partake in the literary sensation
that’s sweeping the world: Mainstream
Poetry. (So that Fence thing was smoke and
mirrors?) Be one of the grant-funded fresh-
water bass who write “Through Jello
Moulds Of Christian Science Walruses.”

With some trepidation I hope to fur-
ther the trend with the introduction of an-
other multi-author blog Circulars, www.
arras.net/circulars, which has a mandate to
register in persuasive but concise prose the
poetry community’s opposition to the U.S.
government’s war policy. As the propaganda
states:

“CIRCULARS intends to focus some
of the disparate energy by poets and literary
critics to enunciate a response to U.S. for-
eign policy, most significantly the move to
war with Iraqg. CIRCULARS intends to cri-
tique and/or augment some conventional
modes of expressing political views that are
either entirely analytical, ironic or humanis-
tic. These are all valuable approaches, of
course, and not unwelcome on CIRCU-
LARS, but our hope is to create a dynamic,
persuasive idiom that can work in a public
sphere, mingling elements of rhetoric and
stylistics associated with the aforementioned
modes—analytical, ironic or humanistic.
CIRCULARS is, in this sense, a work-

shop—a place to explore strategies.”

By the time you read this, the war may
be several weeks old, and my guess Is that
the site—the joint creation of §evcral
authors acting both as editors and writers—
will reflect, for now and for the rC?qrd’
changes in the poetry community’s political
priorities, sentiments and activities as they
occur.

Beehive, beehive.temporalimfige
«com, edited by Talan Memmott, has Juse
put up its fifth issue, featuring work by Bill
Marsh, Juliec Ann Martin, Marianne
Shaneen, Millie Niss, Alan Sondheim and
others. Good to see names not previously
associated with digipo in the mix—
Marianne was lugging around a gaffer-taped
Bolex on Roebling St. when last I saw her—
but I'm also pleased to see Juliet Ann
Martin, whose “oooxxxooo” (juliet-
martin.com) was revelatory for its time,
grabbing some spotlight. The Iowa Review
Web, www.uiowa.edu/~iareview/ main-
pages/tirwebhome.htm, also has a new
issue, featuring a new piece by William
Poundstone, “3 Proposals for Bottle Imps,” an
interview with Motomichi Nakamura by
Young-Hae Chang Heavy Industries, and my
interview with John Cayley, suggestively titled
“From Byte to Inscription” (kind of like a
James Bond film—or maybe Justin Bond).

Free stuff Well, you can' try the new
/ubu (“slash ubu,” found at ubu.com/ubu) -
series of e-books, featuring titles by Kevin
Davies, Deanna Ferguson, Richard Fore-
man, Madeline Gins, Jessica Grim, Peter
Manson, Michael Scharf, Ron Silliman,
Juliana Spahr, Hannah Weiner, Mac
Wellman, and Darren Wershler-Henry
(sorry, a touch of Lisztomania there ...). Go
to the recently revamped Duration Press,
duration-press.com, for even more free e-
books by the likes of Patrick Durgin, Rachel
Levitsky, Brian Strang, Elizabeth Treadwell,
Rick Snyder and Marcella Durand—really
just the tip of the rapidly deepening iceberg
(er ...), countering the forces of ecological
entropy that's rendering even Antarctica’s
historical Borchgrevink’s hut a pile of stink-
ing guano. Kudos to Jerrold Shiroma for
putting together such an amazing site.

For those who don’t go much for read-
ing, there are the digital anti-war bumper
stickers at Masturbate for Peace, masture-
bateforpeace.org, with minimalist offerings
such as “Touch Your Sack, Not Iraq,” and
“My Bush Doesn’t Declare War!” And if
that’s too much for your impoverished lexi-
calismus, then it doesn’t get much lighter
than this page of Japanese Emoticons,
club.pep.ne.jp/~hiroette/en/facemarks/in
dex.html), including such classics of the in-
dustry as:



“Here you are, the tea”
and

“He sends you a kiss

with a sound effect,”

[("q}i;rmna:r.f\; the emosicons themselyes are
sureproducible with oxy limived fpefices
—_&i\‘.] Qk, its not the Camyg, '\\r‘e\‘e.l;
ElSCnS(Cil\‘.\' Fg‘,’m ch\‘{, bll( IS an casy ili f\\f
tl}}\\‘c of you who are responding to Eliog
\\cinbcrgcr‘s call (uras.netléimuhrsl
athi\WOOOIAO.hml) t learn the names
of more Asian poets—I think this

! one's
called Hiroette.

—8rian Kim Stefiens

PAUL CHAN IN BAGHDAD

wdeo and conceprual artist Paul Chan recenty
retumead from a month in chdad with the
Iraq Peace Team and Voices in ﬁ%‘\‘\%&h‘;
fo i my paryphrasing of what he told me
about his expertences in Iraq ...

GHILDREN DANGING, THATS WHAT | RenEnien
ABOUT IRaQ Mm*“ﬁomdc\mgd .

sancrions, live under a dictator and under theeat of

wm\!hmmmmam_

tnsed, of ing _devastation,
cxpaure images of Iragis at weddings, celebrating,
the Baghdad amusement park, called LUNA
PARK (™).

Amenican pop culture thrives in Bagdhad; the
lminm*icdmtuinmn\\mshowingDuni
Moore in STRIPTEASE. Paul absurdly warched a
screening of RAMBO, heard Missy Elliot ... Iragis
LOVE Celine Dion. (We want to start a letter writ-
loved in Iraq and get her o make and-war move-
ment public service announcements.)
aty of Baghdad: HOW WILL THEY CON-
TAIN CIVILIAN DEATHS? WHERE WILL
THE PEOPLE GO? Very few people have the
resources to leave

“WE'LL BE GIVING THEM LIBERTY
AND DEATH IN ONE FATAL BLOW."

The hotel that CNN and other reporters
stayed in has a giant mosaic of BUSH SR on it
floor thar’s tded “WAR CRIMINAL."

All over Iraq Paul saw glam pics of Saddam
Iragis used to fight against the Brits with.

Iraq has the largest art market and more gal-
leries than anywhere else in the Arab world, despite
threat of war, sanctions-induced poverty; lack of
agemnnkralivingnnlcingm(mosdypotlpm
for the tourist market). He’s not so surprised by
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Teaqi artists foving Giaco! :
see how much d\? are “\“:u\-i\r
fact that people in lraq Gan ST
mmcd\'utg l‘ﬁn\l intensely \\lbl‘:“:“ ith Pop
“Ive had more convers Mh\m chan ['ve
about SAMUEL N‘I‘.M‘fl] [] l: o l
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Paul said that part of his motivation for going
‘Dh‘q\\mﬁmﬂ)&hkfmdmdon\\id\ax?db\t‘(b:
the marginalized and “orazy” (these M&
activiss that humbled him with their intensity of
mmp:opleh!hkommuy\\ouh like-
by call “razy”). \

He spoke with fondness and awe of these
activists, that they were the most intense, most
deeply committed people hed ever met- and con-
trasted them with ‘poseny” like himself who went
there to “take picturss” ..

Paul said that he mnstandy observed a kind
of “shurting down” that would happen when
reporters would ask Iragis typical questions about
their ing, etc—that in answering, they
would sort of go on “auto pilot” and give statis-
tcs and rote responsess whereas Paul instead
chose to try to open up dialogue with people by
talking with them on a different level, in terms of
the commonality that they could communicate,
Md’mmmpmhmpk,md
i ek e

;
Mﬁhﬁﬁmwmmamdkﬁ%

Wammmwhwqm
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CIRCUS OF THE ARCHITETyR,
OF THE DISSEMINATION o
KNOWLEDGE or CHALLENGE o
THE MODERN TIME CAPsy;
MARCHERS THAT COULDN'T py;
SHOWS | HAVEN'T SEEN YET

l:stb;wckmd, I read aloud June Jordans 4 Poen
ut My Right” to an architecture chy of
outreach students at Cooper Union, Onee [if fin
ished, the presence of the poem stood like an aey.
tive elephant in the small space. Before my ariv
they had been discussing the elements or fom
that make apparent a space’s functions. And then
here comes Ms. Jordan and her poem about the
impact geographically, nationally and policeall
defined (and redefined) spaces have on persondl
(physical and psychological) spaces. Where in
Rilke, “there is no place which does not see you,”
in Jordan there is no place which, seeing you, doss
not seek to name you and, in naming you, dos
not chim to know you. And knowing is avays
about making (including up o out). The poliicl
impacts the personal, and the personal can some
times explain (or fuck with or be fucked over by)
the political. This idea is a part of the linguageand
aesthetic of both recent and-war protests (in V&S
that it might not have been as few as ten yeas 0
despite having long been a part of the poeay hnd
scape) and recent art exhibits (of works fom 8¢
carly half of the twentieth century and of conte™
porary work).

PrOTEST S Bow: R Gives Py A Bl

Bush Gives Cock A Bad Name

Real Men Pull Out In Time .~~~




JORDAN Box: penetrating into Namibia pen-
etrating into/ Angola and does that mean I mean
how do you know iff Pretoria ejaculates what will
the evidence look like the/ proof of the monster
jackboot ejaculation on Blackland ...

The work in Art-in-Generals “Time

Capsule: Archaeology in Contemporary Art” cri-
tiques the “concept of archeology, a practice sad-
dled with issues of identity, property; and heritage”
in as much as the (old) objects that occupy (the
ground beneath) a space are dug outand coded as
signifiers of the place’s (more often in the past,
“mankinds”) history. Appropriation and interpre-
tation of the object lead to appropriation and inter-
pretation (re: production) of history: The tone and
thrust of the exhibit is set in “Don't Fuck with the
Past, You Might Get Pregnant,” the first piece you
see on entering the gallery. In the video and video
stills that comprise “Don’t Fuck,” Mexican artist
Silvia Gruner is seen handling an. object that
resembles an ancient fertility figure, a fetish. In one
of the videos, /2 Situ, there is a close up of Gruner's
face. She holds the object, lengthwise (erect) in her
open mouth, between her teeth. She teases and
tongues the figure, affectionately; ferventy, and
certainly grotesquely. She cannot close her mouth.
History is brought into discomforting contact
with the post-colonial body; and there are conse-
quences.

In works from the earlier part of the twent-
eth century; history (again as mediated through the
interpretation of objects) is important in reimagin-
ing black bodies. In the Studio Museum of
Harlem’s “Challenge of the Modemn: African-
American Artists 1925-1945,” many of the works
grow out of contact with African cultural artifacts.
Works like Edna Manley’s “The Negro Aroused,”
a remarkable bronze sculpture, look to African
forms to visually assert and examine historical con-
nections between blacks outside of Africa and
Africa. The stylistic changes demand a reimagining
of the black body: Divided into four sections: From
Primitivism to Abstraction; Locaton and Self-
Image; The Black Body; and The Black Church
and Modernism, the exhibit suggests processes (aes-
thetic, political, and personal) of object interpreta-
tion that at the start of the twentieth-first century are

necessary objects of critique. Time Capsule closes
March 15th and Challenge ends April 6th.

YET Box: At the Guggenheim until June
11, 2003: Matthew Barney’s The Cremaster
Cycle—"“five feature-length films that explore
the processes of creation. ... Its conceptual
departure point is the male cremaster muscle,
which controls testicular contractions in
response to external stimuli.”

At the American Folk Art Museum
until 'May 18, 2003: St. Adolf-Giant-
Creation: The Art of Adolf Wolfli—An
artist in the tradition of ar¢ bruz, Wolfli
spent more than half of his life confined in
a mental asylum. He created tens of thou-

sands of pages of text, musical composi-
tions, and drawings.

A150 YET Box: Ace Gallery (275Hudson)—
David Hammons. —Tonya Foster

RESPONSES TO LAST ISSUE’S FORUM

am writing in response to the “Forum: “The
Blank Generation?”” that appeared in the
Febnm'y-March 2003 issue.
I will not—and cannot—speak for Ron
Silliman here. I myself do not believe (and obvi-
ously didrnit say; though Leslie Scalapino seems to
think that I did) that writers younger than I are all
“depoliticized”—nor that they are apolitical. (I
would note, by the way, that Ron speaks of the
depolitical, not the apolitical, which is a very dif
ferent thing) The hegemonic capitalist powers
whose goal it is to depoliticize all of us—through
dispiriting and enraging strategies that leave us
exhausted with anger rather than invigorated with
hope—have been relentless; in addition, wealth
has become not only less and less evenly distrib-
uted but indeed hardly distributed at all, and as a
result of these factors it has become very, very dif-
ficult to find time and energy for the forms of
political activity that we (not an exclusive group,
despite John Yau’s misreading of it as such, but
simply writers of my generation, i.e., bom in the
1940s) saw in the late 1960s and 1970s. Ron
Silliman refers (albeit in seemingly negative terms)
to what he calls “a politics ... of cynicism and dis-
gust.” To my mind that is indeed a politics; itis one
of the multiple forms in which political thinking is
continuing in the face of capitalism's current hey-
day. Sianne Ngai's wonderful essay “Raw Matter:
A Poetics of Disgust” (published in Zelling It Slant:
Avant-Garde Poetics of the 1990s. Eds. Mark
Wallace and Steven Marks) examines theoretical
and practical applications of such a politics, and I
recommend it to your readers (and to Ron, if he
hasn't already read it). There is no reason that a pol-
itics can't be developed and enacted that lacks
“utopian vision.” Engagement with the dystopias
of the 21t century is political too; it is producing
some of the many different types of writing that
Lytle Shaw talks about under the rubric of “site-
specific” writing—works whose “sites” are social in
the most diverse senses of that word—diversely
framed, diversely identified, diversely occupied,
diversely negotiated, diversely picted and depicted.
The remarks I made for the Rain Taxi inter-
view were a very brief summary of ideas I devel-
oped at greater length in my essay “Barbarism” (it's
incuded in 7he Language of Inquiry, UC Press,
2000). The question posed to me there was not
about politics but about Language writing. My
comments as they appear in the “Forum: The
Blank Generation?” got contextualized in terms of
Ron's remarks and seem as a result to have been
misread by some.

The points | wanted to make about

Language writngare casy © repeat.

The first is that Language writing isnt astyle.
That should be obvious to anyone who reads \.;vork
by any two of the authors associated hmgqmﬂy
with the movement. The various individual
Language works look the way they do for reasons,
and those reasons are more than simply acsthetic
The devices were “motivated” and in very partcu-
lar ways.
The second point follows logically from the
first: stylistic imitations (by formerly mainstream as
well as younger writers) do not produce Language
writing. This second point was not intended as a
condemnation of younger poets, most _of whom
don’r want to bc mlled Language wn(gr.s any-
way—and for good reason. They have their own
movements to develop, their own devices ©
deploy (many of them grounded in narrative
strategies whose uses I can only envy). Laura
Elrick, in her excellent response, names persons
and places where some of the brilliant results can
readily be scen. Strong material and social affinities
between this kind of work and Language wriung
exist, but Language writing should not aspire to
coopt this work. Indeed, we should all resist the
coopting and reifying strategjes of capital.

Opening such questions to discussion as you
have done is one element in a general strategy that
can sustain that kind of resistance. Despite the (pre-
dictable) attack from John Yau and the (unpre-
dictable) one from Leslie Scalapino, I very much
appreciated the “Forum.” —Lyn Hejinian

RESPONSE TO REG E. GAINES

Yes, too seldom do we find among the popular
poet language and discourse used to deconstruct
the myth, to disentangle the spiritand one's inter-
nal drives from the lure of having it all. All for
ourselves. So inured have we become to the
SPEAKER engaged in a staged, pseudo-decon-
structionist drama, which raises nothing more
than the elocutionist’s profile, (conferring legiti-
macy) and bank account balance (conferring
virtue), spawning endless imitations of the same,
that we seek them out only as a form of in-
person reality-TV type of entertainment.
Numbing mind candy indeed.

Moreover, seldom do we expect to see a poet
whose voice speaks with a genuine urge toward
raising the consciousness of, and provoking the
will to dissent among, those in the listening audi-
ence. A cursory glance may find one caught up in
the rapture of “a movement” that seems substan-
tive, but in the end leaves one with the same stu-
pefied incredulousness one experiences after speak-
ing to the local drug dealer who lays down his five-
year scheme for dealing (saving up his small for-
tune, and getting out—not to be confused with all
those suckers who get caught up in using their
own smack, only to become addicted to it, and
end up, like the very suckers he sells to, wasted).




You walk away wondering if the ironies and con-
tradictions inherent in such a plot are really beyond
the grasp of the speaker;, or if he’s hard-selling you
in hopes thar you will not lay bare the holes in his

scheme, because, really; he’s justa guy uying to do

what he’s got to do to survive. —Kim Horne

“AN OLDER POET’S RESPONSE”

Among the responses of the younger poets, a sen-

tence by Ammiel Alcalay—a defensive and offen-
sive gesture on his part—resonates in multiple
ways for me, more than anything else: .. an
unwillingness to deal with narrative allows domi-
nant narratives more space to function and take
hold. Writers and intellectuals bear great responsi-
bility for this ...”

One must acknowledge that major avant-
garde ideas or styles of the twentieth century; sur-
realism, collage, Zen, on-the-edge-eroticism—nor
to say anything of the deconstructive techniques of
“innovatve” poetics in the last twenty-five years—

have become part of the vocabulary of modern
advertising, Yoked to visual images, the anti-narra-
tive techniques of modemism have become tools
to create vignettes, narratives of persuasion. The

conditions today are ety dlﬁ-fummjumvamhﬂg
forty years ago, basically 2 QU7 5
izssilhoucttcinmclaﬁm)'wm,,a] 2l md.lvldu"l
a nexus of the PO ‘u
unit—would make the actvit > hensible
some o theyounger PO @ e write 45

The American poct :
the citizen of a nation but an an:;’a;ing (the
endless implications. T%n: narrattye maybe by
ocean or the coun) e repln globalisrm, 35
a mad pursuit in the seven & 2y o oovern-
companies (cadres of executives an Teos
e e, ol I, @ 0
inevitably the disenfranchised interss® S
thies of the citizenry. The Unites States beIlS T
imperial capialist powen Am";“:“ e the
its brutal, deceptive simplicity- 'as
100l of political cooption. A haiku:

Bush Cheney Rice Powell

Weapons Of Mass Decepton- ;

(A poster in t:l-u:maxrchflgéllﬂﬂEheWE“'t‘f“r::;f;l
in New York; notice the disappearance ©
and sexual dichotomies.) )

The American poet fecls it in Mer bones
that English is basically a foreign, alien medium

true “poet craftsmen’” of our time are not, as one  (an Imperi anguage) s/he as a subject must use.
mightassume, the lowa or any other poetic main- Inanepni;l?xleeveryddmjm i ce (an
stream, ,but the advertising copy writers, 5, “elsewhere”) of which the center is Kafkas Great
Clintons, Bush.s speechwriters. This cooption is WAl of China, so alien that the nature of the news
X‘H“Chcrfw‘;sz“s d“"" and part and parcel of changes—cooption—by the time it reaches the
en Ginsberg’s appearing in a Gap ad. ital, and vi Poetry (particularly political
Historically, literature is a branch of rhetoric. S el

itor in the process of being created?

Ron Sillman and Lyn Hejinian, two key lan-

guage poets, claim that while their generation creat-
ed a revolutionary poetry, the younger one has lost
m.u'd1 in its work with social conditions, and their
cntique. Ammiel Alcalay hints at the problems with
suchanaserdon,sayhgevmﬁ;r&xcrdmlangmge
poets’ daims for revolutionary avant-garde acrually
sllmoed, de-legitimatized political movements and
poetic activities—in' this country and abroad.
Aml)md objectively; not only did that poetry lack
persuasion, therefore was soft for cooption; but, in
& innocent faith in the primacy of its literary
:'aducvemmt, actively silenced often through ignor-
ing (the quintessential American way of censure)
many other voices whose politics embodied overt,
nor-ironic narratives or unfashionable styles,
How are new forms, a thetoric of persuasion
possible? Are the powers of the spirit and propagan-
da inevitably split’ Though seeded in the past, the

In od:;;vlc;lr;iys, persuasion is at the heart of litera-
ture, ially political poetry: When Gins
read “How!” in front of a Bay Area audimoe,b;:g
narrative of a car trip across America, liberation
through acid trips and sex, radical suspicion of gov-
emment with CIA as its evil arm, were behind it.
When a poetics actively debunks narrative
without reinventing it, it leaves fallow ground for
hostile takeover. Can a political poetry have per-
suasion without an active narrative, if only implic-

poetry) in our time must be a space where “I” and
“clsewhere” are one; not a Rimbaud-like personal
derangement of the senses, but a derangement of
political space, where every consciousness is a dir-
cumference to an alien center—a poetry intensely
local (subjective) and also intensely other. This is
only possible by the creation of accents, which
alters the imperial tongue through gashes, turning,
as I said on another occasion, a stepmother tongue
into a mother tongue.

How can accent (finally an intensely personal
thing) gain persuasion, speak t, be the voice of else-
where? The extension of accent isalien thetorical, artis-
:;fzm—d’cgﬂ?d khasids, koshma, the sinuousness

duende, Brazilian soap, Bollywood lyric,
within the sbjctiviy of each tha hrguoge souncs
X:!c,mmn {m"]' @h;cakvm‘d’immm' How does an

ian post sk  an I or Bangladesh
Speaking n ongues, inthe lnguage of bird, ingesting
asimilting the auural forms of Mars, denuding
hisher own. Accentis rpeated gashs by the weakcinto
the sepmother tongue; notas an act of multi.c ltural-
fm but © tum Imperil Englh into a subjective o),
for the comsciouncs o the policaly subjecs o
unheard melodie. At his best, Jordan Davis poet.
ko . e, at the edge of ysel
letting go of Ashbery and all c:ygc Sull “;’:
tinuous blogs on Indian movies are acts of abso
tion. It is this pesture of tha e Likae b ot o OiP-

: __SSNmofdlesub}mmldsdi

vast that Silliman and Hejinian seem to o <
—Murar meet—Nqax

ANNOUNCEMENTS

Poetry Project will be hiring 2 e,
T}(];o,dkmon]ob to begin lnAum:Elihn
description will be available in mid-Apey iy
us by e-mail of sm,l-.maﬂ for derails, "

Were also looku;g for volunteer © hdp
e the Poetry Projects documen, . P
e with data-eny and Mo i
utﬂslsmqmred_Wenwid'ushdp %’h-
B s for deaals: 212-674-0910, ey,
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G Ry BOOKs EXHIBITION
The University of Califomia/syy py
Mandeville Spedal Collections Libmry will s
o erospoctive cxhibition entided ‘Pl
G s Books: A Conversation in the Mhsh.'“g
from April 26, 2003-June 27, 2003,
The exhibition will include all of
ks to date, 115 titles divided into
gcs Collaborations, Anthologes, Po:x#l;tnt
Memorybooks, Typographic Works, Book Objery
and Scholarly Publications. The show wij 1+
attention to the role that a publisher can play o &n;]_‘g
itator/collaborator i various book projecy To
Drucier recently sic: The physical book e
be almost incidental it s a freeze frame of a prye
that continues both backwards and forward
through time—the book as communal theater of
experience and instrument for action. A matrix of
ideasfbnnamundabookanddﬁssynexgyjsapm
foundly collaborative process.

The exhibition’s emphasis will be on the
Collaborations, highlighting the nexus created
by writer, artist, printer, binder, designer, editor
and publisher. The limited edition books in this
category will be displayed in eight vitrine tables
distributed through the gallery space. Each
book will be accompanied by an extensive selec-
tion of material from Granary’s archive includ-
ing: proofs, page spreads, drafts, mock-ups, e-
mails and letters. The archival substance will be
augmented by new/news reports from the vari-
ous collaborators detailing the lives their books
have gone on to have—updates on collabora-
tions that may have come out of their Granary
books, fan letters from readers, experiences that
tl_l . . 3

hese books have gone on to bring into peoples

hv&?. The show will open on April 26th with

a big-bash reception from 4:00-6:00 PM. at
The University of California Mandeville
Spt‘:clal Collections Library, 9500 Gilman
Drive, San Diego. Please look for an
mVl.tc./ poster from Granary Books on the
°Xhlblf10n. as well as, e-mail updates as the
openning of the show grows closer. Or visit
:)nm' W;bsite at www.granarybooks.com for

ore information,
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MicHAEL MAHONEY

POETRY IS NEWS:
POETRY’S WAR ON WAR

. . . . & 1
Anne Waldman, introducing the Poetry is News symposium held Tyrants, fascists erase memory... they are the makers of for-
5 5 ; ; ;
at St. Mark’s Church on February 1, 2003 cited “grave and getfulness.” Khoury cited writers and poets as the ideal combatants
3 » v ws . . 1 1 1 1 1 am ia;
dangerous times” as the cause of this “investigative event.” She con- of this, saying, “Literature incarnates the antidote to amnesia;

tinued: “If [the events of the times] weren't so scary, they could be ~ memory is an active act to the future.” He identified pritets and
categorized as absurdist.” She went on to explain the humanistic artists as the couriers of imagination, saying they “enlarge human
urgency for dissent, saying, “We have to remember, we will be held  experience with their ability to imagine... they enlarge reality and
accountable by future generations: ‘Where were we as human  give it new dimensions.” He differentiated the creativity of the
bcifxgs?"’ Waldman closed her remarks citing her hope that a dia-  writer and the poet from the agenda of the ruler when he said,
logic atmosphere would be sustained from the event, saying she ~ “Imagination has nothing to do with the hallucinations of tyrants.”
and co-organizer and poet Ammiel Alcalay “launched this coalition In the cyclone of single-minded rhetoric, selective per: ception, and
bf:Caus: Wf were disturbed by the on-again, off-again nature of this fact-doctoring that the United States’ war campaign has become, at
iilscourse. In his opening reme}rks, Alcalay reiterated this point. the forefront O.f _d_lssem bOth_ .foreign and domestic is tbat T
Who do I know that isnt talking to each other? How can I get  people, from civilians to political leaders, doubt the existence of
those lines to intersect?” The image of putting a puzzle together ~ what the Bush administration cites as the major reasons to airace
came into my head as he spoke: a situation in which all of the Iraq. Where the Bush

pieces are accessible, it's just a matter of figuring out the best administration
ways to connect them. ép
Alcalay continued with an account of one student of =9

invents halluci-
nations stem-

_ Arabic ethnicity who was taken into custody, only to be ming from
insulted by jail guards (he was called a “fucking terrorist”) rampant suspi-
then beaten badly enough to leave welts. Alcalay made clear that cion, writers
the holding facility that housed this atrocity is in Manhattan. He and  artists
recommended that poets precede their future readings with such construct
accounts, of which, he assured the audience, there are many. through imag-
Alcalay went on to read work by Iragi poets Buland al-Haydari and ination.
Saadi Yousef. One line that struck me in particular was in a
Haydari poem: “Take Saddam Hussein/ and give us Abraham
Lincoln/ or give us no one.” He ended his reading by describing
the need for a more constant and maintained discourse between
American writers and those of the Arab world.

These ideas of solidarity and multi-faceted communication
served as an appropriate segue for Lebanese novelist Elias Khoury.
Khoury's comments were those of not only an objective witness,
but also a person whose personal life has been profoundly affected
by the United States’ conduct in the Middle East. Khoury’s remarks
largely addressed the relationship between memory and imagina-
tion. He compared the Warsaw ghettoes of World War II to the
state of present-day Palestine, describing it as a place permeated
with military checkpoints and devastating violence. 1 found it
remarkable for a person affiliated with either Israel or Palestine to
garner sympathy for his or her respective region while simultane-
ously eliciting empathy for the opposing region. So often in that
long-standing war, either side gets so wrapped up in defending
itself that it focuses on demonizing the other. Khoury con-
demned neither side of the matter, and doing so revealed parallel
concerns: problems of memory and the power of imagination.
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With much of the media

resentj inati
of Fc?reign .Evil and Domestjc gighetzg:sgn::z ?aaiiu:li]f;a::gf
Ner in which the POCt engages wich mass cultur; is vastly
Important. Gabrielle David, Writer and founder/editor of
ing widely diverse, multi-cul-
Place of the poet in a media-
Ou can make more money flip-
118 a poet in America,” she said

5 , = - 9O0¢e spoke of her struggle to keep
phat’itude going while trying o increase its readershipy She

was offered a buy-out (she didnt b :
declined, citing her beljef that « Say'w o offered) which she

Phat’itude—, magazine feary
tural work—focused on the
infused, capitalistic society, “
ping burgers than you can bej
with complere seriousness. Sh

ce denying this buy- he has filed
; y-out, she has file
bankruptcy. She believes that, ipn terms of America’s expecta-

tions of poets, writing aboyg ¢

increasingly complicated nature of the Now, which he
described as, “Barely torn from the past at the same moment it
erratically staggers into the future, (the) now moves so quick-
ly, yet obliquely, that its blur appears determined.” For there to
be any hope of engaging the public effectively, says Gilbert, it
is important not to “emulate the media, which caters to ruling-
class interests.”

In depicting the struggle of poetry in the mainstream,
David promoted the benefits of keeping the two close, while
Gilbert asserted that bringing poetry to people through con-
ventional channels is precisely what poets must not do, These
channels already bulge with slick content that evades remem-
brance; any subversive or otherwise unique elements that enter
these channels are doomed to insignificance, swallowed by and
lost within the scrambled Now.

This philosophical disagreement was one of many ele-
ments that fulfilled Waldman’s and Alcalay’s goal of creating
an ideologically diverse atmosphere. Musician and activist
Richard Hell addressed the position of the activist in today’s
political climate. He criticized activists who condemn others
for a perceived lack of involvement, or who attempt to con-
vince others that they are in charge of subversive proceedings
and that theirs is not only the best approach, but the only
option. “When a situation gets bad enough., an argument
could be made that any action other than outright opposition
is frivolous,” Hell said, “but I don’t want,to tell others when
that moment arrives.” For me the event’s rriost memorable

’ cisely described the results
comment was Hell’s, when he con Ve g
ing others into belief or action: “Most
of onclper e o ho are sure they know how
problems are caused by people w.

other people should behave.”
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Payano and Gonzalez gave voice not only to youthfy|
skepticism, but also to the doubts harbored by people of
varying ethnicities in the United States. The debate syr.
rounding “the poor man fighting the rich man’ war” hag
been on this country’s radar, with varying intensities, for
more than a century. The students’ expression of their vieys
not only reminded attendees that the issue of poetry’s place
in contemporary society is by no means the most pressing
issues of the day; they expanded the discourse socially, racial-
ly, and economically.

This segment effectively encapsulated the premise of the
Poetry is News Symposium~the need to create a discourse of
consolidated, focused, and comprehensive dissent—and it
also touched upon a prospect with a much greater capacity for
promising cultural growth. The United States is a country
with a staggering amount of diversity, be it ethnic, economic,
or ideological, and very seldom do these differences positive-
ly intersect for more than a brief moment. Now, a wideand
diverse range of American citizens stands united in a need f?r
peace. [ am 20 iyears old, and I’ve never seen this country In
a state of such diversified agreement for such a sustained peri-
od of time. While our government is encouraging citizens t©
look outwards with fear, hostility, and superiority, its all too
casy and far roo dangerous to forget to look inwards at obly
selves as a nation, and marve] at the growing unity that exist
there in opposition to the [oss of human life. Americans ai
communicating, we are supporting peace together, and lf‘f
can recognize this and byj|d from it, we can create a networ
powerful in its inclusiveness and diversity, that would reme!"
long after this shroud of self-righteousness, xenophobia
Utter pessimism has beep removed from the United St °
America,

W

R = R O




BENJAMIN FRIEDLANDER

INTERVIEW WITH DANIEL BOUCHARD

ENJAMIN FRIEEDIANDER: We've met several
imes now; but most of what I know—or
think I know—about you still comes from your
book, Diminutive Revolutions: you worked on a
garbage truck, are a birdwatcher—haye been to
Paris, passed through Philadelphia, live in
Boston—are Euroamerican, have no particular
religious commitments—do political work, col-
lect books (but also underline them!), are circum.-
spect about family and lovers, more voluble about
friends—have an unsentimental regard for
nature, an open disregard for governments and
landlords—read a lot of history; follow the news
with suspicion, admire Olson and Silliman—ear
fish, love dogs ... How accurate is that picture?

DANIEL BOUCHARD: I almost want to givea
response similar to that of Kent in King Lear. “1
do profess to be no less than I seem; to serve him
truly that will put me in trust: to love him that is
honest; to converse with him that is wise, and says
litde; to fear judgment to fight when I cannot
choose.” If you substitute “poetry” for “hinm” its
workable. Kent also added “and to eat no fish,”
which means he is telling Lear he’s not Catholic.
As part of my recovery from Catholicism (eight
years under the nuns, one year under the broth-
ers and priests) I eat cheesesteaks on Fridays, and
all throughout Lent, for almost twenty years with-
out the slightest twinge of guilt or remorse. Too
much is missing from the picture to list, but its
the accuracy of the picture that’s important, and
the selection of details.

BEF: Say a little more, then, about compo-
sition, “selection of details.” Is accuracy the
ultimate aim? That is: are your methods of
selection in service to something that exists
independent of the poem (call it reality)—or
are “accuracy’ and “composition” separate
issues that you hope to link together?

DB: Accuracy is easy I think: you simply
don't misrepresent any details you may choose to
include. I treat my poems as I would a personal
relationship; if you lie, brag, and act deceitfully, it
will come back at you in a negative way. But it's
also adherence to the idea thar “sincerity” goes a
long way in art. Pound says it, others too. Some
of the most scathing criticism I can think of is
being called insincere in your poems. There are
different ways of saying it. This doesn’, or should-
nt, preclude a strong imagjnation. I've been read-

inga lot of Coleridge lately. I find his imaginative
poems like “Sea Mariner” and diary-like poems

such as “Frost at Midnight” both very powerful
and compelling in their own way. But things like
the personal details you list are only one example.
That there are any personal details in my poems
at all is incidental to composition. Or perhaps
another way to say that would be I sometimes
begin writing a poem with something specific in
mind and after many drafts may forget whar it
was: an image, idea, feeling, or response to some-
thing I had read or seen. Other times I write with
nothing in mind; notes and fragments, bits.
Where will it end up? The poems I like best in that
book are those that were composed over a period
of time, thru many drafts and revisions, as opposed
to the “back from Paris” poem you allude to.
Sometimes they were drawn from notebooks I
keep, sometimes to form a collage or montage.

BE: So accuracy is, in effect, respect for the
dignity of your craft. Yet its clear from what
youve told me that craft isn't an end in its own
right. Respect for the poem is modeled on respect
for friends, neighbors, coworkers. Perhaps you
could say something about the link between poet-
ry as craft and poetry as social action.

DB: Maybe its where the sea meets the
rocks. Experience, imagination. Is that what you
mean by “social action”?

BE: Well, for starters, arent you offering the
poem as a “diminutive revolution”? In “A Private
History of Books,” you draw attention to the book
as material fact: not the characteristics of a signature
style, but the dollar value of an author’ signature;
not poetic influence, but the influence of landlord
practices on bookstore rents. In this way, intellectu-
al autobiography becomes materialist history.

DB: This collection of poems packaged
under the label of “Diminutive Revolutions” is
now part of my private history of books. I gave a
copy of the book a couple of years ago to a book-
binder I was taking a class from. Actually; in his var-
fous professions, he was much more: former air
force test pilot, patent-holder of blood technolo-
gies, flight school owner, part-time city detective,
and general eccentric. I was leaming the repair of
old and new books ar a very basic level. Anyway, I
gave him my book and he thumbed through itand
honed immediately on “A Private History of
Books.” And he read it right in front of me even
though he was in the middle of a conversation with
some people in his shop and it really got him going,
Like I said, he’s a bit eccentric and the poem got
him very exdited and he started raving about how

he would print a broadside of the poem on an
enormous sheet of paper and distribute It ‘as 2
waming to the booksellers.” A very gratifying
response from someone who, I'm pretty sure
doesit read very much poetry. He lost all mterest
after he dlosed the book. Talk about diminuave.

BF: Thats a great story. And it makes me
want to ask about audience and response. Il start
with the former. Do you have a vivid sense of
your readership? I suppose I should put that m'the
plural, since surely your work goes out to a variety
of overlapping or mutually oblivious groups—
friends, famnily, coworkers, fellow poets, fledgling
writers, students, working class heroes, CE(_)S’
bomb-sniffing dogs ... I'm only partly joking
since an imagjned audience can be as enabling (or
debilitating?) as a real one.

DB: The idea of someone who picks up my
book without knowing me does give me 2 thrill,
though I can't imagjne who they might be. And I
would rather not know. What I would be curious
to know is how they came across the book, which
goes back to your idea of materialist history. But
if you ask whether I can imagine an audience
while I write then the answer is “sometimes.”
have a friend in mind or strangers, to whom I
obviously feel I have something to say; or they are
born after the centennial of my death. It best not
even to think about it. I have a good idea who has
read my poems up to this point because I have a
speaking relationship with most of them.

BF: That would be the twenty-third centu-
ry. But why is it best not to think of that future? I
mean, setting aside the unpleasant prospect of
death—and granting that ifs unfashionably
ambitious these days to have designs on the
future—doesn' the possibility that your work
might survive you enter into your thoughts while
writing? Robert Heinlein has a novel, Beyond This
Horizon, in which an engineer escapes into a
future that his own work helped to create. Can
you imagine having such a fantasy?

DB: I would like to have children, but it’s
pretty pointless to be concerned with how your
distant descendants are going to turn out. You can
worry, do things, found a religion, etc,, but you
have no say in it at all. That contradicts the fact
that I have thought about my poems surviving
me and being read by an interested posterity. Not
that this is much on my mind. It’s very obvious,
to me anyway; that I am not writing for the pres-
entin the sense of feeling an immediacy to get my
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work published and establish a reputation and
Qmﬁf'andgetagoodsmton the gravy train, Bucif
there’s hope for the survival of my poems, what can
[ say abour influencing the future? T couq not
guess even vaguely about what this mj

What if Whitman could visit us today?g\l;\(;enc?omulr:i
take him to the nearest Starbucks, show him what
wee doing to Iraq. What would he think? Maybe
he would be thrilled. What would Blake thinl?
Most of the greatest women poets are still alive, so
I'wont mention their names; I'll read their wor,k.

- BE: Are you saying that a Past poet’s greatness
is measurable by the fact that you wan; ¢ know
what he or she would think of our present world?

DB: Its not a measure of their greatness so
much as a continuity of dialogue, one involving a
good deal of fantasy, Heinlein's novel inverted, But
thats a lot of what poetry is: listening to the dead
speak and writing poems for unknown eyes.

BE: I asked you about audience and your per-
spective slowly shifted from that of author o thar of
reader. Is this humility? You seem comfortable talk-
ing about yourself as a writer when the focus is firm-
ly fixed on the poem, less 50 when we situate the
poem in a larger historical field. Does thar seem
accurate to you? And if so, Whydoyou think that is?

DB: Reading and writing: this is yin and
yang. The players are still on the historical field and
we have the disadvantage of living,

BF: The black humor of that last phrase is so
typical! In “Wrackline,” for instance, you come
close to saying that civilization is garbage—and yet
the feeling of your poem is far from misanthropic.
Are we living, as you suggest, in a “garden / grown
with seeds gathered from wrecked ships”™

DB: In “Wrackline” I would want to say that
cvilization is compost more than garbage.

BE: Let me ask about another poem. In
“Hesiod’s Notebook” you say; “A critique of capi-
talism is not a blueprint for society.” I take it, how-
ever, that you find such a blueprint necessary. Is this
something poetry can provide?

DB: I don't think poetry can be a good blue-
print nor a blueprint good poetry. Poets make bet-
ter cartographers than engineers. Poetry can cover
the range from stimulant to critique to ethics.
Critiques are necessary. Disclosure: that particular
sentence is Berram Wolfes.

BF: Speaking of critiques: Id like to ask about
“In the Company of Good Dogs.” Did you intend
the poem as an allegory? Its one of your more for-

DB: I didn't intend the poem as an allegory
but by the time I'was Mﬂ%itlwa@ofme
possibility of that reading, A satisfying coincidence.
I wish I had placed more of the emotive, .human-
like, expressions of their canine faces ino _th_e
poem. One of my “more forgiving poems?” This is
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1 fz-ly as I
an ominous assessment. Am [ too judgme”
confess in the poem?

BF: Not at all. But you

qualities of your work—an
strong sense of right and wrong LG
of your own authority in ™ ructan
At )t]he same time, your poerms do nOE Conart of the
; : le the fray. Youre P

image of you as outside ral observer—
world you judge, and not a5 2 pet

let alone role model. AR e

DB: No, Im certainly not ourside uw azgl ;obe :
stuck @ poem ghing that ISR P
skewed picture to say the least Beingapart F
may constitute an emotional reaction © 9? Juvenal

BE: You have a recent pocm e o
(“Knives of the Poets”) that g.wﬁ a ﬁee xielgﬂther
your very effcive powers of iIUPEEESE: o
your interest in satire is its quth-telling Cuf its
ask because satire appeals to many these days olr i
ability to undermine all claims © authority, tncit
ing the satirist’s own.

T DB:Juvm;stheﬁmmoleindeO‘f‘f‘I
take a whack ar, butdlepoemismu)”as-]enmfer
Moxley dedicated her first book, for “my contem-
< o» i tion humor-
poraries.” If a reader finds my vitupera
ous AND thoughtful then I may have some .eﬂ:ec-
tive satire. Satire is the art of evading bittemess in the
face of things you despair over: hypocrisy, lies, greed.

BF: That description applies equally well o
“Hesiod’s Notebook”: evading bitterness in the face
of things you despair over. Yet the Hesiod and
Juvenal poems are very different. How would you
compare them? And why the classical tags?

DB: I use the authors as points of departure,
“dlassical” because they are among the first in their
fields, and also because they seem to allow more
room for poetic imagination, poetic knowledge, in
bouncing ideas around and off one another.
“Hesiod’s Notebook” is a compilation of notes, as
the dtle suggests, and can be disparate in trying
simply to make observations, leaving the reader to
make the most significant connections; “Knives of
the Poets” is more of a narrative along the lines of
“The Lives of the Saints,” with all the connotation
of biography; trials, anguishes, and morality sug-
gested. The lines here are deliberately sharper in
their commentary. I cannot read Greek or Latin,
but even in manslation I find reading these and-
quarian authors extremely enjoyable and useful.
Pound was right about Tacitus.

BF: What did he say?

DB: Well after first saying thar genius does
not translate well from Latin to English he says as
long you are writing poctry and not prose then
Tacitus is good for stirring up your belief in com-
pression and compactness. “The force of phrase,
and of the single line,”

BE: Id like to go bag %
about “Good Dogs.” I Proposeq ou
allegory; and you accepted thy
bility of reading, but I find y,
, satisfying coincidence,” m. A
as it suggests that your methog o P‘h\
more important for the poem Mpog; b%
when it comes 0 generating me. -
How much of what your Write | they

DB: I dont plan much bttp llam‘@d %TQ
deal. This,is true especially of ry, sh% by
Let's say 1| began writing “Good [y oft"f Py
describing what was going o e ‘"npl},l),
Subsequent revisions reveal the v, Ou;',d ng
describe, an allegory. However, | Qg - 31
wanting to write an alleg()ry e mind[ ln%
one. Frank O’Haras “Why [ An, Not P lz"%g
keeps occurring to me while hinj; iopawq-
Hmm, sardines, very nice. But the, f un.},'K
are gone. One of the [h]_ngsl U'Llly love ab:'rdlnq
ing poetry is that I really do not know Wha[l)ll\’mt
to come out as I sit writing, I dog; mex [}:ag:."%
clairvoyant sense of course. Once i e
knew it was there all along. But the 5¢ of
method if you like, often opens me i, Wl gy
nt think possible.

BF: That would explain the ¢, dig
“Audubon Days” a delightil bit of e
wordplay that arrives seemingly out of the e

Exasperation is the gaseous bag we're stk vith
and cannot properly pin stick.

Exoneration is something

Authority is careful for. Lynchpin

is the excuse we use after

forethought falls like a brick.

How did you get to this by way of Audubon?

DB: Audubon was simply my regimen whi
working that season. I had one of those one-ay
square calendars with birds on it. I typed on the
back of them, filling one a day. What's importan]
think, to focus on your query of method, is t
high gear you find yourselfin after persistingintis  »
type of thing for a certain amount of time. Butl
have no formulas for it. When its working lie
being in a good groove, it can workver)'W(’-IL

BEF: Thinking of your poem ‘Pact; [on®
jokingly called you ‘the thinking mans Ron
Silliman”—an unfair gibe at Ron that madf’ i
flinch. Behind the comment was a fair ﬂmﬁ
observation: that your long poems have the mrh
quality of Ron’, but seem to be stung togcld
much more deliberately—seem to rely much
than Rors on arbitrary juxtaposidon. |

DB: Wel thatt a fir response e 2
“Pact” is intended jokingly too. [ onc wroted
to Ron expressing admiration for his poey*"




confessing that in my bungled attempts at imitating
him I was coming up with some satisfactory poet-
ry: I mean one could argue that Silliman is the
thinking man's Bouchard for the very opposite rea-
son of what you say. I could say I have failed to be
Jess deliberate. I think I also wrote to Ron that his
reminded me of what would happen if you
crossed the earlier poetry of Williams (Spring and
Al) with the long philosophical poems of Kenneth
Rexroth (7he Phoenix: and the Torwise), which is a
way of putting things that doesn't make me flinch.
 had just read What when this occurred to me, a
book that is important to me.
BF: What other books have been important
to you? No need to limit your response to poetry.
DB: So many; I thought I would list authors
instead. But that would be too long also, so I will
list ten books in no particular order: 7%e World, Iis
Streers, Places, by Larty Eigner; A Midwinter Day,
by Bernadette Mayer; The Dmgon and the
Unicorn by Kenneth Rexroth; Nationaliom and
Culsure by Rudolph Rocker; Prison Memoirs of an
Anarchist by Alexander Berkman; Mark Tivain's
Innocens Abroad, Joyce's Ulysses; Thoreau's Journal
(slowly, slowly being brought out in toto by
Princeton University Press); The Sense Record by
Jennifer Moxley; and Circadium by Larry Price.
That doesnt scratch the surface, as you can imag-
ine but these are books that immediately come to
mind as things I want to read time and time again
or, in the case of Thoreau, maybe just twice if ever
completely once. This is a recommendation list.
BE: Its hard not to take this list as a map of
your sensibility. If I do, the central figure appears
to be Thoreau, simply that he unifies the disparate
themes and approaches of the other nine: poetic
artifice, prosaic introspection, politics and nature,
respect for the everyday, cognizance of history.
What he lacks is humor and—a less obvious
virtue—vulgarity.
DB: Thoreau actually has a lot of humor in
his writing, Cape Cod is the best example, with
humorous comments and asides upon the people
and customs he comes across peppered through-
out the narrative. He has a sardonic humor in
other places too, as in the “Economy” chapter of
Walden where he responds to his neighbor who
derides vegetarianism. I'll quote it: “One farmer
says to me, You cannot live on vegetable food sole-
ly, for it furnishes nothing to make bones with’;
and so he religiously devotes a part of his day to
supplying his system with the raw material of
bones; walking all the while he talks behind his
oxen, which, with vegetable-made bones, jerk him
and his Jumbering plow along in spite of every
obstacle.” I find this rip-roaringly funny.
BF: No question, hes sardonic—but rip-
roaringly funny? He's certainly not a humorist like

Twain (one of your other ten figures). But your
comment makes me see something else: the cen-
trality of wit in your work. I myself think of wit as
a self-historicizing form of intelligence—as some-
thing that embraces contingency and rejects uni-
versality as a matter of principle. Do you see some-
thing like this afoot in your own work?

DB: I do find him funny. You're right to call
me on “rip-roaring.” No, its not that. And when
you compare him to Twain he’s not much in out-
right Laughter. However, something like the pas-
sage | quoted goes a long way in Thoreau.
Vulgarity, it's true, is repressed, tho I've heard of an
incident he wrote in his journal that only the new
scholarly edition prints: he is in the woods and
stumbles upon a particularly phallic mushroom.
His sense of decency is affronted for the vulgarity
of Nature as well as the deeper, “vulgar” response
he feels in himself. Well, you can be a prude and
still be a great writer.

BE: This winter you inaugurated a new mag-
azine, The Poker. What was your inspiration? And
how did you manage to get such good work from
your contributors?

DB: I wasinspired by the piles of like magazines
I have, from Kiudohur to Sulfier, that have left a mark.
I think the community I care about needs such a
venue. I did nothing spedial t elicit “good” work
from contributors, I just asked people whose writing
I believe in. And I said, donit send crap to me.

BE: You voted Green Party in the 2000.
How do you feel about the end resule?

DB: I have a feeling we ain seen nothing yet.
Since its first slithering into DC the current regime
has been banging the war drum against Iraq, sig-
nificantly louder than the last gang but they were
hitting it too. That they will use 9/11 to speed up
the rush to slaughter just shows how disgusting
they really are. Only paid liars and idiots will deny
it. How much will they get away with?

BEF: This brings to mind your lines in “White
Death This Exit™

A leader elected, steeped in oil, its politics,
education, a polity, wanting severe, civility,
the educasion president, schooled at Yale,
he said of King Philip “we cannot

reward an aggressor” and gathered allies.
potential allies, Xtian converts at Natick,
praying Arabs. This is Increase Mather
speaking: “it will not stand.”

Why Increase Mather? What makes his voice
appealing to you, or appealing to appropriate?
DB: Increase Mather because he presided as
chief propagandist, or church leader if you will, of
the major war with Native Americans in late-

17th-century New England. The voice itself of
course is an American president, late SUDMIES
1990. 1 found the comparison of how these two
leaders used their position as would-be moralists
extremely interesting. The comparisons are s
ed, and limiting, but [ wanted to write about peo-
ple who are being killed today; unnecessaril; and
by “my” government. So why not begin exactly
where I am standing and explore what went on
around here and see what I can learn.

BE: I thought the connection berween Iraq
and King Philips war was the oil driving your tour
of the battle sites, hence the titde “White Death
Next Exit.” Is that too literal?

DB: Its riot what I had in mind but its out
of my hands now. It's a bit one sided too. Many of
the bartle sites of three hundred years ago in New
England are now pretty public parks. On ‘h_c
other side, today, are the spent radioactive muni-
tions (made in Americal). In ten thousand years,
let alone a few hundred, this metal will stll be
radioactive, deadly.

BE: This brings us back to the question of pos-
terity; which we touched on carlier. What else will
your future readers uncover? I'm thinking in particu-
lar of non-poetic writings. Do you keep a journal? Do
you write a lot of letters? Do you save your email?

DB: Yes, yes, and yes. And Tma pack rat in the
extreme. I really enjoy reading other peoples jour-
nals (i.e., published) and that’s what inspired me to
begin my own journal a few years ago. John Adams’s
journal was grand and tedious all at once; wha else
could represent a project spanning G0 or so years?
But forget posterity for the moment. My journals
have tumed out to be extremely useful to me. I read
back even only a couple of years and am taken by
surprise at what I've forgotten. In this sense I've
already tumed out to be my own posterity:

BE: What about your next book? How
much of it is written? Do you have a working dtle?

DB: It’s just about finished. I have no title. I
have no plans for it, so I'm not rushing anything,

BF: When we started this interview; I asked
how you were surviving the war on terrorism. You
said, “Tm going to get married. We plan to have
children.” Now you are married, and the war is
about to spill over into Iraq: Are children on the
way? And how are you surviving now?

DB: Its too obscene to talk about my own
metaphorical survival with the inevitable non-sur-
vival of so many in the coming war. We demon-
strate, we protest, and even if the actions have a
slight impact in slowing the approach of war,
ardently desired by a handful of people, the war still
comes. Meanwhile poets or aitics you admire say
nothing you are doing matters anyway. I'm trying to
keep my sanity together with my humanity.

1.©
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from AN INTERyIEW WITH LYTLE SHAW

GARY SULLIVAN: Reading your Work over the
!ast couple of years, I've noticed tha, despite the
Impressive range of whar | guess Id call “formg)
appr?ach," that a number of Preoccupations do
continue to make themselves Mmanifest. The
most compelling, for me, js your ongoin
Inquiry into whar we might 3] “human geo %
raphy”—emphasis on “humar? (as opposed tgo
“xzatural" geography, very little of which “pure-
ly” exists anymore). [ want to Start with three of
your books, Zow Leve/ Bureaucrazi, Structures: A
Novel, Principles of the Emeryvill, S/Jellmou;m/
and Czble Factory 20.

You've described Loz Level Bureaucratic
Structures in part as an attempt to re-
that space wherein one “learns 1o ¢
learns, let’s say,
kinds of represen

occupy
raw’—
the bureaucracy of various

. | tational are (figurative draw-
Ing, mapping, schematic drawings, etc.). The

book is laid out in panels, very much like a
comic book, with “primitive” drawings of
your own and pasted-in maps, photographs
of architecture, etc. The language of the piece
itself seems to come out, also, of a kind of
consideration of the mind being shaped, fair-
ly early on, by what I'd call the “given”: one
line that stands out in particular for me, “Or
trade a disturbing piece of your lunch” ...
which is funny, of course, bur also really sent
me back to that situation, of being a very
young person, being both curious about and
confronted with manifestations of the
“bureaucratic” or “adult” world. I think one
of the most palpable, disturbing early memo-
ries that [ have is of my first lunch in a pre-
school cafeteria, of various mostly undesirable
“food”-stuffs, arranged in (or really slotted
into) a kind of combination plate/tray.

Moving along to Emeryville Shellmound,
we get the voice of an adult, doing a kind of
Olsonian or at any rate more-or-less “from
the hip” geographical inquiry. It ends with
the paragraph:

As I floated in this space the horizon flipped
ninety degrees and light seemed to vanish
accordingly. Sheets of mollusk names spun before
my eyes. Small land animals—perhaps rac-
coons—broke shells and extracted food; a worn
club functioned as a line break between conch
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an archive of

phrases. The mound’s depth wAs ¢ gmeration?

expanding species knowledge, jeties
rZord ofgt/yepname embalmed, and its -/mf/fii
grew proportionally from t/]er.e. It w;s ;:n,ww
angled position, then, that [ discovered tne e
well known principles of mound, constric
that I reproduce below.

And beneath that, of course, is 2 dct:flile.d
technical drawing, presumably of the princi-
ples of mound construction:

Its an hilarious moment, and one where I'd
say a kind of bureaucratic attention or focus
makes itself palpably manifest: as though the
book ends, on one level, in the consumma-
tion of space and bureaucracy.

This “question” is going on too long,. I
wanted to drag Cable Factory 20 into this first
question, but probably I should just hold off
here, and we can move into that after.
Anyway, what I'm getting at is what we
briefly talked about a couple of months ago,
of how I see you constantly coming back to
these two realms: space and bureaucracy. |
had also wanted to drag in earlier examples of
poets working with these ideas, in particular
d.a. levy and Daniel Davidson—though,
again, maybe we can bring them up as this
goes along further. For now, I'd be particular-
ly interested in reading what you'd have to say
about space and bureaucracy, how you're
thinking about them as you put these books
together, what sorts of discoveries you find

yourself making about them as you continue
to write ...

LYTLE SHAW: Gary, you notice a parallel
between the 6-panel layout of the pages in
Low Level Bureaucratic Structuyes: A Novel and

the school lunch plate. | hadrt y
in such a direct way, but | like the l‘i’g}\t of;
operate as givens' that Structure v boy
forced to internalize and be ey for at
the student drawer seeks ¢, m'f""fi <
» . lmj
“mature,” technological form, of the © the
up world (cars, airplanes, arChitec‘Ure) Broy,,
he swallows the grids of Meatlogp )%t
potatoes, and brown betty. i ma“htd
This parallel also highligh at legg
senses of what a bureaucraic Structyg, t. )
be (an intentionally vague term); ﬁ:\lght
abstract method or formula\a pmc;
that’s followed in an office Somewhereurc
(where procedure itself is the goal); Second-..
literal thing—like, say, a white enamg] Cu,b:
by Sol LeWitt, or a six-part cartoqp panel
a plastic tray. So a conceptual and , Conc;e[:
material sense. J
At first I was attracted o calling
book a novel because I thought of 5 gy, leve|
bureaucratic structure as an absurdly eXtreme
opposite of narrative—the inverse of the
heroic, romanticized desire one ncounters j
much fiction. Bureaucracy frustrates desire,
channeling it into horizontal loops lacking
hierarchy and consequence, dissipating ener.
gy and interest. Insignificant, low level stryc.
tures do this in the most mundane Way possi-
ble, so that there’s not even the drama of
high-stakes failed desire—say, the crash of an
unsuccessful romantic liaison, or the pathos
of a genius losing his powers to dog race gam-
bling, or heroin, in the milieu of 60s
Manhattan, nineteenth century Paris—or in
any loaded, beautiful context. Instead, one
imagines depersonalized paper processingina
temporary trailer. Vast warehouse floors of
New government issue protective glass boolths
for national DMVs arranged in long 8{“15'
Here, though, we're starting to get 2 little
exciting (as the minimalists knew). But then
again fiction can only work in time: for 2
novel to go on, something, of course, docs
haye to block desire. So there’s this other ¥2
in which fiction can’t escape a bureaucrst
component: the sending of a requesh
Wwaiting to see what will happen. e
And this way that desire is wmnﬂ%
ﬁction—necessarily diverted and delaye




i

connects Up with another sense that bureau-
cracy takes on in novels, especially the bil-
Jungsroman, the genre most about forma-
don of subjects through education. In the
classic examples, like Goethe, the bil-
dungsroman narrative chronicles a process
in which the wild, disruptive energies of
youth get channeled into usable (more con-
servative) forms of sociality. Goethe then
rries to generalize and moralize about this
process, as though it should always happen.
This is what's vaguely sinister, in a corporate
rraining video sort of way, about Wilhelm
Meister (and even about parts of the autobi-
ography) especially in their relation to the
storm and stress explosions of efergy and
desire of Werther. The “voice” in Low Level
sort of came out of this problem, the omnis-
cient instructional tone that gets filtered
back onto youth, and onto one of its forms:
the cartoon, a palpably visible ' narrative
form designed, at least at times, for kids
Jearning things adults want them to (much
in the way that religious painting has done
this historically). But there’s a rough split
between the voice we might associate with
the drawings—clunkily trying to master the
objects of the world—and the voice of
Mastery speaking “down” to him (it’s
important that this subject is a male, com-
ing to identify with cars and fashioning his
bodily bearing after kung fu masters) as he
goes about his apprentice work. There’s this
eager consciousness out to learn and repro-
duce the world and a masterful, older one
telling it how to do so. But of course this
pedagogical circuit gets derailed frequently,
here, partly as a possibility latent in the
graphic novel: the side associations and nar-
ratives that can always emerge from the
emphatic particularity of drawn or copied
objects. What do we make of this bad sketch
of a 72 Chevy Impala? That solemn middle-
part black belt demonstrating the punch
block? And inasmuch as the (very poem-
like) novel plays with these gaps between the
images and their supposedly pedagogical
commentaries, bureaucracy gets sort of held
off. Kept back in the sense that bureaucracy
here would mean the total triumph of
Method over the particularities, the singu-
larities, of a situation or view.

This hooks up with the problem you
notice of the researcher’s underwater reef
epiphany immediately getting contained as
a blurry graph at the conclusion of Principles
of the Emeryville Shellmound. There's a chap-
ter toward the end of Walden when

Thoreau, who’s been living in his shed there
now for almost two years and is about to
leave, awakens one night troubled by an
unanswered question that’s somehow funda-
mental to the pond and to the his larger
research project there. So he spends several
days measuring the pond, very precisely, and
eventually has this graphic epiphany, where
he invents this Principle (very much like Poe
or Goethe) that the pond, despite its radi-
cally irregular contour and almost uniform
depth, is at its deepest in the exact, exact
center.

The neatness of this Principle of course
rewards Thoreau’s hours (years) of empirical
scrutiny—hanging out at the pond. It some-
how converts all of this time spent noticing
details (which god forbid hed wasted in par-
allel, multiple or uncontained speculations),
into an elegantly reduced System. Now I real-
ize that scientists do make sudden break-
throughs, and I'm actually tired of 2 kind of
bland, righteous postmodern attitude toward
science in which all attempts at scientific sys-
tematicity are, a priori, oppressive construc-
tions. And yet, I'm also in love with this
problem that happens when the sciences are
imported to literature (including literary crit-
icism and theory) as a way to clean up after
messy aesthetic speculation that might other-
wise head off toward singularities. At the end
of Principles, though, the self-contained clar-
ity of the graph is not exactly clear—there is,
instead, a disturbing proliferation of info:
two sections cut through the mound with
idealized geometrical diagrams superim-
posed; an animal list; statistics on the fre-
quency of mound objects; two blow-ups of
specimens presumably unearthed in the
mound; and one blurry, word-covered pond
diagram. This moment relies on some sense
that we're supposed to know about these dis-
coveries: as if the principles were canonical
within the scientific community, and the
piece is a kind of memoir, like Claude Lévi
Strauss recalling a trip in Peru in which he
came up with one of his most famous kinship
models—whose graphs anthropologists (like
ourselves) had seen reproduced thousands of
times.

In the case of my book, however, it's
important that the writer is—like Goethe, or
Poe, or Thoreau, or some mild-mannered
bureaucratic hobby scientist living in subur-
ban California in the 60s, and performing
experiments in his basement and research at
the available local libraries—an amateur sci-
entist. 'm interested in the figure of the ama-

teur: the one who comes [0 science through
other fields, especially writing: Th?ugh he
cant “claim expertise,” he can Wf[h faux
humility, make his “small contributions
known.” In Goethe’s case these started taking
up considerable shelf space. This sort of
accounts for the amateur tone of the first part
of that book, even the generic science pam-
phlet look, with courier font and grainy, re-
xeroxed reproductions. :

Another feature I like about educauo.nal
scientific writing in particular is the rhetorical
problems it encounters when it wants to be
practical. The moments when it addresses
you as an average reader, snuggling its models
up to your everyday desires and epistcm‘OIOg‘
ical horizons: “Most of us are interested in .the
world around us.” I think science writing
invented this awkward form, intended 2s 2
“more democratic” universalism (saying
“most” instead of “all”). But it conjures a
weird remainder audience: the vegetal uncon-
cerned; the others it hadn’t quite meant to
evoke. I remember a teacher in high school
introducing topics with “Now most of you
may or may not have heard of this.”

But actually, the amateur researcher in
Principles has just the opposite problem.
Everyone he encounters wants to operate as a
scientist: joggers try to work his ear about the
tidal patterns; sports fishers lure him into see-
ing collections of fake specimens; older
librarians, totally unprompted, moralize
knee-jerk eco-aphorisms in his general direc-
tion. Being an aesthete with high standards of
evidence and argumentation, these intrusions
chap him. Which goes back to the horizontal
loops characteristic of bureaucracy in a way,
since what often gets idealized as “the
archive’—the would-be frictionless space of
research leading to Knowledge—actually
winds up becoming a bizarre, over-populated
social space with people (including the pro-
tagonist) acting out their pathologies, and
projecting them into their work.

This place-based research—and the
institutions, weirdos, generalized frictions—
it encounters, might get us toward site-speci-
ficity, and how space, more basically, relates
to bureaucracy. But that would pull us
toward Cable Factory 20, so I'll cool out here

for a minute.

This is the first question and answer from a
longer interview, conducted in 2001 by e-mail,
originally planned for the now-defunct webzine
Readme.

o
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For indiy iduals:
www.spdhooks. oy
1-800-869-75¢, j

Granary. Books, In¢.
307 Seventh Ave
Suite 1401

NY NY 10001

For the trage:

: Distributed Art Publisher,
www.granarybooks.com iy e ’
orders@ granary hooks.com BOOK

TURNING LEAVES OF MIND
LIGORANO/REESE & GERRIT LANSING

ISBN: 1-887123-60-1

Price: $34.95

This title is now available with a special
binding by Daniel Kelm and a suite of 6
prints!

THE DIK-DIK'S SOLITUDE:
NEW & SELECTED WORKS
ANNE TARDOS

ISBN: 1-8871 23-61-X
Price: $17.95

| REMEMBER “\M\
JOE BRAINARD W 4
'8

ISBN: 1-887123-48-2 g IC
Price: $12.00

CHARTING THE HERE OF THERE: French
& American Poetry in Translation in
Literary Magazines 1850-2002

Guy BENNETT & BEATRICE MOUSLI

ISBN: 1-887123-63-6
Price: $24.95

NEW LIMITED EDITIONS

Yodeling into a Kotex by Ron Padgett & George Schneeman

S Poems/S Paintings by Rodney Phillips & John Jurayj
Mondnian’s flowers by Alan Loney & Max Gimblett

A PROPOS °LE LIVRE" (d'aprés Stéphane Mallarmé) by lan Tyson

\ E“‘ >
EC\ p\ < Mandeuville Special Collections Library at UC San Diego presents a retrospective exhibition
\4

“PUBLISHING GRANARY'S BOOKS: A CONVERSATION IN THE MARGINS"
APRIL 26, 2003-JUNE 27, 2003

The show will include all of Granary's books—115 titles to date—with work by artists, poets, bookmakers, writers
and printmakers including: Susan Bee, Charles Bernstein, Ted Berrigan, Joe Brainard, John Cage, Robert Creeley,
Henrik Drescher, Johanna Drucker, Timothy Ely, Ed Epping, Barbara Fahrner, Julie Harrison, Lyn Hejinian,
Alison Knowles, Robert Kushner, Ligorano/Reese, Emily Mc Varish, Ron Padgett, Susan Rothenberg, Jerome
Rothenberg, Carolee Schneemann, George Schneeman, Jack Smith, Buzz Spector, Ian Tyson, Trevor Winkfield,

John Zorn and many others.

The University of California/ San Diego, 9500 Gilman Dr., La Jolla, CA 92093. For more information, look for
special e-mail announcements about the show or contact Granary Books.

Visit our website for more information on the above titles: www.granarybooks.com




P LoGIC
ance Hayes
2002, $16

Terr

Pengulny

oet Terrance Hayef is a Generation X
Pb}’P roduct. And his second book, Hip
- (A 2002 National Pc?etry S.eries Open
Compecition Award Rec1pfen.t), is informed

muCh by high ar.t’as 1t 18 b.y hip—hop.
Throughom Hip Logic's five sections, Hayes
c{fortlessly crafts free-verse and formal

sems. His keen ear and eye are both cerebral
1nd sensuous: His tone is at turns witty, ten-
fer, and absurd. Reading Hip Logic is like
qarching 2 decathlon athlete take first or sec-
ond place in EVERY event.

The book’s initial section, “At the First
Clear Word” (the title of a sexually-charged
Dadaist painting by Max Ernst), explores the
urgency inherent in an urban African-
American male’s experiences. The first poem,
“Emcee,” swaggers through a hip-hop con-
cert. The homoerotic nuance of “Touch”
sillfully demonstrates how, while playing
wouch football, an inner-city youth’s inno-
cence can be compromised by the police.

Sections Two and Four are populated by
Hayes poetic take on anagrams. These
poems inhabit quirky settings. In “Toenails,”
shoes are described as “dark nests.” In
“Nuclear,” he depicts the final “flash” as “an
ulcer/ burning in G-d’s guts.” For Hayes,
these anagrams represent an exciting depar-
ture, because his first book, Muscular Music
(1999), relied more on personal narrative.
Here, Hayes' inventive anagrams allow his
dlready mercurial imagination to display its
associative powers.

A plangent tone permeates sections
One, Three and Five. Poet Larry Levis
irefutable ache, and discursive strategies,
show up in these sections as well. But Hayes’
discursions are more economically rendered.

Although this book hums with an ele-
.gant lust, Hayes' poems are a slow dance
between longing and logic. He balances these
tendencies through his magic real, and surre-
4, impulses and his singular, attention to
tmagery. Desire’s the rickety bridge Hayes
constantly traverses: “Autumn”’s yearning for
lost youth; “Sleeping Woman”’s need for inti-
‘b"l':;)"; d\/rvhere he recogxﬂzes——-“'.l a@.o?y as

as a man bound to his desire” and

“Alter Call™s plea for spiritual union.

Fathers—real, imagined, and artistic—
dominate much of the work. In poems like
“Friday,” Hayes possesses a keen sense of the
artist as simultaneously « part of; and apart
from. In both “Careless” and “Autumn,”
Hayes niftily takes this duality even further.
He writes as a poet who exists outside him-
self. In “Autumn,” Hayes addresses his ado-
lescent self—whom he encounters while
dreaming—in the second person.

Not merely occurring in Hayes” poems
about the divided self, dream sequences are
peppered throughout the book.

In Hip’s third section, “Conjure,” Hayes
writes about high cultural icons such as Paul
Robeson, Dangerfield Newby (who was
killed in John Brown’s Harper’s Ferry Raid)
or visual artists like William Johnson and
Diego Rivera. In this same part, Hayes con-
structs a dreamy, prismatic suite inspired by
Winslow Homer’s painting “Gulf Stream.”
Here, Hayes' shifting view points are mythic
and sinuous, horrific and undulating.

Hayes' dialogue with Winslow Homer's
work reflects his interest in engaging males
who are part of both the dominant, as well as
the African-American, culture.

Hayes both conjures and engages in a lit-

erary dialogue with two African-American

poetic forefathers. In the third section, H”ay‘es
pens a sonnet, “For Robert Hayden, g
which Hayes boldly interrogates 25} ‘dens
masterful tribute to his father, “Those Winter
Sundays.” 5

By entitling a poem “Mother to Son,
Hayes goes toe-to-toe with Langston Hughes
and his cautionary classic of the same name.
But whereas Hughes’ mother is an older,
respectable woman encouraging 2 Young
man to persevere, Hayes' “mom’” recounts to
her “son”—in a free-spirited maﬂner_.'thc
passionate encounters that led to his blth-
With images like, “his fingers turned my L
ples until the music eased out of me,” Hayes
“Mother to Son” is unabashedly poignant.

Comparable to his first book Muscular
Music,” Hayes navigates between high cultu.r-
al characters, like Hughes, and mass media
icons. Hayes brings Shaft back—this time
needing new shoes. In “Muscular,” Hayes
coveted Shaft’s afro. But Hayes also enlists
M. T and Big Bird—the yellow fellow visits
a shrink—for side-splitting tragicomic effect
and to satirize the human condition.

Sometimes Hayes” humor and imagina-
tive powers work against him. “Butters”
litany of questions feels overwritten. During
“Touch,” when he writes: “of our crimes
blackness was the first,” he overstates the
obvious. And poems such as “Ars Poetica
789,” “Butter” and “Heartthrob” might elicit
chuckles, but, regrettably, they veil Hayes’
personal pain, too. “Ars Poetica 789” depicts
a child improbably discussing the numerous
fathers who live with him. “Butter” reads like
a sublimation of Hayes’ own sexual frustra-
tions. Similarly, the unique sestina,
“Heartthrob” finds a mother and her son
stranded on a highway. The son imagines
cowboys rescuing him and his mom.

These works read as if Hayes’ life story
were simmering beneath their surfaces. But
Hayes distances himself by hiding behind his
fanciful strategies.

Comparable to “Heartthrob,” the set-
ting for Hip's provocative final offering, “The
Same City” (a tribute to men who love and
raise children who are not biologically theirs),
is a broken-down vehicle on a road. But why
does “The Same City” run circles around
“Heartthrob”? Because the narrative, and

Hayes' honesty, are undeniable. Hayes® final
19




New Books from
Hanging 1,00se Press

Pawlak, Lourie, Hershon
Schreiber, eds. :
Shooting the Rat:
Outstanding Stories and

Poems py High School
Writers

Third Volume jn the
remarkaple Series drawn from
the pages of HL's famous high
school Writing section. of

“Xtremely accomplished
pxeces"~Publishers Weekly.
Give it “to old fogies who
maunder on about what the
Young generation’s coming
to"— Village vojce.

Paper, s16. Hardcover, $26.

Joanna Fuhrman

Ugh Ugh Ocean

“Her ricocheting lines go
directly to the target. These
fresh poems will be fresh for a
long time."—Davig Shapiro.
“What art was originally meant
to be—a gift."—Noelle Kocot.
“Warms €Very page with the
intricate brocade of human
€xperience™—Rain Taxi.

Paper, $13. Hardcover, $2].

And keep in mind....

Jayne Cortez, Jazz Fan Looks Bac
cloth $22. Paul Violi, Selected Ac

Shermap Alexie

The Business of
Fancydancing: The
Screenplay

The many fans of Smoke
Signals will want to delve
into his new movie, The
Business of Fancydancing,
soon to be available on
video. Alexie (One Stick
Song, Toughest Indian in the
World) wrote and directed
this film. Complete
screenplay, photos, cast
comments, interviews and
more. “As talented a
filmmaker as he is a
writer"—Time Out New York.
Paper, S16. Hardcover, $24.
Signed hardcovers, $100.

K, paper 14,
cidents, Pointlegs ’;der from: Hanging Loose Press, 231

Marie Carter, ed.

Word Jig:-New Fiction
from Scotland

Ali Smith, Michel Faber,
Andrew Greig and 23 other
vibrant voices from Scotland.
“A startling and varied range
of voices.”—Chuck Wachtel.
“Interesting, challenging,
entertaining.”—Aileen
Christianson, “As Soon as one
story has captivated and
convinced you, another comes
along, Introducing a whole
new Scotland.”—chrjs Dolan,

Paper, $]6, Hardcover, $2¢.

Hettie Jones
All Told

Her second
Critics have saj(t;;y S(;?élecﬁon.
with gusto, Mde-rangm\v”‘%
compassion anq sgnsmg
wit....This was the one bso
a giant stack thag 1 dreq iy
about at night."\Naomlamt
Shihab Nye. “Will estahy;
as a potent ang fearegg Sh b,
poet."—Donng Seamay,
Booklist.

Paper, S14. Hardcoz,we,-, $2
Signed hardcoverS, $50,

Maggie Nelson
The Latest Winter

“Few poets are strange ang
quick enough to Capture th,
frenetic quality of
contemporary life....In every
way, she is an original vojce
for our time."—Elaine Equi,
“An extraordinary €ar for the
way words find Place, make a
Passage from here tq there,
blessedly keep on talking "
Robert Creeley.

Paper, $13. Hardcover, $2.

Hanging Loose
Mag%lzﬁe #82

Sharon Mesmer, w. §
Martin Espada, Steva:tlﬁ o
Schrader, Colin Greer, Jordan
Davis, Stephen Beal, Kathleen
Aguero, Valerie Fox, Terry
Stokes, Nathan Whiting, Robert
Gregory and many more.

Anecdotes, paper $13, cloth $2]. Ron Overton,

$21. Eula Biss, The Balloonists, paper 813, cloth

Wyckoff st., Brooklyn, NY 11217.
Enclose check or money order. Includeé
$3 postage for first two books,
$1 for each added title.




which recounts when his stepfa-
uplef/te d him—is deceptively straight-
; adop ot full of impact: “if you ever tell
(orwafd’ 753}, that was the year [ was born,”
of sl&d’mat ely, Hip Logic is as much about
Afrimn_‘zxmerican, and “hip,” as it is
b8 body's sensual logic. These scintil-
ut s are prayers whose hands are

n clc;spe d around a reader’s head. These
sssure that a person can utter the

's «see what I mean?” and not feel
nof}‘]’ajf_hearted head nod is the only
a Like Rilke's Lesters to a Young Poet,

" Hip Logic slyly insists that we

355

€ OVer answers but savor
ouldn’t qulbbl )

evef)’ o
here
& a5 it will take you.

i
decP —David Mills

question’s messy ecstasy. There’s a rich-
d as deep as you want to go is as

MS
Michael Magee

1 a coincidence remarkable only for its
pmess, my COpy of MS arrived the
norning after the U.S. Federal Court for
the 9th Circuit struck down the “under
god” parenthesis of the Pledge of
A[[egiance.

Readers of Magee’s Morning
Constitutional (Handwritten  Press,
2001) will remember his satire, “Pledge,”
which rewrites America’s patriotic script
via homophones that owe something to
Stein, more to Harryette Mullen, but
which outdo both in their forensic verve:
‘I panned a neat myth/ today’s rags/ ugly
unified fates never heard a ya.” MS picks
up where its younger brother left off, and
then some. These poems are comic in the
fullest sense: full of irony and bile, wit
ad  empathy.  Where  Morning
Constitutional affirmed Heather Fuller’s
sense that Magee’s poems show how
“words collide when worlds do,” MS is
nothing less than a lexistential pile-up: a
Party-line to an ‘emergency anglo-
phone,”

You'll pick up the “emergency anglo-
Phone” in “A Cage of Nerves.” A longer
duotation gives a taste of MS's trademark
izthmic edginess. Here, “nerves” is not a

¢ of mind but the mark of a consious-
255 at dis-ease with its physical “host.”
ribe UETVOus case feels “a flucterback in the

) the/ sk skulling” and the mind gives

way to breath:

briefing the candles, the mouth bothers

gives out, takes

in the
equilibrious sticks

bone rattle

The “rattle” of the thinking body looms
large in these poems. Magee is too canny
to assert the sameness of soma and psy-
che; but meat and mind won’t stay apart.
We see this in “AUT(O IMM)UmN(E),”
a poem that mixes New England autum-
nal reverie with HIV nightmare. Here,
“october afternoons” and “the macabre
body” share one line, separated by a
caesura that's alternately mighty and
insubstantial. The Creeley-esque open-
ing to “Body of Thought” puts it best:
“you and your/ dirty mind or/ me and
mine/ where does it/ end?” In MS such
questions are more than rhetorical. The
mind, like meaning, is rooted but else-
where: “the singular valence polyvalent
in time.”

This last line comes from “Same

Difference,” a poem which asks “howfdlo
you figure/ between/be twin"? A good &
lower of Freud in this, if lictle else, Mage.es
puns make sameness of difference, as In
“Spring & Some™s implicit riposte 0
Ireland’s Nobel Laureate: “dig my snug
pen/ (that's/ penis, Seamus).” But lcst‘ A
think these poems just one more addidlon
to the canon of smug liberal Postr.n?d-
ernism, [ should note that the Pom.]cal
imagination of MS is far from Utopian.
With punning sameness comes racial d.lf-
ference and economic blight—for Whll'C
the idiolectical range of Magee’s language 1s
gleefully various, various too are the traces
of America’s gutters, gridlocks, and no-go-
zones:

Is History “a fable agreed upon”
or a grumble peed upon

a rumble
hooded Knights’ errant nights in the Hood
now available on-line remotely accom-

plished

fetch a Signifyin monkey wrench for

A

—_—

o A

JAMESTOWN,

AVAILABLE FROM

Boeks

CoNANICUS AVENUE
RI 02835

ANNOUNCES THE PUBLICATION OF

A Tall, Serious Girl: Selected Poems 1957—2000

edited by Kevin Davies and Larry Fagin
240 pages, ISBN 0-9708763-2-7, $25.00

Prophetic, mythologicsl, deeply humorous, George Stanley deftly rearranges the myr-
isd substances of “identity” and “feeling” in the sgreement we call the world.

Those who know Stanley’s work will be delighted, and those of you new to his par-
ticular genius will be, ah, how do you say it, knocked on your ass.

Small Press Distribution, 1341 7th Street, Berkeley, CA 94710
1-800-869-7553; www.spdbooks.otg.

A limited number of special-edition copies, signed by the author am'i artist,
are available from the publisher. Contact mgizzi@quabooks.com to inquire.

George Stanley

cover art by Fran Herndon

— Joanne Kyger

— Kevin Killian




"Keep the world safe for P
—-Anne Waldman

Visiting Faculty
Robin Blaser
Samuel R. Delany
Erica Hunt

Ed Sanders
Joanne Kyger
Edwin Torres
Sonia Sanchey
Alexs Pate
Rebecca Brown
Jerome Rothenberg
Peter Warshall
Brian Evenson
and many others

Core Faculty

Anne Waldman
Anselm Hollo

Bobbie Louise Hawkins
Laird Hunt

Eleni Sikelianos

Four Week Program
Available for credit and non-credit
1.5 undergraduate credits per week
2 graduate credits per week

To receive our summer catalog
pleasc contact Lisa Birman

(303) 546-5296
lisab@naropa.edu

www.naropa.edu/swp

Naropa University
2130 Arapahoe Ave., Boulder, CO 80302

(303) 546-3572 (800) 772-6951
NCA accredited, BA, MA, MFA degrees

The Jack Kerouac School of Disembodicd Poetics



o Jl provides ch‘e p.olitic'al uncon-
e FMS, esPecially in its middle sec-
(ous (:BlaCk [rish: A Grainy American
jons od “Same Difference.” And race is
Sind e Magee’s mock-violent
o from Henry Louis Gates’ theory
crican “Signifyin” suggests. The
at poems such as these, striving
mix of “Contingency, Irony and
2 % end up committed to contin-
solidari® but offer solidarity i
and irony; Lan
gen And what’s the answer to this

lone.
ame a N
n;oblem? How to square this pun-drunk

ef is th

0
ugs heady

where “we have ourselves/ surround-

a Orla’ 32 « » o«

e demanding that “we” “come out/ w/
» )

; ', hands where/ we can see em?” Its a

ou

don that bothers Magee, whose MS
i its defense in first via Charles
%i[:nswin’s perennial communicati.on'-thru-
miscommunication formula: “This is the
{ifference between blues and despair.” But
MS’s biggest irony is that it outdoes its pro-
phylactic epigraph: a feat that has more to
do with attitude than theory. Amid all the
undoubted wit and indignation of Magee’s
poetry, one finds an attractive and
ungloomy resignation to the violence of
everyday life—a life “where the earth is
wound [...] red in the face” (“Hart’s
Noodle”) and one must never try to “live
up’ to one’s subject:

and there ain’t room in heaven
no there ain't room in heaven

no there ain’t room in heaven for us
(“Political Song, Confused Voicing”)

Rle‘aders of MS, come “meet your accom-
plice,”

—Matthew Hart

SOME MaNTIC DAEMONS
Garrege Kallebcrg
Uturepoem Books, 2002

oud better fook out for poet Garrett
i :beﬁg and hi.s Some Mantic Daemons.
s i ; 5 2 micro-telescopic lens that
wiek+ € smallest possible 3-D space and

Just a cfj ; i
iy click can adjust to see the entire
fSe over a| time,

Pr 0tozoa and

Kalleberg sees the feet
then (click) a worm and

then (click) a world-sized force in the uni-
verse and then (click) imminence itself, larg-
er than the universe. Kalleberg uses the
most down-and-dirty science, religion, psy-
chology, mathematics and metaphysics—
from Molech to Bataille to those gross little
worm-feet—as a way to investigate exis-
tence. This kind of sight leads to a desper-
ate, ecstatic awareness that everything is real
and nothing is true and also the opposite.
Some Mantic Daemons is downright joyful
in its sharp, ecstatic rage. If you've ever acted
as if you were an individual while all the
time desperately denying a deep under-
standing that this is impossible, watch it:
Kalleberg will call you out.

The multiple readings of the title hint
at the scope of the poems. On the one hand,
the poems have some mantic daemons:
divining voices that are part human, part
god. From the very first poem, the speaker
is aware that life is an illusion: “the life of
the organism ... [is] never quite here/ also/
senseless and brutal and without/ meaning,
purpose, or positive effect ...” So, too, per-
ception is “a theater of tricks” as the poem
“Mimetic Errors” suggests. If life and per-
ception are tricks, what are we? A collection
of daemons called up: “I'm one self and
many daemons and like you/I avert my
eyes.” (“Absent While Present”) Daemons,

Poetry

at the Walt Whitman Arts Center

John Ashbery, one of America's finest, most revered poets has
published more than 20 collections, in addition to art criticism, a
novel, and a play. Mr. Ashbery has received innumerable awards
including the Pulitzer Prize, National Book Award and National Book
Critics Circle in 1976 for his book Self-Portrait in a Convex Mirror.
He is currently Charles P. Stevenson, Jr. Professor of Languages and
Literature at Bard College in New York.
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Sparrow’s poetry and writing has been widely published including
The Village Voice, and the New York Observer. He was featured in
the PBS documentary The United States of Poetry and the HBO film
Best Man. His books include Republican Like Me: A True Diary of
My Presidential Campaign, and Yes, You ARE A Revolutionary! in
addition to two chapbooks, Test Drive and Wild Wives. He has run for
president three times, with the Pajama Party, the Real Republican
Party and the Ear of Corn Party.

The Walt Whitman Arts Center
2nd & Cooper Streets * Camden, NJ 08102

eal life and exist-
ere: in the blood,
emons prophesy
ce.

exactly?
OWS

voices called up by corpor
ing beyond it, are everywh
brain, identity, the stars. Da ;
perception, recollection and existen

But what are these daemons l
The pun in the titlc——semannc——aJ :
that daemons are language and meaning.
Language is a collection of daemons bu.sy
making up existence. On one hand, to Writ€
is to copy what exists, tracing existence with
a stylus and canilever (“Strings in an Emplt)’
Container”). On the other hand, Ianguagc Is
as real as anything: “This poem is 1ts OWN
law/and supercedes all other laWS./.ECllPSiS
can be explained by it ...” (“Stay With Me”)
Language, as an imperfect copy of percep-
tion, gives birth to semantic daemons that
in turn create meaning that s, itself, all of
creation. Nevertheless, these daemons know
that language is both real and not all there
is. “Logos, the relata:/ what inheres between
two things; there is another system beyond
this system” (“Dangling Pointers”).

On the other hand, semantics may not
be deities at all, silly, but daemons in the
computer-sense: prophetic programs that
are not invoked explicitly, but are dormant
until the condition occurs for them to leap
into action. In “To Fly Through a Pipe,” for
example, it’s an algorithm that turns a CT
scan of muscle (the stuff of life) into a wild

856-964-8300 * www.waltwhitmancenter.org
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Barbara Guest essays on pOf—tiCS OIN W B
Laurie Reid drawings N G | T
ORCES OF IMAGINATION:WRIT! 'Ng

Paperback, $14
Hardcover, $25

We expect poets to give a first-hand account
e

f what poetry is. But some poets,
0

ben they write criticism, produce a kind
w

of prose that is itself on the verge

of being poetry...

JOHN ASHBERY

In this companion to her important poetry,

Barbara Guest may be said to advance a poetics
amazed in its dreaminess and lyrical in its
critical register.

MAJORIE WELISH

Guest has earned her formidable reputation through dedication to modern lyric's

difficult double-project of makin} song think and making thought sing, of stretching
the very medium of conceptual thought--language--all the way toward music and

affect, but without relinquisbing any of the rigor of conceptual intellection.

NEST
ROBERT KAUFMAN Mei-mei Berssenbry ge, poetry,
Stanford University Richard Uttlc, cover

To the formalities of syntax and grammar Berssenbrugge adds
the structure of domestic architecture, isolation, health,
desire, and family life. Her writing

offers a unique Poetics of metaphysics and manners.
$14

KELSEY ST. PRESS

INSTAN
Cecilia Vicusia, poem and drawings
A long poem, a series of drawings, a fable, 5 multilingya] dictionary--

P N i an exciding hiybrid by Chilean Poet, performance argist and sculptor Vicuiia.
Regular edition, $15

Limited edition with original drawing, $100

www.kelseyst.co

All orders to Small Pregg Distribution:

800.869.7553 or apdbooks.org
TR
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ntics arise like a program when called
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My own favorite (mxs,)’readmg‘ of the
ileis “some manic demons”—<creative dev-
fsina frenzy—which is hard to ignore as a

force in the poems. |
Perhaps this mood will pass,

mood will fold, double oye,
uncontrollably ... become P
the body/ and fa] flat down l:ff;(l)rrc th

a natgral transposition/ in ap ccstzm/byf
des'palr." Crazy mood! The pocmSy :
delightfully wicked in parts, as in “S Sinare
& CP.” where the speaker lobotomize[: hi0n7;a
self in a torturous interrogation abo h"
own belief in God. O T

painfully manic,
when Georges Bataille appears in unde:i

pants, sobbing, in “Stay With Me.”

. If you’re not squeamish aboyt things
lllfe a rat king—a circle of rats with theijr
tails knotted together— there’s a lot to
meditate on here. In Some  Mantic
Daemons, Kallcberg invites readers into the
fury and offers up his atomic microscope
so they can see first hand the “vats of blood

& honey” and “holy spittle” of what we
call existence.
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“A prophetic ferocity joins visceral appetite

LONG ISLAND UNIVERSITY
BROOKLYN CAMPUS

M.A. in ENGLISH

with a concentration in Creative Writing

CoRE FACULTY:
Barbara Henning and Lewis Warsh
GUEST FAcuLTY 2003-2004:
8 Brenda Coultas, Erica Hunt, Anne Waldman,

Maureen Owen, David Henderson and
Edwin Torres

B RECENT VISITING WRITERS:
B, Jessica Hagedorn, Lisa Jarnot,

BROOKLYN CAMPUS
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John High and Wang Ping

Program information: 718-246-6336
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Some Mantic Daemons
NEW POEMS BY

Garrett Kalleberg

in Garrett Kalleberg's powerful new
Collection; spirit and matter couple to
SPawn a ravishing anxiety, ‘a beautiful
disaster! As if language were a skin
Wrapped around the world's body, which

ruptures and spills its will to be named.”
—Ann Lauterbach

0-9716800-1-9

Under the Su;“

NEW POEMS BY

Rachel Levitsky

“l am struck by its intellectual verve. .. . This
long poem creates rooms of and room for
playfulness, humor, political anger, and
aesthetic pleasures. It isn't static; it moves;
it reads itself and interrogates.”

—Carla Harryman

Available at the following independent booksellers:

St. Mark's Bookshop

31 3rd Avenue, NY, NY

(at 3rd Avenue and Sth Street)
212-660-7853

Soft Skull/Shortwave Bookstore
71 Bond Street, Brooklyn, NY

(at corner Bond and State Streets)
718-643-1599

And from SPD Books
1.800.869.7553 (phone)
1.510.524.0852 (fax)
www.spdbooks.org
spd@spdbooks.org

Futurepoem

www_futurepoem.com
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INCLUDES 35-TRACK CD
Poems

RICHARD GREENFIELD

This landmark book
captures the heady
excitement of the

“This book is brilliance »
_Bln Ramke' author f
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Poems
FANNY HOWE
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complexity—unmatchable muysc,|
poise and beauty.” —Jorie Grahap,
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edia mogul Ted Turner’s revival of B-cinemaas

The title plays off the style of J. : ;
two competing versions of the sublime. Like Turner’s painting, the book embraces both figuration and abstraction
It can be read as repeated acts of “turning” — between visuality and sound, lyric and narrative tension, the
literary obscurity, the celebrated and the invisible worlds.

& sheen of popular icons and the shadow of
in, 1995: National Poetry Series) and Second Law (Avenue B, 1993).

ﬁ By the author of The Human Abstract (Pengu
Poetry, 96 pages, offset, smyth-sewn, ISBN 1-886224-62-5 original paperback $10

Q Elizabeth Willis: Turneresque
Q M. W. Turner’s paintings and m

Julie Kalendek: Our Fortunes
m The poems in this first full book play out an elliptical music of perceptions while at the same time sen ing probes
into the depth of emotion. Kalendek seems to compresses untold tales into lines of energy. We could also say, the
ﬁ poems are the visible light surrounding an event too close to be seen in itself.
Her chapbook, The Fundamental Difference, is also available (s5).
* ﬂ Poetry, 56 pages, offset, smyth-sewn, ISBN 1-886224-60-9 original paperback $10
ﬁ Ludwig Harig: The Trip to Bordeaux
[Dichten=, Nr. 6, trans. Susan Bernofsky]
k Four adults, a child and a cat. Harig tells their adventures in humorous permutations word-games,
Baroquisms, confrontations, catalogs, snippets of philosophical discourse lifted from Mo;ttaigne > who was
: once mayor of Bordeaux and whose motto, “What do I know?,” is perhaps the real location all the fun takes uS

to. A riotous tale.
f the experimental Stuttgart School. He is author of many novels. This is the first

Q Harig, born in 1927, was part o
translation into English.
Novella, 104 pp-/ offset, smyth-sewn, ISBN 1-886224-53-6 original paperback $10

Distributed by Small Press Distribution, 1341 Seventh St., Berkeley, Sﬁﬂ

1-800/869-7553 www.spdbooks.org. See also www-burmning
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Sharon Dolin; Serious Pink
. ISBN 0-9713332-6-2 §15.00

Serious Pink is playful, high-spirited, and
deeply serious, and in it Sharon Dolin has
done a seemingly impossible thing: her
poems have the presence of paintings, a
vivid materiality,”—Mark Doty
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Bﬂchel Bl?ll - 108818, 7 in 2 beautiful contemplative o is precise, the forms so exqiicsitelcy e ikt
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“Her poetry is driven, yet knowing, savvy,
yet communicable; and her voice is among
those changing the face of poetry as we will
come to know it in the 21st century.”
—Molly Peacock ~°
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24 Interested in meditation?
Commentary by .| Simplicity: Meditation |
Wilson Harris and Fred /| for Real Life
Moten , Year-round, short mediration 24
" | retreats open to everyone,and || Martha King! Imperfect Fit:
$10.00 ‘ designed to accommodate " Selected Poems
i ISBN 0-9724785-1-5 $12.95

“Martha’s energy and intelligence are just
plain formidable; her poems are close to

Subscriptions: ‘f|  bursting."—Paul Metealf

$18.00/two iss
e ,@VM@CMGHH@ ".|  Available through bookstores