e (e ey e T e s e it e S e e e

THE POETRY PROJECT NEWSLETTER

$5.00 ISSUE NUMBER 203_APRIL/MAY 2005

NICOLE BROSSARD

RON PADGETT
I”“ OSCARINE BOSQUET

i

6




Off-Season City Pipe
Allison Adelle Hedge Coke
“What is presented in this
evocative poetry is not a
‘struggle for dignity,’
but a dignity for struggle.”
—JOY HARJO

Handmada =
Museu

- ;;
A Handmade Museum
Brenda Coultas

1t was today

Andrei Codrescu

}:’ ok |

7 B

Ron Pegoctt

1
|

You Never Know
Ron Padgett

The California Poem
Eleni Sikelianos

Adrian Castro

“Wise Fish is composed solely
in Spanglishcubanotainocreole
y la lengua del orisha. . . .
Open book, hear music.”
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“This book holds the keys to
our present global
predicament—each word
is a star in our night.”
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WEEK ONE: July4-10
Meditative Poetics & The Poetics
and Politics of Place
Faculty include Victor Hernandez Cruz, Anne Waldman,
Ed Sanders, Joanne Kyger, Reed Bye, Sherwin Bitsui,
Jack Collom, Renee Gladman, Junior Burke, Max Regan,
Sam Green, Sally Green

WEEK TWO: July 11 - 17
Lineage of the “New American Poetry” and Beyond
Faculty include Sonia Sanchez, Norma Cole, Charles
Bemnstein, Jack Hirschman, Lewis Warsh, Al Glover, Bobhie
Louise Hawkins, Juliana Spahr, Laird Hunt, Vincent Katz,
Michael Rothenberg, Mark DuCharme, Julia Seko

For more information check out our website
at www.naropa.edu/swp
or to receive our Summer Catalog in April 2005 contact;
Corrina Lesser, SWP Finance & Registration Manager
Summer Writing Program, Naropa University
2130 Arapahoe Avenue, Boulder, CO 80302
telephone: (303) 245-4600
email; swpr@naropa.edu

WEEK THREE: July 18 - 24
Other Worlds: Language/Translation,
Editing, New Pedagogies
Faculty include Marilyn Chin, Semezdin Mehmedinovic,
Samuel R. Delany, Monica de la Torre, Mei-mei
Berssenbrugge, Anselm Hollo, Eleni Sikelianos, Brian
Evenson, Lisa Robertson, Claudia Rankine, Charles Alexander

WEEK FOUR: July 25 - 31
Community/Performance/Hybrids/Collaboration
Faculty include: Carolee Schneemann, Judith Malina & Hanon
Reznikov, Cecilia Vicuna, John Yau, Tracie Morris, Laura Mullen,
Elizabeth Robinson, Michelle Ellsworth, Indira Ganesan, Akilah
Oliver, Bin Ramke, Steven Taylor, Brad 0'Sullivan

Four Week Program
Avallable for academic credit & non-credit
1.5 undergraduate credits per week: 2 graduate credits per week

Naropa

UNIVERSI|ITY
The Jack Kerouac School of Disembodied Poetics




ANNOUNCEMENTS

LETTER FROM THE DIRECTOR

Dear Readers,

One of the more interesting aspects of
Poetry Project readings this season, to me, is
the ever-changing crowds that show up at
each event. The 300 or so people who came
to the Jackson Mac Low memorial on
March 5 constituted a very different crowd
from the nearly 100 that came to hear Amiri
and Amina Baraka the Wednesday previous,
and the 140 or so that showed up for the
Urban Word Teen Slam just last night,
March 7, bore little resemblance to either
crowd or the crowd of 100-plus that came to
hear Lyn Hejinian and Ted Greenwald on
February 23. It is the beginning of March
and we have already had more people come
through our doors than during the entire
2003-2004 scason (70 events then, 58 so far,
with about 32 or so coming). It’s not like we
do light shows or have a bar or anything.
Maybe people just like poetry readings a lit-
tle better this year, but I doubt it.

These are just recent examples, but the fact
remains that the Project, aside from a devot-
ed handful of individuals, is drawing crowds
that vary greatly from event to event. Now
is certainly truc that audience numbers
have nothing to do with the quality of the
work, and if the programming is varied then
the audiences should vary too. But the days
of the Poetry Project as way station for a rel-
atively small group of poets and artists are
long gone (as are the days of the Project
being much more heavily subsidized by the
federal government, a fact you can stick in
your irony pipe and smoke for a while). And
this fact corresponds with the ever-increas-
ing numbers of practicing poets in NYC as
well as the entire country. There are more
books and magazines, more readings and
blogs, sites and discussion groups than ever
before. And that’s not even touching on the
the effects the proliferation of MFA pro-
grams and print-on-demand publishing have
had on poetic productivity, so to speak.

So what to make of all this? I don’t know.
You tell me. Can you? I've got about 400
words here, and I don’t want to make dumb
claims about the direction or quality of con-
temporary poetry since every half-assed crit-
ic in the world is already doing so without
the least bit of depthful thought. The main-
stream media and larger publishing worlds
are blind to this rise in productivity. It hasn’t
been mapped. Maybe it can’t be. Maybe
poetry’s status as relative non-commodity

(and I did say “relative,” mind you) is some-
thing that actually attracts people battered
by the bullshit of American consumer cul-
ture. But for all the shit poetry takes—much
of it from poets—people keep writing and
distributing poems, giving, attending and
putting on readings, cditing magazines and
publishing books. The distribution channels
and lumbering publishers are failing, but the
work continues to amass. Why?

Love,

Anselm Berrigan

LETTER TO THE EDITOR

Re: the Michael Palmer interview in the
Dec-Jan newsletter: T object to the phrase
“current situation of Palestine and and
Isracli violence,” which implies that violence
is only on one side, as well as the term “eth-
nic cleansing” used at a San Francisco read-
ing where an audience member asked an
Isracli poet reading that day, “Do you get
into trouble for your opposition to Sharon
and the ethnic cleansing that’s going on?” If
the phrase “ethnic cleansing” does apply to
the cycle of violence in the Mideast conflict,
who is trying to cthnically cleanse whom?

In the poems and readings of my poct
friends in recent years I've only heard sup-
port of the Palestinians and one-sided criti-
cism of Israel. I don’t think they’re seeing the
whole picture. Isracl has a record of being
willing to make peace with any country
that’s willing to make peace with Israel, such
as Egypt and Jordan. Had Arafat accepted
Barak’s offer of statchood in summer 2000,
a plan that covered 95 percent of what
Arafat was asking for, it would've lifted the
degrading conditions under which the
Palestinians continue to live in an occupa-
tion that must end. But the decision to
accept or reject an offer of statchood is not
only in the hands of the Palestinians. Many
other Arab state leaders have significant say,
and they're largely demagogues who don’t
want a Western-style democracy in place in
any Arab country. A Palestinian state, if an
agreement were ever reached, would be set
up with help from the US,, Europe and
Isracl. That the US., Europe, and Isracl
would wish to establish a Palestinian govern-
ment as close to Western-style democracy as
possible is only logical. Arab leaders n
power for decades cringe at the thought of
their masses looking over at the Palestinians
and saying, “They have real elections, social
welfare programs, education for men and

women—we want what they have!”
Protesting for a Palestinian state and then
rejecting one when offered, Arab leaders
have been able to keep the region destabi-
lized and, if they can't topple Israel, at least
keep the focus away from the unfair condi-
tions in their own countries a while longer.
The Palestinian individual, while getting a
raw deal from the Israelis whom he can’t
stop hating, is the pawn of dictators whom
he somehow can't manage to see through.

—Chff Fyman, November 2004

THE FOURTH ANNUAL BROOKLYN
ALTERNATIVE SMALL PRESS FAIR

will take place on Sunday, June 5th, from 2
to 8 pm, at Camp Friendship, 339 Eighth
St., Park Slope, Brooklyn. Admission is free
to the public and $10 for participants (which
will include small presses, self-published
authors, electronic publishers, spoken-word
audio recording publishers, poets, authors,
performers, and more). If you're interested
in participating (or sponsonng), contact Emily
Brown, coordinator, at (718) 832-2310.

HAPPY BIRTHDAY

Anne Waldman! Anne celebrates 60 well-
carned years of poetry, activism, and glori-
ous being-hood on April 2nd. Check out the
Anne feature at Jacketmagazine.com this
month.

HELLO | MUST BE GOING

It’s come time for me to bid adieu to the edi-
torship of the Poetry Project Newsletter and by
extension to you, Poetry Project Newsletter read-
ers. I went into the editorship with the belief
that the poetry community would make the
Newsletter, and 'm pleased to report that I
exit with that belief not only intact but
strengthened. Whatever the Newslelter was
these past two years—and I dare to hope
that it stayed a papery place for and about
poets, poets writing and talking to each other
as poets and not as anything else—you made
it so, O poets! Thank you for the book and
chapbook reviews, essays and reading
reports, interviews, poems, letters to the edi-
tor both public and private, and the kind
words at just the right moments (i.c., right
after the public viewing of the bimonthly
Giant Typo). Anyway, I hope to sce you
more often, now that I'll have all this free
time on my hands...

—Marcella Durand
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READING REPORT

CABINET OF THE MUSES

.\lax.ly 4n amazing performance graced the Cabinet of the Muses
[’}"U\'ﬂl organized by Liz Young with help from Julie Carr, Jessica
Fisher, Karla Neilson, and Konrad Steiner, and held at various
venues in the Bay Area October 21-23, 2004. In the abstract, these
events intrigued even as they boded sensory overload from over 40
top-notch performances and screenings scheduled for the weekend.

In practice, the festival’s interarts approach made it utterly sustain-
able and sustaining.

Unlike a marathon cvent involving one art, during which attention
can become uneven or fade, the Juxtaposition of improvisatory
dance, poetry, performance art, music, and film and video pieces in
Ll'xcse. considered programs made for fairly consistently riveting
viewing. One of the festival’s many pleasures, in fact, was the cross-
genre and cross-disciplinary approach of so many individual
pleces—Tony Coulter’s cutting-edge, retrofit electronica and film
piece, for instance, and the improv poetry by dancers composing
and dancing their pieces.

Standouts for me were Henry Hill's spastic, syntax-destroying film
Radw Adios and Helen Mirra’s dreamy video Schlafbau, readings by
Laynie Browne and Kevin Killian, Charles Amirkhanian’s sound
poetry, several gorgeous improv dance pieces—especially those
including Ray Chung, who comes as close to conveying weightless-

ness as seems humanly possible—and David Buuck’s g

lad-inspired songs from his two anti-war musicals Gy
tn

and Operation Desert Survizor. -

The panel on translation held at UC Berkeley was also exie
included a talk and performance by Jerome Rothenberg , thots
and reading by Laynie Browne, and two extremely sharp anq m:
esting papers by Elizabeth Robinson and Juliana Spahr, n, o mr;
tion an improvisatory dance piece at intermission by K. J Hthﬂ
and Ray Chung.

Robinson’s paper discussed Jack Spicer’s “translations” of Federy,
Garcia Lorca’s poetry and poetics, especially Lorca’s concept of Lb:
duende, and the insistence in Spicer on the tenuous translatahilyy
history through his construction of an anti- and Supra-histoey
continuous present. Spahr addressed the politics of resisting trap,
lation in contemporary Hawaiian poetry, focusing on Joe Balaz’s
of the matenality of poetic form to contest translation while toying
with its forced necessity. s

lleny |

Overall, the festival was hugely enjoyable and inspiring—it wogy
be a great thing if this were the first annual installment of a Projeq
to provoke further querying within disciplines and interarts deyel.
opment among them.

—Judith Goldma

New Poetry Titles from Omnidawn - www.omnidawn.com

Distributed by Small Press Distribution -

The Real Subject
KEITH WALDROP
$14 95 1-890650-15-3

“ _romantic ironies evanesce.
— Marjorie Welish

“This book is a delight...”
— Robert Kelly

“__madhearted masterpiece.”

DEVIN JOUNSTON AVERSIONS

Aversions
DEVIN JOHNSTON
$1495 1-890650-16-1

“...an exacting lyric consciousness..."
— Susan Howe

“...full of regard and care for the world.”
— Michael O'Brien

800-869-7553 - 510-524-1668 - www.spdbooks.org

MARTHA RONK

IN A LANDSCAPE DF HAYING 10 RE

In a landscape of
having to repeat
MARTHA RONK
$14.95 1-890650-17-X

*...subtle advent of the uncanny...
— Ann Lauterbach

“...Insistent, persistent, passionate.‘.‘
— Bin Ramke

— Ben Marcus
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Nicole Brossard

THE LIE OF THE LAND/LIVE LIES

ne can say that playing with words helps us understand

the world we live in, to carve in language the mysteri-

ous lines of overwhelming emotions, to concentrate on
language so it can open space to new meanings and the unfamiliar
landscape of the mind, and bring us closer to the vital energy of
life. Playing in a sea of words is always troubling partly because
words get mixed up and confused, producing ambiguity, lies, and
beautiful and unreliable metaphors; nevertheless, we still unexpect-
edly come up with a few sentences that matter enough so we don’t
let go of the notion of humanity even though history, etc., etc.

More eagerly than usual, I recently asked myself why it is that we
do not react more to the enormities of lies surrounding us. Even
though lies can now be produced with visual images, lies are most-
ly related to language. Like poems and novels, they are linguistic
products; they result from inventing/telling stories and the sophis-
ticated practice called rhetoric. They make their ways into the tis-
sue of meaning and values that is part of our daily life. Some
lies! have been so well integrated into language that they have
become unrecognizable as lies, finding their ways into tradition,
religion, and laws while brand-new lies keep redesigning patterns of
behavior and pushing back the limits of ethics to the point that we
don’t know if they are lies or just “signs” of change.

The word fiction is related to feign, to dissimulation and to lie.
Strangely enough, part of what we have called fiction (mostly nar-
rative) is the effort made by the brain to interpret lies and to con-
struct around their strange logic a narrative capable of defeating
them or at least bringing attention to the wounds inflicted by them.
Fiction has always been nourished by what society refuses to deal
with in reality, forcing individuals to imagine what seemed to be
beyond words and explanation in regards to desire, pleasure, sexu-
ality, violence, death, science, and joy.

Fiction writers in fact reorganize the chaos of meaning created *

in them by what they first perceive in social reality as non-sense.
But how does a society reorganize itself when lies and fake facts
outnumber evidence and real facts? We probably need a new con-
cept to discuss the daily flow of lies surging in, not only as an
assault but mainly as a spectacle.

We know for sure that what used to be called fiction, i.e., the
unnamable, the inexplicable, the inavowable nourishing the dynamics of
reality and the mysteries of nature (which we have tried to understand
through biology, physics, and chemistry), has evolved inside a huge
market, be it TV reality shows or the appropriation of the human
genome and genes by the biotechnology multinationals and private

\Men are superior to women; women have no soul.

corporations. On the other
hand, fiction is coming
back through the old-fash-
ioned ways of religious
mystification and its $8.

Suddenly, reality, plain
and flat reality (little ges-
tures and phrases of daily
life), seems like an interest-
ing truth superimposed on
a background of artificial
facts and images the same
way fiction used to be seen
as a three-dimensional
moment of imagination
amid the boredom and
the mediocrity of daily
life. In other words, it

seems that reality-live is now as exciting as mcredible-inspiring fiction
used to be.

PHOTO COURTESY OF CAROLINE HAYEUR

We live in a society that seeks transparency (security cameras all
over, reports on citizens, trials and inquiries, etc.) presumably to
catch liars and cheaters. Society secks transparency as if a secret
were a lie. So why is it that we seem to be able to endure more and
more lies around us? Is it because lies are being told at such an
incredible speed that it becomes difficult to keep track of them? Is
it because without noticing we have become used to living among
them as advertising, disinformation, dissimulation, half truths, fake
news, and fake facts, or simply because it has become more and
more difficult to distinguish between real and artificial, original and
imitation, copy and fake? Why transparency when it seems that the
choices left are between a variety of fears, types of pollution, styles
of guns, lawyers, and war over there or overthere?

So how do the beautiful jugglers of fiction/reality that writers
are manage to deal with the simultaneous appearance of reality
and of fiction that life has taken, as if to understand the world we
live in requires that we learn to juggle with real objects and the
holograms of those same objects. Or maybe the ability to juggle
with the meaning of life was always there because of the nature of
language: symbolic, metaphoric, and always virtual.

All that said about lies, I have asked myself if it is possible to lie
in a poem, and why would anyone want to lie in a poem if by nature
a poem is a whole with no other goal than to exist as a synthesis of
desire, a pitch of intuition draft in language? At first, when I asked
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THE LIE OF THE LAND/LIVE LIES

myself th(')sc? questions I was sure that the answer would be no (and
E:;l;{ajlyD it is), but then I remembered James Merrill saying in his
e rono!ﬁerenl I?erson how for.a while he wrote love poems using
VVh:t o L l.Ilstead of he in order to hide his homosexuality.

Interesting grammatical “lie”! Did it really change the
course of the poem? Would changing the pronouns after the fact
Produc? the same effect as painting a room in a different color? Or
would “the wrong genre in the wrong place” alter the poem’s

essence? i i i
c Would starting the poem with ske bring the poem some-
where it was not meant to go?

I have also wondered if we lie when a typing mistake occurs and
we .choose the “mistake” in order to produce a better effect. Is it a
¥1e if Ont’j uses a word antonymous to the one first intended, think-
ing that it will create a surprising semantic effect, which of course
has nothing to do with what was about to be written? In other
words, is it possible that by adding interesting grammatical and
syntactical lies for aesthetic or sensational effect (for spectacular
effect), one is not writing anymore something that matters but is
simply “performing a product”?

One more for the road. Left with no cruel metaphorg ,
favor of life 0 argy :

or play tricks to happiness when it sticks to oil Profi o

dans Poeil du pro un tigre beau fit du bonheur yy iy Sete,

I’or des sens fins entassés dans la blancheur dy mCHSOnge

lent relais de mirage et de rage, one more for the road, je o

touchons dans le miroir & nos yeux de vertige is

traversons le mot encore une fois guettons tout ca

Pimmense vie

Born in Montréal, poet, novelist, and essayist Nicole Brossard hqg i
more than 30 books, including Mauve Desert, Picture Theory, o o
The Blue Books, Installations, Museum of Bone and Wy, ars(;
more recently Intimate Journal. She cofounded and codirected 1p, /i;p,a"
Jjournal La Barre du Jour, codirected the film Some American et [;J
and coedited the Anthologie de la poésie des femmes au Quehe. «S'h;
is the recipient of the Governor general (two times), le Grand Prix de Py, 4
Festival international de Trois-Riviéres and le Prix Athanase-David (ih hih

est literary recognition in Québec).

“Bold and ambitious, World on Fire engages the great

demanding attention be paid, continuing in the
American tradition of Whitman, Ginsberg, and Pound.

Here is a howl for the twenty-first century.”

—Eric Schlosser, author of Fast Food Nation

“This outrageous and outraged book challenges the

the throat of our suffering world. Read it and respond.

—Joan Halifax Roshi, author of Shamanic Voices

www.opencity.org

“Now's the time of the motherfuckers . ..”

issues of the day, mixing the personal with the political,

structural violence which has wrapped its fingers around

OPEN CITY BOOKS
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Oscarine Bosquet

satur in summer

To unaccomplish enough programs in one it would take me whole days to make a single magnificent day

to articulate its limits in a newspaper collectively
Rosa William Shénagon the student and me etc.
so beautiful a day to come so infinitive

our tastes in all weather the singsong day

under day over

we

will

we

walk.

To consult Marc-Antoine Julien’s biometer
a line by day

lineofday thread walkwewillweoverdayunder
each crammed up to the enjambment of a margin the other
started since the eve the next day corrects the use

of time from left to morning in dayverdurous evening

It will take me

programs and diverse codes

to write from memory to find a form even if

the diary lacks form p56 (my) night

Amiel July 4 1877 a preoccupied laziness a ghost

of intellectual activity it takes solidifying the days page by

the parts of the morning morningtime mornout noon night dayplacing
the contents of day in mon tues wednes thurs frid satur sun

in summer autumn winter spring same april may june

that is twelve Saturdays to unaccomplish for only one to describe.

APRIL/MAY 2005_9




sund in summer

read yesterday’s daily

hid
sunday june 29 1788 a terrible storm we went to we

: d
under a yew and then she toldme in a low voice . . . I believe that I dont nee

to writeit I’ll rememberit

I dontremember where Papua is nor New Guinea nor Toshkent Singapore
the Celestial Empire Saint Helen Andorra Luxembourg the

Malaymelanemicronesia.

I keep the diary of a private evidence of what happens to him
in the daily I name that which I dontremember that of which
otherwise I will lose all trace

I dontremember what the dailies that I read don’t speak about nor what
they cite as significant events I dontevenremember to have one day heard
about it I don’t remember wanting to engage myself I don’t know where
I haven’t been between the place where I was and the place where I thought
to go there was a continuous railway connection without a train

I dontremember where the frontline where the men fall who fall I
dontremember of what we have the right to speak of about them

I dontremember much I must have lived the whole
time without being elsewhere either I would remember it.

;‘By Day’.’ appeared first as “Par Jour” in the French Journal Jfin 1993 and is
orthcoming as a chapbook with Duration Press in 2005, Oscarine Bosquet is the

author of Chromo (Fourbis, 1996).

The translators of “By Day” Sarah Rj
Change (www.doublechangc.com),
devoted to contemporary French

10_APRILMAY 2005

88s and Omar Berrada, are part of Double
a bilingual reading series and web journal
and American poetry and poetics.




RON PADGETT

Lifts Off

From Tulsa teenager publishing the likes of Jack Kerouac, Allen Ginsberg, Robert
Creeley, and others in his White Dove Review, to close collaborator with Joe Brainard,
Ted Berrigan, and Dick Gallup, Ron Padgett has cut a swathe across the floor (or ceil-
ing, depending on where you stand) of contemporary poetry.

At first read, Padggtt’s poetry might seem cut-up, but the lines leap from shining bar
to shining bar, setting themselves ablaze and then landing (maybe) at their starting
point, blinking at you while animated characters point and chuckle in the back-

ground. Other poems are not so comic, as some leaps defy imagination for unsettling
conflicts of memory and mortality.

Recent years have seen Padgett venture into the past with prose recollections of
Berrigan (7ed, The Figures, 1993); a biography of his father, Wayne Padgett, a well-
known bootlegger in Tulsa (Oklahoma Tough: My Father, King of the Tulsa Bootleggers, U.
of Oklahoma, 2003); and, most recently, his memoir of longtime friend and artist Joe
Brainard (Joe: A Memoir of joe Brainard, Coffee House Press, 2004). Padgett’s other
books include You Never Know (poetry, Coffee House Press, 2002) and The Complete
Poems of Blaise Cendrars (translations, U. of California, 1993). I caught up with Ron
Padgett this winter at his East Village apartment, where we discussed, among other

things, these recent forays into history and memory.

Edmund Berrigan: I've been thinking about
four of your books: Joe, Oklahoma Tough,
Ted, and Albanian Diary. They're all memoir
or biography to some degree. What is it about
prose that appeals to you when you deal with
something like a memoir? For example, why
didn’t you write Joe as a long poem?

Ron Padgett: I'm fairly traditional: muost
memoirs or biographies are written in prose.
Not all, but most. Ed Sanders wrote a long
poem that is a biography of Allen Ginsberg.
Writing Joe in prose gave me more room to
make the kind of structures that I thought
would be too hard to do in a poetic form. Also
I didn’t see the point in having line breaks in
what I wanted to say. The language in joe
doesn’t dance, because I didn’t want it to. I
wanted to make boxes.

EB: Ted lends itself to that kind of dancing.

RP: A bit, yes, but only insofar as the
sequence of the little boxes in 7ed could be
rearranged, which is not true of a chronolog-
ical book such as Joe.

EB: Did your structural decision for Joe con-
sciously come out of writing Ted?

RP: No. Both are memoirs about close friends
of mine, but I think the resemblance ends
there. Writing the book about Zed probably
gave me courage for the more extended and
complicated book that Foe is. But at the outset
any decision I might have made was an
unconscious one. When I first started writing
the book about Joe, I didn’t know that it was
going to be a book about Joe. I intended to

—FEdmund Berrigan

write down, as clearly as I could, salient
moments that came towards me from my
memory—somewhat the way Joe wrote his “I
remember” entries. I vaguely expected the
piece to run to 50, 60, 70 pages. Later I felt
that I needed some biographical glue for these
fragments that were accumulating, so I made
a timeline and started researching, and then
the whole thing took off. I had a tiger by the
tail.

EB: It does seem to be a cross hetween a
memoir and a biography.

RP: That’s exactly what it is, which might
trouble people who like to classify things neat-
ly; because it is neither a full biography nor a
memoir. I don’t mind. Besides, I was writing
from both those points of view.

EB: Oklahoma Tough, on the other hand,
functions a lot more as a biography. Do you
think the writing of that influenced the
impulse to make Joe more biographical?

RP: Probably. Writing the book about my
father required a lot of research—mostly
interviewing people in Tulsa—to discover
things that otherwise I wouldn’t have known.
I enjoy research. It’s intellectual detective
work. It was a lot of fun and a lot of hard
work, with some emotional ups and downs.
Eventually it became somewhat exhausting,
so although I was enormously happy with
having finished such a demanding project, I
didn’t think I would have enough energy to
write another book like that. In both books
the moral responsibility weighed on me,

WITH EDMUND BERRIGAN
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because I was not only expressing my view of’
things, I was also making a representation of
the world, saying, in effect, “This is the way it
was.” Of course everyone could write his or
her own book and come out with a different
picture, but since there was no other book
about Joe’s whole life, I felt that I was the only
game in town at the moment. I tried to make
it as accurate and true and honest as I could,
because that’s what he would have done.

EB: | suppose the research for the two books
was quite different. Did you have to go back
to Tulsa for any special research for Joe?

RP: Very little, because I knew Joe’s friends a
lot better than I knew my father’s friends. To
put it more generally, I had a far better feel for
the personal universe of Joe than I did for the
personal universe of my father. And I had
immediate access to Joe’s letters and other
documentary material. A lot of the research I
did on my dad involved official archives: court
documents, the Tulsa newspapers’ dead files,
and FBI files.

EB: Did you encounter much resistance from
the FBI?

RP: They were very resistant. Under
President Reagan the revisions to the
Freedom of Information Act made it possible
for the FBI to withhold more information
than in the past. After a year and half the FBI
sent me 1,300 pages on my father; 99 percent
of it blacked out with a magic marker. It
looked like a Fluxus book, almost every word
marked out! For example, one sentence began
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touch and a great ear, but
what dazzles me is his
ambition.”—D. Nurkse.
“Fleet miracles dart through
these gentle meditations.”—
Gary Lenhart.

Paper, $15. Hardcover, $25.
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first collection: “...A
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“Packed with emotional
incident and strong,
sometimes turbulent feelings
that she illuminates with
ironic immediacy and brilliant
insouciance....”—Tony Towle.
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Park. With full color art
inspired by the poems.

Paper, $16.

Pansy Maurer-Alvarez, When the Body Says It's Leaving, paper
$14, cloth $24. Mark Pawlak, ed., Present/Tense: Poets in the
World, paper $16, cloth $26. Jacqueline Lyons, The Way They Say
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Voices of the City, paper $14. Terence Winch, That Special Place:
New World Irish Stories, paper $14, cloth $24.

M. L. Smoker
Another Attempt at
Rescue

A first collection centered on
life on Montana’s Assiniboine
reservation. “Tough, funny,
magical....” Sherman Alexie.
“Stunning and memorable...a
rare and first-rate mind.”—
Jim Harrison. “Poems...like a
collective soul...a
masterwork, the genius
spark, the fire.”

—Deborah Magpie Earling.
“Lends the power of the land
to human experience...."—
Paula Gunn Allen.

Paper, $14. Hardcover, $24.

R. Zamora Linmark
Prime Time Apparitions

First poems from Manila and
Hawaii. “...Witty and
disenchanted, sexy and
tough, jangled with
longing...."—Mark Doty.
“Headlong, harrowing, holy
and at times even
hilarious....Be prepared for a
thriller unlike any you've seen
before!”—Rafael Campo.
Faye Kicknosway applauds
“their honesty, humor,
intelligence, courage and
imagination.”

Paper, $15. Hardcover, $25.
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“Wayne Padgett’s mother is named—" and
the rest was deleted. In other words, they were
withholding from me my own grandmother’s
name! There were a number of such
instances. A civil liberties lawyer told me I had
grounds for an appeal, because the FBI had
exercised “excessive zeal in the lack of disclo-
sure.” To my surprise, the FBI granted my
appeal, and after another year the 1300 pages
came through again, this time with only 80
percent marked out. But the new 19 percent
was illuminating, and this time they acciden-
tally left in some things they were supposed to
have deleted.

EB: How did you move from being the son of
a bootlegger to being a poet?

RP: It’s not as much of a jump as it might
seem. In the Oklahoma milieu I grew up dur-
ing the 1940s and 1950s, being a poet was
considered very unusual, something that peo-
ple didn’t do in that society. That is, poet
equaled outsider. That’s what my bootlegging
father was, an outsider. He did pretty much
what he wanted to do his entire life, even
when it meant going against the grain of soci-
ety. I suppose I had a similar willfulness, and I
must have felt entitled to be rebellious, like
him. The difference is that I was bookish and
intellectual, and had the advantage of an
education at an Ivy League college. But in
high school I'd already decided to be a poet.
If my father were alive and in this room today,
you would see resemblances between us. The
bootlegger vs. poet dichotomy would seem
less compelling, because there’s a lot more to
a person than whether he or she is a poet or a
bootlegger.

EB: Is poetry still exciting and outlawish for
you now?

RP: No, I don’t think of poetry as being out-
lawish at all. Not in the least.

EB: Really? Don't people still look at you
strangely sometimes when you tell them
you're a poet?

RP: Not so much, because ’'m older now and
I look serious. 'm not a skinny teenager that
people think they can push around. I'm bald
and gray and 62—that is, I can look
“mature.” People ask, “Have you published
any books?” And I say 10 or 12 or whatever,
and they act impressed. Then I look for the
nearest exit. But poetry doesn’t seem outlaw-
ish at all to me, because vast numbers of peo-
ple from every culture have done it through-
out history. I happen to be one of those peo-
ple. It’s a big deal only if you buy into the
cliché of poet as oddball.

EB: When did you start to read poetry?

RP: More or less simultaneously I discovered
two books, Howl and Leaves of Grass. 1 had
read a poem of Whitman’s in school, “O

Captain, My Captain,” one of his worst
poems, which made no impression on me.
But when I found Leaves of Grass and read
“Song of Myself;” wow! Very quickly after
that I discovered the Beat poets and the Black
Mountain poets, and some New York School
poets. One day the owner of the best book-
store in town said to my buddy Dick Gallup
and me, after we bought a book by Camus,
“Have you guys read Kerouac?” I thought he
was speaking in tongues: “Kerouac” was like
a mysterious phoneme to me. The owner rec-
ommended The Subterraneans. Soon afterward
Dick and I read On the Road, The Dharma Bums,
and Dr. Sax. I immediately ordered the City
Lights books—Corso, Ferlinghetti, Marie
Ponsot, Jacques Prévert’s Paroles—anything
they published I would buy:.

EB: So this would be '59?

RP: About *58. The bookseller also recom-
mended e.e. cummings and T. S, Eliot.
Anyway, the floodgates were opened, and I
found Evergreen Review and devoured it, and I
pored over the ads in the back for small press-
es, I subscribed to magazines such as LeRoi
Jones’s Yugen, and I discovered New
Directions—Pound,  Williams, Lorca,
Kenneth Patchen, and Rimbaud, among oth-
ers. So my literary reading outside of school
was City Lights, New Directions, and Grove
Press books, with some Modern Library,
Doubleday Anchor, and Meridian thrown in.

EB: What kind of influence did Kerouac have
on your writing?

RP: He showed me, I think more than any
writer I’d ever read, even more than Allen
[Ginsberg] and Whitman, that writing can be
exhilarating. The pleasure of that rush of lin-
guistic energy was like driving for the first
time in a really fast convertible with the top
down. For a while I imitated his style, which
was fun. I had been a maudlin, introspective,
quiet writer. 'd always think about what I had
to say; and then bear down on it. At its best
my writing was sensitive, at its worst it was
sodden and self-important. But I was just a
kid, what the hell. When Kerouac showed up
it unscrewed the car doors at 120 miles per
hour.

EB: | wanted to ask you about individual
poems in You Never Know. “Not Particularly”
struck me because the first line, “Out of the
quarrel with life,” reminds me of my dad's
poem “Tambourine Life,” which has the lines
“Rhetoric/ is what we make/ out of our quar-
rels/ with others/ out of/ our quarrels with
ourselves/ we make poetry.”

RP: By the way, I wrote some of the lines in
“Tambourine Life.” But in the case you men-
tion, my line wasn’t based consciously on
Ted’s. Sometimes I will have a phrase in my

head, with no idea where it came from.
Sometimes it'll be from a poem I read and
forgot, or sometimes from a poem of my
own. Or from anywhere. It is a line or phrase
that the poem will generate itself out of
Then years later I'll be reading John Ashbery
or Andrew Marvell, and, O no! There’s that
line! I see my using it as an unconscious form
of respect to the original source.

EB: What | liked was that whereas Ted says,
“Out of our quarrel with ourselves we make
poetry,” you said “Out of the quarrel with
life/ we are a whirlwind of invisible whirs
that/ go around a statue by Giacometti.” |
thought that was a great substitute for “make
poetry.” It just was poetry!

RP: I like that poem. It’s not really a poem by
me, and [ like that.

EB: How's that?

RP: I mean it doesn’t sound like me.

EB: This first poem “Morning"—

RP: That’s not by me, either.

EB: Really? Who wrote all these poems?
RP: I did.

EB: | found the poem kind of spooky. Was it
launched out of memory, or a feeling?

RP: Yes, it’s about my parents.

EB: And this strange wooden Indian that gets
set ablaze.

RP: Isn’t that weird? I remember writing this.
It was morning, I was in my little room in
Vermont. Sitting there, I sensed a presence in
the room. I don’t mean to sound mystical, but
occasionally you look around and someone is
standing in the doorway, or the dog is there.
The feeling wasn’t scary or spooky, just a
slight intuition. I started the poem, “Who is
here with me?” Then, somehow, I don’t know
how, the answer was “My mother and an
Indian man.” The third line is “(I'm writing
this in the past.)”. The use of the anachronis-
tic word Indian suggested that the setting is
anterior to that of the moment of composi-
tion. But it turned out that this Indian is not a
man but a statue, apparently a cigar store
Indian, a thing that used to be fairly common.
The statue brings with it the association of
wood and smoke, and then the scene is dis-
covered to be prenatal. “Morning” was an
interesting poem for me to write because I
didn’t give in to my penchant for humor
There are several spots in this poem where I
came to a fork in the road: I could have gone
down Comedy Court or Straight Arrow
Lane. Something made me avoid Comedy
Court.

EB: “Album” also struck me. It ends: “They
betray us, those molecules, we who have
loved them. They treat us like dirt.”
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RP: There is some humor there, but not
much.

EB: How did you decide to avoid the
comedic route?

RP: First, I tend to be wary of doing the

“Ron Padgett thing.” Not being mercurial

or witty was one of the main things I could

do to avoid writing a “Ron Padgett” poem.

It’s like, okay, you've got a curveball, a slid-

er; and a change-up. But do you have a fast-

ball? And can you throw it right down the

middle of the plate at 95 miles per hour? If
you are as multifaceted as you always claim

you are, why aren’t you showing that in

your work? What is the reflex that tends to
shunt you into the comfort zones of the

comic imagination? So I try to write—at
least sometimes—against my own grain.
Second, things that seemed funny when I
was young aren’t as funny now. You Never
Know has an elegiac tone, but it has funny
things in it too. How about this: try writing
a comic elegy. In the years just before the
poems in this book, both of my parents had
died, as well as a number of friends. When
my parents died I spent a lot of time look-
ing at family photographs, which, by the
way, can be good for writing because they
have details in them, and when you look at
them with a magnifying glass you some-
times see things that you never noticed.
Also, photographs are so evocative of a
moment, and if you can project yourself
into the scene, like having been there when
the picture was taken—even if it was before
you were born—it’s wonderful. Hence the
title “Album.”

EB: On a different note, I've read that
you've had an interest in Woody Guthrie.
Was that because he was from Oklahoma?

RP: Partly for that reason. His hometown,
Okemabh, isn’t far from Tulsa. He was about
ten years older than my parents, and he
wrote songs about things that my grandpar-
ents experienced. “Tom Joad,” for instance,
could almost have been written about my
relatives, but, unlike Steinbeck’s characters
in The Grapes of Whrath, my people stayed in
Depression Oklahoma. I felt a close sympa-
thy for the people in his songs, the poor, the
uneducated, the powerless, the underdogs,
because most of my relatives were like that.
1 loved Guthrie’s children’s songs, too. Also,
he could be very wry and ironic, even in his
political songs. When I was 16 or 17, for me
the two poles of folk music were Woody
Guthrie and Leadbelly.

EB: What about Leadbelly appealed to
you?

RP: His sheer amazing natural force. What
an unstoppable driving energy, with that
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12-string guitar and the occasionally com-
plicated fingerings. Talk about a wall of
sound! In those last sessions that Alan
Lomax recorded, Leadbelly casually tears
through his vast repertory, song after song:
from ‘“Alabama Bound” to “Goodnight,
Irene” to “Hitler Blues,” with its staggering
first line, “We’re gonna tear Hitler down,”
as if Hitler was a building! I loved
Leadbelly’s voice. The accent, the rhythm,
the intonations were very similar to those of
my relatives from Arkansas. This is going to
sound weird, but he felt like a relative.

Around the same time, I discovered mod-
ern jazz—Miles Davis, John Coltrane,
Dave Brubeck, Gerry Mulligan, Monk. I
more or less happened onto classical music
when Dick Gallup joined a mail-order clas-
sical music club. The first time we listened
to the Brandenburg Concertos, 1 fell on the
floor laughing. Bach seemed incredibly far
out. But before all that I was surrounded by
the cowboy swing and big band music my
mother loved, and of course early rock ‘n’
roll and rhythm ‘n’ blues: Jerry Lee Lewis,
Little Richard, Gene Vincent, Chuck Berry,
Fats Domino, Bill Haley and the Comets,
Little Willie John, just tons of people, fol-
lowed by Lightnin’ Hopkins, Blind Lemon
Jefferson, Big Bill Broonzy, and Muddy
Waters. You get the picture.

EB: It's been a crazy millennium, politics-
wise, especially here in New York. Have
you written about that at all?

RP: Yes, I have, but with little success. Over
the years I've marched against the bomb,
the Vietham War, and other things, but I
assumed that I did not have to immerse
myself totally in politics or social issues
because there were enough people who
were going to set things right in this coun-
try. They were burningly interested in
doing so. I was burningly interested in writ-

ing poetry. The country would go off
course, and then the people I admired
would put it somewhat back on course. But
in recent years, the country is not being put
back on course. As part of the generation
that has allowed this to happen, I feel
responsible, hence angry with myself and
guilty. I've always had an enormous prob-
lem with writing a decent political poem. In
the last couple of years I've had the feeling
that I must try to do this difficult thing. One
recent poem, of seven or eight pages, con-
tains overtly political statements. Not just
about politics, in the narrow sense of the
word—Ilet’s call it world management. To
say that I'm dismayed by the recent history
of our country is a radical understatement.
If T weren’t able to practice a certain kind
of daily focus, I'd be seriously depressed.
Giving money to Howard Dean and the
Democratic Party, signing petitions, march-
ing at the UN are not enough. Most of my
life I've been congenitally optimistic, but
the scales have tipped now. Of course our
country isn’t the only problem, but I don’t

see any national leaders in the world

addressing the situation in a meaningful

way. Periodically I go off to Vermont for

months and live without a TV or a newspa-

per, to keep myself from going completely

bonkers thinking about the world mess.

Okay, there are other reasons for going

there. My hope is that the mental state I

maintain myself in will allow me to do

something helpful. Of course there’s more

than a little vanity in such a notion.

Anyway, I’'m going to do what I can—in

politics and in writing—but who knows

what that might be? Things have become

more than a little spooky here. You have to

wonder, who are all these barbarians who

are running the country, and why are so

many people panting and drooling along

behind them?

L.
Mark’s
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EB: Some of them have been there for years, like Cheney. But media
manipulation is an unquestionably negative influence, because peo-
ple don't get all the facts, or much analysis of the things these peo-
ple say.

RP: Another remove from that is that even when people are given facts,
if they can’t think, the facts have no effect whatsoever. I have a relative
who's a knee-jerk conservative. He believes in the abolition of gun con-
trol; he thinks the invasion of Iraq was great. When presented with
facts, his mind takes them, puts them to one side, and goes right around
them. He can’t understand what the facts are telling him, he can under-
stand only what he wants the facts to tell him. And if the facts don’t tell
him that, he gets some other data—any bric-a-brac that sustains his
point of view. You can’t reason with someone who can’t think straight.

EB: How long did it take you to translate Complete Poems by Blaise
Cendrars?

RP: 'm glad you changed the subject. The Cendrars work stretched
over decades, because it was never a concerted effort. The first time I
translated his poems was in the spring of 1966 in Paris. The Paris edi-
tors of the Pans Review were going to publish an interview with
Cendrars, and they wanted to include some poems alongside it, so they
invited me to translate some. I said, “I don’t know his work that well.”
They said, “Go out and buy his Poésies complétes and see. And send us the
bill.> Oh goody! I found that some of the poems were both cute and
translatable. That got me interested in Cendrars. Over the years I
would wander back to his poems and translate some, such as his long
poem, “The Prose of the Trans-Siberian,” which already existed in a
number of English versions. One of the best was by John Dos Passos,
but its 1920s diction had gotten a little stale and it had a couple of bad
spots. Then I translated a group of poems called Kodak (Documentaries),
composed entirely of found poems. I wish I could have located all of his
sources, but I could find only some of them.

EB: It's fascinating to think of translating what someone found, rather
than what they wrote.

RP: The things he found were mostly from French sources, although at
one point he quotes from Captain Cook’s journal. Cendrars wrote it all
in French, but if I'm translating I should really go back and find the
original English he’s quoting from and just use that. Such literary
research can get pretty heavy. It was because someone else had done the
legwork that I then took on a very challenging book of Cendrars’s
called 19 Elastic Poems, a collection of “cubist” poems. Fortunately a
scholar named Jean-Pierre Goldenstein found out just about everything
about these poems, which made it much easier for me to understand
how to translate them. Then an editor at the University of California
Press asked me if I would like to translate all of Cendrars’s poems,
something I had never intended to do. But there I was, having done 80
percent of them, so I set about translating the other 20 percent and
going back and reworking some of the 80 percent. During this period
I got to know some terrific scholars in the Blaise Cendrars International
Society and I went to Switzerland and France to work on the transla-
tions with Cendrars’s daughter, as well as with others. I really got into
it, and we produced a book that I like.

EB: Is translating like writing, does it have those Kinds of discover-
ies?

RP: For me translating is like revising. You change the original creation,
and then you go back and change that. In the initial translating phase,
yes, sometimes there’s a bit of the lift-off’ that occurs in spontaneous
original composition. Often when I’'m reading a piece in French, I just
read the French. Other times, I’ll read it and ask myself, “What would
that be in English?” Then other times it just {lies off the page into
English by itself. That's the lift-off.

CONSTRUCTION

He was as stiff as a board
and as hard as nails

are not really similes,
they are clichés,

which means we hear them

as single units whose meaning

we already know, unless
we have never heard them before.

If we add

He was as big as a house

there appears the image of the man
using his own body and spirit

as building materials,
adding story upon story

until the architecture of the house
and the architecture of language

both collapse
like a ton of bricks.

Ron Padgett
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WINNER OF THE
7TH ANNUAL

ASIAN AMERICAN PRIZE

FOR LITERATURE

NEST

MEI-MEI BERSSENBRUGGE
POETRY

RICHARD TUTTLE
COVER

“This book unites so many
supposedly unreconcilable
genres and tones that it's
a must-have for anyone
interested in the mutation
of literary forms in our time.
There are group portraits in
here that astound. It is a
great pleasure to find a book
so stubbornly against the

literary grain, and so free.”

—W.B. KECKLER,
Rain Taxi

Paperback, $14

KEESE@ESITERESS

30&'(45 | &1

for special discounts
& events

INSTAN

Poem/Drawing
Cecilia Vicuiia
“In this radiant new
collection.... Vicuiia's
interdisciplinary drawings
exhibit their formidable lineage:
Mallarme’s constellations,
Apollinaire's calligrams,
concrete poetry, Michaux's
calligraphic drawings.”

— MONICA DE LA TORRE,
Poetry Project Newsletter

Paperback, $15
Limited signed edition with
original drawing, $100

FORCES OF
IMAGINATION:
WRITING ON WRITING

Barbara Guest, essays on poetics
Laurie Reid, drawings

*...some poets, when they write
criticism, produce a kind of prose that
is itself on the verge of being poetry.
Valéry, Stevens and Marianne Moore
belong to this “visionary company.”
And so does Barbara Guest, whose

writings on poetry, collected here,
are among the most inspiring works
of their kind. It is a deep pleasure
to know that such writing
can still exist.”
— JOHN ASHBERY

Paperback, $14
Hardcover, $25

SYMBIOSIS

Barbara Guest, poetry
Laurie Reid, drawings

“Guest's latest work is both
dynamic and breathtaking:
a collaboration that has
mesmerized both critics
and readers alike. Symbiosis
is simply a transformational
experience..."

— CARLA HALL,
The Electronic Poetry Review

Paperback, $ 17
Limited signed edition with
original drawing, $200

CROP

Yedda Morrison, poetry
“Crop shows us how
poetry can be made

interchangeable
with activism.”

— KEVIN KILLIAN
Paperback, $11

OCCUPIED

Carol Mirakove, poetry

FRANCES JAFFER
FIRST BOOK AWARD
FOR 2003

Paperback, $10
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- “THE ALGAE STAMPS IN THE HAND...”

Lila Zemborain

the algae stamps in the hand a marine alphabet
that becomes extinguished if the hands penetrate
the green like two symmetrical plants, palms that
push the water, tangled in the flaming vegetal
filaments; a compact green sifts the colors
golden while the sky segregates blue in the
advance; only the blue expands its firmness when
she turns and offers her back to the waves;
without horizon that limits sight, the clouds
approach the wake and then the body is just a
surface that extends itself towards the heights;
with her arms she’d like to reach the universe,
but the rhythmic flection towards the finish
submerges the gaze in a fleeting puddle, and
again the sky in the distance advances, but from
all of her expiration of air, she separates
herself from the nothingness that is the depths
of the skies

Lila Zemborain is an Argentine poet who has lived in New York since
1985. She is the author of the poetry collections, Abrete sésamo debajo del
agua (Ulimo Reino, 1993), Usted (Ultimo Reino, 1998), Guardianes del
secreto (Tsé-Tsé, 2002), and Malvas orquideas del mar (Tsé-Tsé, 2004). She
is also the author of a book-length essay, Gabriela Mistral. Una mujer sin
rostro. (Rosario: Editora Beatriz Viterbo, 2002). “The algae stamps in
the hand” was translated by Rosa Alcala.
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Almouncing YAWP: A Journal of Poetry & Att, an amazing delyy

YAWP #1 includes works by :
Lawrence Ferlinghetti Bernadette Mayer Andrei Codrescu

John Sinclair Megan Burns Jonathan Cott Niyi Osundare

Jack Collom Dave Brinks David Shapiro Maureen Owen

Brenda Coultas Bruce Andrews Simon Pettet Peter Gizzi

Michael Fedor Romano Tasha Robbins Sophia Warsh
and many others

Edited by Dave Brinks

RVt CA LU CORVO T O DD SCTR U T LS TOR CO IR CORQ) AT
CLULCRC S CRV D Cr A FOT N R H CRVO | SR ET CTDRUSELU LB IVA ) DR U]

L0 LORD2 DV IRV L RVOT ARG DSCH DT O T ARVERD (€4 O CRT DRy
VOURCATSIA NARCYCSETRDCEICCAtien O]

Y A WP is privately funded and published in New Otleans by Trembling Pillow Press
(3) times a year: March, July, November, $7 issue / $21 pet year.

We will mail your order. All postage fees are included with prices listed below,

please send me () copies of Y A W P magazine @ $7 each

e

please send me one yearly subscription (3 issues) of Y A W P magazine @ $21

patron subscription (lifetime) @ $130

NAME CITY & STATE

ADDRESS

ZIP
PLEASE MAIL CHECK OR MONEY ORDER TO:
Y A W P, 907 Saint Peter Street, New Orleans, LA, 70116



300K REVIE

ERY
N EA;SH'}Z | WANDER
HER s, 2005, $22.95
Feco ol wrote to his brother August
ich Schleg er 1797, “I can hardly

jedrt

Fv:rlmackﬂ in Declzzl:do n of the word ‘roman-
sendyou ) it would take one hundred
i bccauseagcs_,, Not to be outdone, John
wenty-v Psuc ceeded in just a hair’s breadth
Ashbgnghii his new collection, Where Shall 1
over the German, but Wander's
Hander Pardon

i stage design seems (00 careful to
Fihrome™ red-herring citation we've
be the ki Ot;‘mm Ashbery. The cover fea-
come to expect O C David

res @ rcprodleUOfl of Caspar Davi

riedrich’s 1832 oil, ‘La.rge. Em}losurc near
Dresden.” Marking thc. iconic Gt?rman
[omantic painter’s high pointasa colons.t, t}}e
work depicts a bend of the river Elbe as it dif-
fuses into aimless patches of still water, each
reflecting the vast gold and lilac striations of
the sky at sundown. As your eyes adjust to the
light, you can make out a lone ship rounding
the bend, sure to be stranded as it drifts into
the shallows. The fate of the ship, the deep-
ening of the sky, and the sudden interruption
of a median line of trees are all held to sug-
gest that the painting is a meditation on
death, or as Friedrich might revise, the depar-
ture of the soul, which would make the scene
a rather grim riposte to “Where shall I ‘wan-
der?” Friedrich’s title is no less wry: Given the
near equal allotment of canvas to sky and
ground, which, in fact, is the “enclosure?” Is
the horizon a “large enclosure near
D@m"? Are the heavens? Now as ever,
Playing slidewhistle with scale is also a favorite
bt of Ashbery’s—when he writes in “The
Template,” “Tt was like the Amazon, but on a
much smaller scale,” he could just as easily be
Whting about little inland Elbe.

mltI:VMt in (.]aspa.r D.avi'd is actually
P of o _)(\)r collections earh'er in “Humble
B xs mu:"'be “W.Hfre, wherein he addresses
. incvit;bl a similar canvas: “Meanwhile
Painting . 2Per (sic) David Friedrich
5 °f‘ a ship pointing somehow
US with vnghppcd in like fog,/ surrounding
U hag e o O TCBTEL... Al this time the
ially s O U3/ 38 it was going down.
thing 1, say../ it l:he horizon, / it had some-
i Planet ;‘g.ai:m t ever let me catch you on
€ we +// Fine, but on what token
b“‘dn'ch’s signatutro b‘? _misted?” It seems
i hed e ¢ twilight melancholia had
o ing o}f)‘ ;‘4[,8 work prior to the win-
; ; mtha[Ashal:‘de’-Andifwe bring this
Fﬂedﬁch:s o, CCTY was already attuned
ASsing e 08 Of twilight with grief
OUr reading of Wander, we

ca.n’.t help but be struck by the admonition
closing its inaugural poem, to beware “the
shadow that comes when you expect dawn.”
{Xnd thereafter follows a steady flicker of twi-
hgh§ imagery whose urgency never seems to
diminish: “Cathexis arrives early in a golden
cc?ach,” “This is an invaded country./ Dawn
will abdicate all your book,” “The last client/
before dawn was seen at a certain/ distance,”
“decided not to bring dawn yet not yet down/
the first big stairs.” The book’s dimmed lights
go on, but that last quote drops us on the
landing of what might be the book’s central
vanishing point, “Holderlin Marginalia.”
Here he is then, Friedrich’s writerly counter-
part, the master of romantische poesie whose late
visionary free-verse poems and fragments are
held by some to be prophetic, postmodernism
avant la lettre. Holderlin was quite the wander-
er himself, travelling great distances, even
trans-alpine, always by foot and alone. Where
shall I wander, indeed. His “Past and Present”
reads: “In younger days I greeted the dawn
with joy/ And wept at dusk; while now, in my
older age,/ I start my day perplexed with
doubt, but/ Sacred and gay is to me its end-
ing.” Again, Ashbery’s admonition increases
its depth of field. “Hélderlin Marginalia” is a
masterful meditation which pins its ethic of
beauty to an ethic of freedom. The essence of
Frithromantik, according to Holderlin’s old
friend Friedrich Schlegel, is its “becoming”
And this romantic celebration of becoming,
of process over event, hardly foreign to
Ashbery, here animates the poem’s open form
in a2 mode reminiscent of The Tennis Court
Oath. Now the book’s title becomes a state-
ment. ‘Where’ &s where I shall wander.

Holderlin was also famous for his modulation
of tones, a feature which surely endears him
to Ashbery. And, lest you be put off by this
skirt through the black forest, all the poet’s
familiar tonal shifts are used to masterful
effect throughout Wander. It just wouldn’t be
Ashbery without the toy orchestra, equal
parts mdrchen, policier slang, and “language of
the heart.” Recitatives of Woolworth-era
American argot ripple throughout, with par-
ticular force in the extended prose poem,
“Cloma Berenices.” On that note, a return to
extended prose (including the title poem itself)
is one of the book’s unexpected pleasures.

A closing discovery. Caspar David Friedric.h
was born in Griefswald. Grief’s wald? As in
next stop Griefswald, everyone off? Next stop
a large enclosure near grief’s wood? Care for
a dance? “Would I?” says Caspar. “Wood
eye?” says John.

Macgregor Card co-edits The Germ: A Journal of
Poetic Research.

7ﬁw——
WS

FANNY HOWE

THE WEDDING DRESS

University of California, 2003, $16.95
ON THE GROUND

Graywolf Press, 2004, $14

Over the past two years, Fanny Howe has
published three full-length volumes of poet-
ry—Tis of Thee (Atelos, 2003), On the Ground,
Gone (University of California, 2003)—and
one collection of essays, The Wedding Dress.
Even with all this new work, Howe remains
difficult to place in context. While that’s not
necessarily a bad thing, it has created, in
Howe’s case, a sort of silence around the
work; or, as one reviewer recenty put it,
“Fanny Howe’s great but nobody has
explained why.”

The 10 compact essays in The Wedding Dress
are a good starting point for readers curious
about her influences (a list that includes Ilona
Karmel, Thomas Aquinas, Thomas Hardy,
Simone Weil, Edith Stein, her children,
Boston, Catholicism, Hinduism, and fairies)
and her intentions. Regarding the latter,
Howe is particularly nimble in what is, for this
reader, the book’s center-piece, “Bewilder-
ment’—in which she lays bare some of the
reasons and ways she has pursued a life and a
poetics possessed of an interior and alterna-
tive logic. She writes:

There is a Muslim prayer that says, “Lord,
increase my bewilderment,” and this

prayer belongs both to me and to the
strange Whoever who goes under the name
of “I” in my poems...

It isn’t surprising then, that Howe’s readers
might be “bewildered” when it comes to
explaining her. And, as explaining a dream
too cleverly will ultimately lead to disappoint-
ment, Howe warns “sometimes a surface
reading seems to bring you closer to the inten-
tion of the poem.” Or; more simply, “[n]o
monolithic answers that are not soon dis-
proved are allowed into a bewildered poetry
or life.” Rather than fitting neatly into any of
the reader’s possible sets of expectations (cul-
tural, literary, etc.), her work contains “a
dimension of plot, but a greater consciousness
of randomness and uncertainty as the basic
stock in which it is brewed.” As Howe writes
in the title series from On the Ground (though I
wonder i’ we couldn’t substitute “Poems” for
“Dreams before waking™ here):

Dreams before waking are eyes into the future
where there is no Zurich but an alphabet

beginning with Z
That said, On the Ground is a somewhat differ-
ent sort of beast. With pleces titled “World

APRIL/MAY 2005_21




D

E::}; IO@d ‘.‘9/ JE152 On'll‘w Ground is perhaps
St avowedly political book (no small

feat considering the role social Jjustice issues
ha\'ﬂe played in her life and work). It becomes
qu1Ck'ly apparent, however, that Howe is char-
act‘enstically unwilling to play into the expec-
ttcmons such tiles create. With some excep-
tions (“Young African American, broken/ on
the back of St. John’s Hill// for the sake of
cc‘onomics”; “In my experience// the angel
with his wings up/ is trying to kill the dragon
of history”), Howe allows the images to do
Fhe talking as opposed to editorializing the
images she presents—presenting political
maltelt without making it problematic by
excessive ntervention of ego—as in:

With unreal gentleness

Generals

mounted the hill
“Mind, now. Mud.”

One sighed like a serpent on an empty egg
but it was really military thinking:

travel casket round trip

The poems present the issues as they really
are: a series of complexities, stories with pos-
sible morals but no conclusions. Her poem
entitled “9/11” does not invoke planes crash-
ing and towers collapsing, but rather prods us
through a chain of similes—*“like winners tak-
ing the hit/ like looking down on Utah as if/
it was Saudi Arabia or Pakistan”—only to
cryptically, but somewhat explosively, con-
clude: “like this, like that.. like Call us all It/
Thou It. “Sky to Spirit! Call us all It?"// The
third person is a materialist.”

While the way in which Howe manages tricky
material brings about unexpected and
refreshing results (“I'll never write a villanelle/
but a chorus of spirals// to muck up your
wars”), the most memorable work in On the
Ground occupies the uncertain space that less
definite contexts (less definite than “9/11%)
allow. In serial poems like “Forged,” “On the
Ground,” and “Kneeling Bus,” her contexts
(whether London or New York, the M11, ora
hillside) are allowed to develop into their spi-
rals of matter and spirit, stimulus and impe-
tus:

Green leaves form shells
of white light not paper

Personality likewise imitates

fakery like this

Eclipse of the apocalypse head

on a circle likened to an “O they said
Earth is a good name for home.”

As in her best work elsewhere, Howe shines
when she is punning her way through the
quirky imagery of a quirky world, letting the
poems drift off into one another, or simply
drift off like “Successive deja vus/ ended then
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D= ing/ the
remembered/ overlapping since l;:;v’l’ng
building materials of sequcnna.l plot.

| 1-11,
Evik Anderson is the author of Incidentals
Jforthcoming from SuFress.

TED GREENWALD
THE UP AND UP
Atelos, 2004, $12.95

I

Two days after Jackson Mac Low’s death I
Visit TOI]"I Raworth’s blog at tomraworth.com
and view his In Memoriam list of r'cccntly
departed poets. It is stunning, sad. We have
come to expect new generations of 'p.()ets to
continually arise. We fret and scrutinize the
fresh cohorts as they form themselves up ---
are there enough of them? What do they
think they’re doing? Why aren’t they more, 0T
less, like us?

But are we giving enough attention to those
closer to the other end of the timeline? They
are going; many have already left. How long
will it be before the rest of them are gone?
The back cover of Greenwalds beautiful
book from Atelos lists all of his books and
chapbooks, 28 of them. The first, Lapstrake,
was published exactly 40 years ago—when
Lyndon B. Johnson was still president and
Robert Wagner was mayor. And giants of our
particular world still walked the earth, pacing
the pavements of Manhattan.

Greenwald said this to me once, “It is good to
be the poet, until you are 35 or so. And then
you just have to hang on until you are 60.” I
stuck that line in a poem. Greenwald, born in
1942, crossed that bar three years ago. It is
our great fortune that he did, and that he is
still with us and still writing,

It was a time when most poets weren't writing
criticism or theory. I would suggest that
Greenwald’s career—so much of it now hav-
ing laid out itself before us that we can see its
shape—is one that takes us back to those days.
While one could certainly argue that there is
no consanguinity between the need or desire
to write criticism and theory and what we can
call the academic life, it does seem that
Greenwald’s life is one that argues that Poetry
is about something decidedly different. For
good or ill, I would suggest, it is a life that
advocates fronting, privileging, and honoring
writing above and before all else. Poems come
first, come what may.

Greenwald writes in his book: “The iron law
of poetry.”

What does that mean? Could it be that this is
a law, like the Second Law of
Thermodynamics, that ineluctably describes
what poetry will do to you? Poetry not as a set
of decision-points, cynical or altruistic,
enlightened or debased. Instead, Poetry as a

way of Living A choice' one makes every o
A caution reminder: dus work, this toil, hasy‘
moral purpose. A C'Omlnual, continugyg g, . ¢
of existential choices—the days ang 'S
and months and years of keeping one’s shoy
der to this* wheel. That means Somelhin~
Keeping on writing—that is an irop

L la o
poetry. Perhaps 113 the iron law

Why? Because th§ poet has a joh and ,
responsibility. Makmg 'hF poems. Giy; g
back the world, making it make senge for
Greenwald tells us no one else can g, .
work. It is vital and the world depends o j,__
even if the world seems to forget that,

o

The poems in this book are made b
indented paragraphs and page-wide i
Inside each paragraph are disjunctive, i
dered fragments; these units are three, f;,.
sometimes six words long. There are Vcd;
phrases, noun phrases, bits of adjectival cop.
struction, lots of direct address and repetition
“Here is Here.” Sometimes there are gpe.
word units, sometimes we come across worg
lists—four or five words long, sometimes six ,
ten.

So much of Greenwald’s earlier poetry wag
built around rigorous stanza structures. From
the four-line stanzas in You Bet! To the six-line
stanzas in Word of Mouth, to the three-line
stanzas in Jumping the Line. The disassembled,
reassembled, cut-up, fragmented language
was simpler to digest with white space all
around.

One of the distinguishing characteristics of
what it means, or used to mean to be a New
York poet was that in some way your writing
arose out of this place where you lived. Is
New York poetry less New York than it used
to be? That remains for others to debate.
What's beyond question however is how
Greenwald’s poetry is tied ineluctably to New
York City, and always has been.

Those insistent, staccato, abrupt, abbreviated
rhythms. The New York of a life spent on the
block—the constant, unending, cascading
progress of fictions, narratives, blow-by-blows
that one sees, savors, stores up just walking
down the street. Any street. Walking, driving,
riding. “Traffic sounds like,” Greenwald
writes, “T like the bus.” In the cab, on the
train. The sights on the sidewalk, across the
street, blowing past the display windows, flut-
tering down from the fire escapes. The phras-
ings and critiques offered by cops, cabbies,
newsies, the guys pushing the garment rack,
the girl who ignores the comments and the
stares, the little kid with the knowing look, the
wise guys who, once you know how to recog-
nize them, are everywhere, lounging against
the storefronts.



jiil

are the exclamation marks,
ere lease write a monograph
e : {
o someo™ all of exclamation marks in
W e 809 oetry? Don’t we instinc-
06", erican P . £ .
o g 2 - ihem as the tailfins of verse:
0 o . .
9 overbearing, overweening?
5, J be wrong It takes a brave
: c“f"‘;l one these days. Greenwald
wleij As he writes here, “Believe it!”
ed.

el eless,

ation mark brings us back to
The & Jarted—10 the New York School
Jhere WE of course the New York School
ooty 27 . and a place where the kind
anter® m, the kind of unalloyed expres-

:)nly be appropriately denoted
on that Ci]nam ation mark, regardless of the
with which it may have bc-en
cynical or naive exercise.

. s between the poetry world and the

mlan'o d were far closer than they seem to be
a:d“?ithn the same exclamation mark you
;“,a; a Lichtenstein print popped up simul-
ancously in an O’Hara poem.
Third, it reminds us of the central role Ted
Greer{wald has played in the evolution of our
woid. He is a tie, a reminder, a remnant and,
Jsurvivor of that long-gone wild, dangerous,
uhound, frequently cruel and determinedly
free world that boiled up—right here, in this
church, on these very streets, in the ’50s and
the '60s.

Greenwald also has occupied a vital transi-
tional position as the New York School, or
partof it at least, transmuted into the Poetry
Project scene and then continued to grow
ad evolve and eventually include much of
Language writing and Language poets. He
has been there, here, for all of that. The only
Westion that remains is, are we listening
tosely cnough to him and to those of his
$neration who are still with us?

{uirhael Cotlieb’s latest book, Lost and Found,
Published by Roof Books last  year.

RUTH ALTMAN
N
fbﬂ{?ﬂss THE BJg MAP
Nited Artis Baoks, 2004, $12

Yone j

Poetry r‘:aNew YOTk out and about going to
Almay, o & 1S SUre to recognize Ruth
P°°“’Y Projeci % 2 staunch attendee at the
fingg 1965, a:d other downtown venues
\;ou]d o muChWeve

Sg

L wietn Mo

4 cot
Kushnm,’ e

of Altmann’s own work as
¢St and private, sharing it
rlew that includes writers Bill
e at, Be LaRoe, and
$ i . 2
o W p blisher, Lewis Warsh,

Ny Years Zl'al’ collects poems  spanning

11 writes in a generous

% probably not many -

and disclogip
dent, unafyaj
she gives it
depths, the
across a lake
of comp.

§ tone: assertive, casual, confi-
dto directly address s, Not that
all away, These poems allude to
Way a dragonfly might skim
€ In Minnesota. Given her years
osing within a relatively intimate

» colled private lyrics; however, these
poems a’rc written in bold, plain language.
Altmann’s Writing is not €Oy or precious; her
{)Oetry does not work the territory of strange
;-:rg;ilgfﬁ ully engaged in the contradictions
e has provoked, her poems com-
press observation, delineate and comment in
qu¥ck complex phrases that proceed vertical-
ly in most instances, stacking elaboration in
pared-down American, The complication (is
t.hc.re such a thing as “plain English”?), as she
W.I‘lltCS in “German Lessons,” is her home was
tnlmgual—English, German, and Yiddish.
The minimalism and measure of Carl
Rakosi, Maureen Owen, Kushner, and even
James Schuyler come to mind. A great
example of Altmann’s art is “To the Muse.”
“God knows what/ you’ll have me seeing and
saying./ And when./ You're all over the place
all the time,/ odorless, colorless, silent,/ like
air” How wonderful to have this poem fol-
lowed up by “Fredandginger” in which a
tango-like rhythm is measured in a constrict-
ed vocabulary. Suddenly, a reader conjec-
tures. Fred the muse to Ginger the artist?

Altmann indents stanzas irregularly, 1n
Notley-esque elisions that snap one Lo'atten-
tion, forming a small poem, like an island,
inside the larger one. Longer prosey pocms
expand her lines, cut off’ the light in a.sudd(?n
quick move. In “Huron,” “the little milk u:am
slow poked across the land.” In a New York
School reverse, the poet leaves Manhal.tan
Isle, goes ashore “across the big map,” a'rrlves
in “Deadwood City,” South Dakota. “I am
drunk feeling no pain....I will learn that here
bourbon is king the stuff of life the nectar of
the gods. Maybe I have taken off the curse of

being in New York.”

This reader caught up with Altmann at the
salon Chez LaRoe, which she goes to regu-
larly, and on the phone before her trip out to
Lake Tahoe. Altmann reveals that she was an
art student at the Cooper Union. She’s
worked at prose since the *40s, studying liter-
ature at the Universities of Washington and
Minnesota. The arc of inspiring contacts
made with other writers is amazing. A stu-
dent of Robert Penn Warren and Allen Tate,
she also studied with Louise Bogan and
Robert Fitzgerald, all the while working as a
journalist and living as an independent,
working woman in the Midwest. Once she
returned to New York, she devoted herself to
writing poetry, after taking a poetry work-
shop with Audre Lorde. Once she discovered
the scene at St. Mark’s Church, she

New This Spring From Marsh Hawk Press

marshhawkpress.org

Jacquelyn Pope: Watermark

~Winner of the 2004 Marsh Hawk Press Poetry Prize—

“The air of the poems in Watermark is alert and energized... because it contains
opposites: fluency and integrity, riddling surprise and entranced spell-binding.”

—Marie Ponsot

Burt Kimmelman: Somebow

ISBN 09759197-2-5 $12.95

“Burt Kimmelman is a poet who admires the clarity of classical Chinese poetry and
strives for it. In doing so, he finds what is luminously transcendent in the routines

of everyday life.”—Harvey Shapiro

ISBN 0-9759197-0-9 $12.95

Stephen Paul Miller: Skinny Eighth Avenue

“Stephen Paul Miller is either the Last Poet of the New York School or the
First Poet of the New New York School. Probably both. These poems twist on
a diamond, creating the shape of art and some sort of wisdom on the inside,”

—Bob Holman

ISBN 0-9759197-1-7 $15.00

Available from Amazon.com, Internet and local booksellers.




engaged in workshops with Bernadette
Mayer, Alice Notley, and Maureen Owen,
feachers whom she says encouraged her to
Immerse herself in language’s derivations and
to try all forms and varied subjects. “I realized
poctry as something that created sparks ...
flickering between people. My poetry
changed a lot.” The content of these poems
encompasses “steel wool, an iron frying pan/
CO(?I co'ms, green paper money.” Antarctica,
Swimming, polar weather, romance (playing
strip poker on a train), are pivots of the poems
In- across !f!.e big map. Altmann says that her
main poetic interest has remained, ie., the
cbarge l?ctween people (she wrote her Ph.D.
dissertation on Antony and Cleopatra). Yet,
the .charge is alluded to, not taken on directly.
Residue of feeling animates these poems. The
bo.ok culminates in the masterful “Things 1
miss.” In an “I Remember” style, she details
t.he transformation of the material (the body)
hi."c promises: “my black bathing suit, which
disintegrated from use in a chlorine pool and
almost floated away” In this way, loss is
invoked, never pointed to as a big deal.
Altmann’s longevity as an artist and as an avid
student of the arts is also no big deal.
Interested and alert, the quotidian snap of “I
miss Woolworth’s—the comprehensiveness of
1t” gives us the “brass tacks” of small remem-
bered gestures. She misses in no particular
order “the 47th floor of the WTC ... doctor’s
house calls, hovering over my bed making tak-
ing my temperature ... and the Balmore
Cafeteria.” Altmann also misses her “glass
bong” and the phrase so long which she so
accurately prefers to take care.

Kumberly Lyons’s Saline i forthcoming from Instance
Press.

ANNE WALDMAN

STRUCTURE OF THE WORLD AS COMPARED
T0 A BUBBLE

Penguin, 2004, $18

“The fantastic stupa” at Borobudur in Java,
Indonesia, is provocation and inspiration
behind Waldman’s new volume of poetry.
She began the work during a long dreamed-
of pilgrimage in 1997 and continued to work
on it as an engaged meditation, following the
stupa’s architectural structure (steps and spi-
ral) through the start of the Iraq war and its
aftermath. At its core there is a play between
enlightenment (of the pilgrim, of the bod-
hisattva) and the eternal mystery and ongoing
suffering reflected in the story and physical
reality of the Borobudur stupa. Built between
760 C.E. and 830 C.E., it fell into disuse and
was only rediscovered in the 19th century,
“When a government rest house that stood
next/ to the stupa was destroyed during the
Indonesian revolution/ Archeologists were

]
the site and. - z |
ook reads as 2 walking medita-
has three move-

Dante’s Hell,
g architectural
d verse.

able to study

Though the b ;
tion/perigrination, 1t aJ‘so

ments loosely following
Purgatory, Heaven—2 spiralin
structure that moves between prose an

Over the first 37 pages, a frame 15 made ofhti'lf
world (as it is up-to—this—minute? and 'L:e chile
Jenge of positioning oneself as 1ts scrl fe w e
following the path of “destruction O ﬂ::g. ;
Throughout a catalog of hells and su 'c'rmg
and observations of random divisions
between human/animal and man/woman
realms, there is poetry, concision, word play,
and delightful interior humor: “Ccl.l phont;s,
it is reported in the dailies,/ Are scaring all the
ghosts away/ Ghosts hungry for greater
» “Academicus horribihlbﬂltyu‘s/ {
made that up in fury)/ Mave somlethu.lgbg
up?” And ironies: “and so on s you build a
text of stone/ and travel beside it as parz.allcl
universe, walk stop gaze,/ study the reliefs,
panels of more aspiration/ a picture worth 2
thousand words?”

The book is most narrative in the middle.
Here the poet, “Wanted to tell you a story.. &
following the “instructive reliefs” of the stupa,
some of which were remade (retold) by well-
intentioned architects. The poet retells the
Jataka Mala, the births of the Buddha and
ends the section with the “Steps of a
Bodhisattva,” in which the thrust is language,
explorations, definitions, finding directions.

Waldman accomplishes an open alliance
between the bodhisattva path and her radical
poetic and activist determination. Upon my
return to NYC after studying with Waldman
at Naropa, I was introduced as a “Naropa”
poet. However, Waldman’s influence is one
that works against being a “Naropa” poet or
a Waldman disciple. To be a disciple of the
author of Structure of the World Compared to a
Bubble is to be a poet who is “here to disap-
pear.” In this marvelous volume, Waldman
not only makes a “vow to poetry,” but bows
toward dedicating her life, commanding her-
self to be aware against “Bowing to flattery;
addicted to response/...A false note...” and
to stick to what's “Difficult to accomplish:
Jjangkawa”... “Meditation in action: again,
again/ Working with other people/ and per-
forming miracles/ but not turning oil in to
blood.” Like Notley’s masterpiece,
Dusobedience, it upholds the complexity of
being human in the entire bubble-shaped
world that it confronts. However, Waldman
leaves her readers with a sense of provisional
hope, conditioned by our participation in
making the possible world possible.

Rachel Leitsky s the founder of Belladonna*. Her
current project 15 called NEIGHBOR.

action.

Two or Tkrge Things I'm Dying to Tell Yoy |

n YRR K

T 0

I, a mortal to death, am dying to tell readers and
myself about diegetic silence-over, which produces
a dead stop and reveals the occasiona] Natura]
immobilization of the living as merely a variety of
movement.

—Jalal Toufic

ISBN 0-942996-55-0 $20.00

Gerlind Reinshagen

Twelve Nights

At last readers of English can experience the

expressiveness and descriptive powers of Gerlind
Reinshagen, one of Germany’s foremost living nov-

elists and playwrights.
— James H. Spohrer, UC Berkeley

ISBN 0-942996-52-6 $16.00



A
AROUND SEA

Poctry isn't easy to come by. You have to write
: Ouke you owe a debt to the world. In that way
goctﬂ' is how the world comes to be in you.

One virtue of lijima’s poetry is that (like all

vy worth reading (reading)) it slows us
do“ﬂ‘- Poetry makes us pay attention. Things
(of necessity) get caught and held.

black woodpecker
white tufted tyrant fly catcher
in the
[tree tops
Perception stretches across the universe. It’s
what the universe is. It’s what we are. We’re
instants of perception.
Eat an apple while you read this. It’s that time
of year as I write this.

The poems look on the page the way that they
sound. Pound noted from the Chinese their
dictum that art imitates nature in its methods
of operation.

Similarly the language can make itself.
“Impossible diagnose.” Instead of impossible
diagnosis or impossible to diagnose. Just
enough words for the idea to attach itself
frontally to the world.

You have to find a language that’s comfort-
able with the trees,

ljima’s postures are adamant.
Telling his
is like being
tied to a tree
In the garden,

There’s a kind of mastery in tying the lan-
8¢ 10 the pitch. As in “Telling this / is like

ng//” and only then a more specific
fMonstrance from the moment (of writing).

Y

inh:la;mé Wrote that everything exists to end
o dOOk and yet he sculpted his lines to
l‘ailqu € MOst of it. His mind ran on very thin

Thee are 110 comparisons possible in the
Ing articulates itself. In doing
OWn place and weight and dura-
ance. Al things are of like mind.

0 doy : :
S Meaning take over our reading
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oy down oM sound? When it forces us to

World, Everyth
20 it findy i
00 ang )

The arti
e
g ¢ in a balance [ike maybe particle

WRVc_ -
Meg }.sul still we separate them out to
" "INg of howy things work.
. Poem
Varieg ¢ addresgeg these issues when it
ity
S()m f Wn speed,

€S Wy
ords that come slowest to our

attention command it most. Some words
unwind slowly towards a then familiar end.
The wonder
of a whirlpool
dish
washing
machine

In the case of these poems meaning accrues
by dint of repeated hint. These suggested
thoughts start from the lefter side of the page
and are sort of punted out. So that meaning
1s an accumulation of suggestions.

At the heart of this book is its heart.

Each solar cell system
Each cellular solar system

Of course it’s not that simple. Not by any
means. But the whole (sic) can be seen to spin
into and to spin out of that. Those words. Not

what they describe (in a way) but the words
themselves.

These things themselves then (these systems)
are described to be “Twinning alchemists”
which (we see) they must be. And then from
this the metaphor (no (the example)) of a
“Balinese girl in a trance” erupts.

We could say that poetry is composed of
strands of reality.

The universe isn’t made the way we think it is.
It's made of thought. And thought gets

housed in language. (The beginning of the
problem. And from time to time its solution as
well.) Housed so to speak.

It takes a certain kind of fearlessness to talk
about the condition of this earth at this
moment. We've already totally fucked it up.
Any change might now come too late. So to
speak lovingly of the place at all...

Just the landscape
before realization

before resource
before it could

speak. Just the land
scape before it does
before we could
before the land

scape is lost

just the landscape
before it is kept

in keeping

before image before
imagine just the
landscape: Just the
landscape before

us strange and un-
bridled just the land

scape lone and
bright. Just the

land
scape lost.

Perhaps this is the place to say somct}.ﬁng
about structure. Perhaps now is the time.
Structure inheres. It is inherent in each thing.
It is how we tell one thing from another (one
of the main ways anyway). How we (convince
ourselves that we) can see the spaces between
them.

(Perhaps here is the time. Perhaps now is the
space.)

So everything that gets written has structure
in it somewhere. I say in it but someone else
might equally find the structure an external
armature or something of the sort.

In a serial work such as Around Sea the struc-
ture would appear to be primarily a linear
movement from beginning to end. But there
are a number of things (also structural) that
interrupt that linearity and enforce types of
verticality. One of the most obvious might be
the division of the book into sections. Various
tonalities bounce the horizontal. And then the
whole relationship of form with content gets
foregrounded as different meanings (with
their distinct durations and so on) that impart
their fluctuations to the otherwise basic for-
ward movement of the text.

I won’t say anything more about the structure
of this particular book. (Except perhaps to say
that it’s grounded in what surrounds us—
what we would do well to see.) I don’t think it’s
the job of a book critic to offer a reading of a
book. The job is to offer a way or ways in
which that reading can be done. The book
article (never a re-view really) is always writ-
ten from within the book.

Meanings do accrue. Whether they’re voided
at more or less the same rate at which they’re
taken in is something I don’t know. It’s proba-
bly more correct to say that it’s what sur-
rounds us—that we're in it. So meaning’s that
Around Sea too.

Penned realms

Alan Davies is the author

of Name, Signage,
Candor, i

Rave, and Life, Jorthcoming from O Books,

MERRY FORTUNE

GHOSTS BY ALBERT AYLER GHOSTS BY
ALBERT AYLER

Futurepoem Books, 2004, $14

Ghosts by Albert Ayler Ghosts by Albert Ayler takes
its title from free jazz, the Holy 'i‘rinily of
which consists of John Coltrane (the Father),
Pharaoh Sanders (the Son), and Albert Ayler
(the Holy Ghost). The track referenced starts
out toying with the memory of songs, their
ghostly remnants. Soon, however, it blasts into
a stratosphere of inner utterance. The note-
by-note choices seem to be dictated, like
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Fortune’s poems, by their own “peculiar and
keen sense of politics.”

Could say it reminds me of a song but

I'm boycotting and dead agai
gainst segues
of any kind =

Just want to let it be known that I have a
peculiar and keen sense of politics. . .

As the title suggests, the book is pre-occupied
with repetition, and so constitutes a course on
rhyme. Generative rhyme is not afraid to
grind its gears a little as it lets out the clutch.
You don’t have to look farther than the open-
ing stanza of the first poem to find an example.

We’ll meet in the morning by some old
water

The riverboats are painted colors as in
audible pink

sucky lemon blue red a malignant grey
echo in the moving water

We’ll throw big stiff feed bread at gulls

The second line ends on “in audible pink,” a
nice phrase, especially led by the preposition
that puts into play audible’s opposite. But the
poem doesn’t close, and the image is undercut
by “sucky lemon,” and that by the bald “blue
red,” followed by the release of “a malignant
grey echo in the moving water,” which, in
another kind of poetry, might have been the
only version the reader encounters. While the
“We’ll” of the fourth line seems to echo the
opening, “big stiff feed bread” has an attitude
and stirs up the undisturbed “old water” of
the first line. We’re barely into the book and
the poems are already coming apart. The set-
up rhyme is not keeping still long enough for
the completer rhyme to push it forward;
rather, the completer rhyme, in order to have
the freedom to say whatever it has to say,
brushes aside the set-up rhyme. The poem is
not one choice, but a plurality of choices, a
radial array emanating from a single source.

This generosity of a poetics that can generate
almost at will really comes through in “Music
and Ghosts” and “Sleeping and Not
Sleeping” Here patterns of syllable and
sounds constantly evolve, pausing to rifl' and
focus before taking up the generative thread
again. One particularly telling move comes
between the second and third stanzas in
“Tenderly, O Tenderly For Rust.”

For wanton Egyptian figurines and
wolverines where

Madness is furtive we weep on tiny pillows

Forwarded to scent of tenderly and amber

Rusted and squealing

Rusted and squealing we squelch
Tenderly and amber distrusted of the few...

It’s characteristic of Fortune to take the last
line and make it a first, to restart and push the
recurrent element forward a little. The poet
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may not know where the poem is going when

it starts up again, but trusts that the poem
does, and this is the pay-off. The poem knows
more than the poet knows; it is a way out.

This lack of positioning gives the poem a vul-
nerability that has a price. Being on the out-
side (really on the outside, not “strategically
on the margins”) is no picnic. Think of
Hannah Weiner. She may have been champi-
oned by those interested in positioning, but
she did not write her poems as rearguard
action against the culturally counter-
revolutionary. She wrote the words she saw.
That was her positionless position. Fortune’s
work shares this radical subjectivity and vul-
nerability. In poem after poem this outsider
status is both rued and exalted.

“Your Perspective,” a response to a friend
who complains that he is losing “perspective,”
makes incandescently clear what’s at stake for
the outsider. It’s not just a victim’s role, some-
thing done to you; it’s vision’s prerequisite.
Personally I want no part of perspective
I want to see things for what they’re not
and be loyal to the concept
And you say: Oh I'm losing perspective
and it’s almost confessional
and you say it like a self-accusation

The reward for this groundlessness is flight;
the alternative is to remain grounded in a
visionless world that shrinks the more one
tries to “get with the program” and “get it
right.”

Joe Elliot’s book Opposable Dumb is forthcoming
_from Subpress.

ALLISON COBB
BORN TWO
Chax Press, 2004, $16

Excavating and riffing on the geographical,
cultural, and scientific history of the military-
occupied American West (Cobb’s father is
Director of Threat Reduction for Los Alamos
National Laboratory in New Mexico), Born
Tawo is a compelling document as dead playful
asit is dead serious. Cobb’s poems and images
engage the particularly American forté for
simultancously wreaking impossible violence
while almost instantly forgetting the victims.
Each of the book’s five long poems are intent
on deep play with language, literary references
and most of all, history and cultural inclina-
tions usually locked away in America’s little
cabinet of what’s not to be talked about: The
atomic bomb, dismembered soldiers, war
games, and the conquistador place-names of
the colonized soil we stand on.

The first three poems, “The Little Box Book,”
“One-Foot Book,” and “One-Foot: A History
Play” are rife with images and ideas of war,
dismemberment, and the strange erotica pur-
suant to our nation’s military “theatre of

operations.” Cobb’s poems are often tales of
characters (“little box book” or “bb,” “Ore.
Foot,” “Polar Bear,” and “Desert Fox”) 5
Occupiers occupied; “One-Foot” himself i
disembodied limb, ghostly cousin of conquis.
tador Don Juan Onate’s dismembcrcd
Acoma victims, circa 1598. “The Litle Box
Book” follows Little BB as the s/he wrestle
with an intentional process of cutting, wih.
drawal (of information, leaving the reading
process open to our thoughts, our diversiong
and interpretations, the left-out, the “yhgy
said”), and composition as BB “scorcheq
awake” inhabits the land of Cobb’s birth and
composes a malleable-gender self. In the
“One-Foot” pieces, Cobb creates an artist’s
book at once spoofing elementary school
primers and a 1950s Pollyanna version of
(white) national pride that romps through the
English language. It’s 2 new kind of deadpan
deadly, proving our poets as perhaps the
nation’s most apt pupils and investigative nar-
rators yet. Spinning and joking in her sublime
disjunctive narratives, sometimes half-said,
left off; a thought, maybe a ... you fill in the
blank on: “in the box a book/ and in that
book/ another and in/ visible waves that/
make the fish split/ something’s un- un-).”

Cobb also undertakes a kind of Making of
Amerwans. Her play, “One-Foot: A History
Play,” overtly engages play as a textual proce-
dure as she interrogates/excavates personal
history (her grandfather served under
“General Rose” in WWII, a war in which he
also lost his leg) and literary history: ‘A Rose
among dough is a Rose/ a spear rising go/
dough and boys rising.” The allusions to Stein
and, by proxy, Shakespeare, are obvious;
Cobb’s nods to poet-playwrights Carla
Harryman and Kevin Killian are not quite as
evident, but there, very. The final poem,
“Polar Bear and Desert Fox,” recalls themes
auditioned in the earlier pieces (Little BB's iffy
gender, One-Foot’s swift reveals of gender
bias, the pure giddy desire of “The J Poems”)
by ultimately conflating gender itself as a use-
ful construction. Merging ideas of sexuality
into un-gender-tainted skeins of mammalian
love, Cobb cleverly elides Héléne Cixous's
éeniture femuinine and Elizabeth Grosz’s investi-
gation(s) into what might actually make for a
cogent definition of “feminine” (feminis!
writing, anyway:

There’s no place like home, no there there, n°
here here, either: the past is all and every”
thing. Born Tawo is an open letter to play ?nd
chance the dark humor the child'““_rld
affords us: unbridled mystery of imaginat”
delighted by and delightfully aware of all that
the grown-ups keep (violently) shush*Ing

Jane Sprague publishes Palm Press, wiwpalm
press.org




SSARD
"'“’LEEB,ZZMAL OR HERE'S A MANUSCRIPT

J by Barbara Godard

ngwy Press, 2004, $14.95

.ournal is the very bottom drawer of
‘T.hc 2 » Brossard writes, and Intimate
"mtc?;c;nc of those drawers one opens with

icipation as well as a certain ruefulness.
:\I:ﬁtct]fn more than 20 years ago, but only now
vailable in English, this is a book that
:mbodics many of the thorny issues that beset
uninist writing at @ moment when post-
gructuralist theory, as well as charges of
lifism, blasted away at the premises of its
project of re-defining woman with a capital
W.
But having opened the drawer, it is undoubt-
edly pleasurable to re-encounter the erotical-
ly charged, full-speed-ahead “let’s invent a
new language for a new subjectivity” expan-
siveness of Brossard’s urban, lesbian,
Queébécois, radical, positively Whitmanesque
muse:

Poetry ... It's my genre completely. In poet-

ryl contemplate myself exuberantly. It’s my

unique strength. Force of gravity, electric,

and magnetic energy ... To make conscious-

ness as, it is said, to make love.

Much of the “journal,” however, is written in
a faidy straightforward, even journalistic
prose, evidence of its origins as a piece com-
missioned for radio. Brossard has written
compellingly about her resistance to estab-
lihed categories of writing, and her most
beguiling work seems to take place in a
“boundary between.” Here, she exercises her
subversive: tendencies by adding to each of
‘hc.jollmal’s five segments a “poetic” coda—
& if the more ordinary language needed to
be poured through a two-step filtration sys-
tem: the first allowing only selected words and
Phrases to settle int 2 paragraph-like cistern,
d the second further purifying and arrang-
g them into 5 short concluding lyric.

:fric best parts of Intimate _Journal are nei-
b "po:ﬁn:?rc Narrative nor the more explicit-
i wig i oncs."Ir?stcad, the real poetry lies
inqui,y»\y.n H?J““aﬂ calls “the language of
of SYntacu'm this case, 2 dispersed collection
{enceg thmcally malleable, investigatory sen-
Wl ingy ugh which Brossard attempts to
trougp m;"“‘?ncc a new imaginaire, often
Ve the scn:(!t?on on the writing process. We
 Writer 3on of walking one step behind
e %m chosen tight-rope, bobbing

One foey & Whlle she rather deliriously puts

I front of the next:

|nmc§i°.w“ between each word T

& of“;:ntify a certain number of the
e g ‘ought. I also Jearned to see

€oming; to hear them without

N

~— S S
e —, e e

ever being able to make myself quite their
echo. The blanks .. are in fact so full of
thoughts, words, sensations, hesitations,
and audacities that jt can all be translated
only by a tautology, that is to say, by anoth-
er blank, a visual one.

I'havc always imagined myself as an equa-
tion in motion in the night of time, undu-
lating equation that approaches, that dis-

tances me, consigning me to vertigo and
equilibrium ..,

This approach to writing as a kind of
“‘cognitive-improv” is perhaps at the root of
Brossard’s insistence on being a writer “of the
present.” Unlike others engaged in such
experiments, who go away into their labora-
tories and re-emerge with strange new results
for our inspection, Brossard prefers to work
out in the courtyard, talking aloud to us as she
manipulates her variables. Thus her work can
be messier and less “finished” than that of
others, but the unconcealed struggle can be
heartening to some of us toiling in the more
obscure corners of the research facility.

In the years since Infimate Journal was written,
the very notion of subjectivity has become
more and more richly problematic. Looking
back, however, it can sometimes seem that the
project of inventing a new feminine subjectiv-
ity (what Brossard called lénture au_feminin)
“dis-integrated” too quickly, without having
accomplished all that was possible, even as it
was transformed, necessarily, in the wake of
anti-essentialist critiques.

Now in the wake of the wake, many are
returning to some of this earlier feminist work
to see what was perhaps undervalued in the
sweeping enthusiasm of reform. In doing so
one could do worse than to be inspired by
what Brossard in The Aenal Letter called “the
necessary willingness to start over,” and by her
determination to “enunciate everything, artic-
ulate an inexpressible attitude ... to remake
reality endlessly.”

Exvelyn Reilly’s first book of poetry, Hiatus, was pub-
lished in 2004 by Barrow Slreet Press.

ELIZABETH FRIEDMANN

A MANNERED GRACE: THE LIFE OF LAURA
(RIDING) JACKSON

Persea, 2005, $37.50

In this authorized biography, Elizabc.th
Friedmann presents an engaging, well.-wm-
ten, meticulously researched, sympathctllc'l)ut
not fawning portrait of Laura (Riding)
Jackson (1901-1991). The well-known anec-
dotes are here, but Friedmann does an ?xc?l-
lent job of dcsensationa.lizi.ng the- poet’s life
and setting the record Sﬂ‘a.lg}:lt without sup-
pressing the negative distortions, _and even
smear campaigns, of many previous com-
mentators, biographers, and literary critics.
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Neither does Friedmann suppress the fact that
she knew (Riding) Jackson personally during
the last decade of her life. Her account of
their meeting frames the book in such a way
that the author becomes a character against
whom other characters in the book (such as
Robert Graves’s biographer Martin Seymour
Smith) can be measured. Reading
Friedmann’s account of her burgeoning inti-
macy (epistolary at first) with (Riding)
Jackson, one may see the friendship that ulti-
mately developed between Riding and her
future biographer as an embodied counter-
example to those who broke off their corre-
spondence with Riding (many examples of
which are included in this book) often because
of their fear of her insistence on honest com-
munication. By framing her biography with
these personal accounts, Friedmann is able to
avoid one of the generic pitfalls of biographies.

In a piece published when she was 83 years
old, (Riding) Jackson writes: “There is always
the problem, in judging a biography AS
TRUTH, of evaluating, under the extent of
its knowledge-basis, the degree of purity of
the biographer’s feeling towards his sub-
ject...” She goes on to state that “biographi-
cal telling can go wrong in its trying to min-
gle truth about the subject of the telling with
what the biographical narrator is moved to
inject into it as truth about himself....”
(“Engaging In The Impossible,” Sulfur, 1984.)

While this statement could lead one to think
that (Riding) Jackson is arguing against the
possibility that any true biography of her
could be written, Friedmann eschews the
agendas of other biographers (such as
Deborah Baker’s In Extremis, or Seymour
Smith) by consciously acknowledging these
limitations, and moving on from there—to
show (Riding) Jackson in light of the stan-
dards she set for herself and others. The
result is clearly the best biography of (Riding)
Jackson to date. Its truth is precisely its recog-
nition of the limits of biographical truth.

Friedmann places the biographical accounts
in perspective by juxtaposing the “page-turn-
er” passages with critical summaries, and
some analyses, of some of Riding’s most
important work, which will certainly help
contribute to a continuing discussion of
(Riding) Jackson and her work, and, at least
as importantly, the concerns raised by that
work. This helps her give the lie to both the
“demonic” Riding as well as the tragic victim
Riding—images which unfortunately infect
the literary criticism of such prominent for-
malist critics as Helen Vendler and Marjorie
Perloff; and thus have contributed to a liter-
ary climate in which a Pound or Stein is val-
orized and yet Riding is still called a “white
goddess,” a “witch of truth,” or, just as bad,
“obscure” and “intellectual.”

Friedmann’s rendering certainly offers a use-

ful counter to these too-common dist Ortion
of Riding’s work and life, yet (as Fﬁedmann
would be the first to admit) it is no substityge
for The Telling, The Word “Waman,” Progress o
Stories, Four Unposted Letters Tp Catherig,
Anarchism is Not Enough, and, the poems (l(;
name some of the work currently in pring)—
along with the simultaneously released £z,
(Riding) Jackson Reader, edited by Friedmany,
But even if A4 Mannered Grace, like any supple-
mentary material, may be used to protect the
reader from “the imaginative terrors” in the
work itself, it’s not a bad place to start,

Chris  Stroffolino’s  third  book, Speculative
Primitive, s just out from Tougher Disguises Prss,

JUST THE THING: SELECTED LETTERS OF
JAMES SCHUYLER 1951-1991

EDITED BY WILLIAM CORBETT
Turtle Point Press, 2004, $21.95

James Schuyler has been by some accounts
the “overlooked” New York School poet, the
shy guy who didn’t go to Harvard. He has the
distinction now of being the first of that leg-
endary company to have his letters pub-
lished. This, plus the reissues of the novels
Alfred and Guinevere and What's for Dinner?, the
recent availability of his diary and his art crit-
icism, are indications of his durability, which
owes nothing to academic criticism and
everything to his fans: people fall in love with
Schuyler. Novelist James McCourt, in his
memoir Queer Street, recounts the fervid meet-
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) Schuylfﬁf fans, he and \r\.’ayne
96 baum: “He is the best ... Evcxjy time [
l\odtcn to Life,” I burst out crying,” St.
oad ,H y];:rish Hall overflowed on the
Mark's nightlast November when the editor
‘\[onda)w Thing, William Corbett, emceed a
of Jut ading of it. When John Ashbery, one
) rcost frequent recipients of Schuyler’s
"f_d.‘c mwas interrupted by a cell phone and
6’“][’5 Mister Softee!” who in the audi-
¢ did not feel, at that moment, that a char-
:t:r from a beloved novel had stepped from
is pages?
And thats just it: Just the Thing is as absorbing
w2 novel, turning the letters’ recipients into
daracters that are by turns addressees and
hject matter (of gossip, of coursc).‘ There’s
more “snappy dialog” recounted or invented
here than in most novels, and a heightened
intensity to it all that made me feel like I was
lning a reverse Pleasantulle: Reader picks up
book set in 1950s and watches her black-and-
white world slowly turn Technicolor. “Dear
Claghanger ... Dear Americans ... Dear
Prisoner in 2 Chinese Laundry™ begin a series
of letters to Ashbery. “love, Josette Day ...
Ever-thine, Hilton Kramer ... Love, Tilly ....”
It s as if changing costume or tone could
multiply the characters, and it does. But tone
in't just a sign of play—it’s a key to relation-
ships. The straight guys like Koch got mostly
“Dear Kenneth ... Love, Jimmy.”

The characters change: in the beginning
there are a lot of letters to Ashbery, to
Faifield Porter, to John Button, but then they
fade and Ron Padgett, Joe Brainard, Anne
Dunn take over. The letters begin in a mental
bopital in  White Plains, switch to
Manhattan, setdle in Southampton (where
Sdhuylr lived with Fairfield Porter and fami-
lyfor 16 years) and end in the Chelsea Hotel.
The passage of time is a kind of plot; the
ftcdotes and information shared become a
*nes of episodes. The need to abide with this
uice, this character and his friends, keeps the
pagc?x}lmmg. One learns that Schuyler was a

8l0us reader of novels, I suspect though

¢ had an innage gift for whatever it is

°PS a reader pinned to her seat b
grace of style alone. e

:;,l_,dx,ll:z“’ d°°$_st(>"lc intersect with personal-
“ng thatwfas Schuyler,” this poetic per-
oreg 48 adore? He wasn't always so
Spring 1 those who knew him. Justin
i diﬁligﬁlmphy of Fairfield Porter cap-
llyen, Port, Al charming parasite on the
O bcm’ S0 mentally fragile that he
e o counted on to hold a job and
ng 5 o own, but canny enough to
bin 1 wi?:n bisexual Porter along and
H

that he wag saving her mar-

hOSpitalized more than once for

ps.ychotic episodes, once threatening to kill a
fnend"s child. He became a rapturous convert
to Episcopalianism. He was a heavily drugged
and slovenly Chelsea Hotel habitue at the
end. It's hard to connect this fascinating char-
acter to the voice in the letters, though one

does wonder 2 little at the numb reticence
toward Frank O’Hara’s death.

Just the Thing shows how Schuyler—who
€njoys a reputation of being a direct, natural,
realist—ivas a master inventor and artificer of
words. The letters are a world, and his corre-
spondeénts, those famous poets and painters,
are larger than life through his eyes. Schuyler
was as complicated and contradictory as any
great artist: however, he acquired his posthu-
mous cachet as the outsider, the bohemian
whose plaque resides by Dylan Thomas’s at
the Chelsea. He often lived a life of vicarious-
ness, living in other people’s households, trav-
eling through other people’s auspices, reading
and generally being idle. And to switch it
around: he wasn't just the homebody who
liked kids and dogs and cookery and garden-
ing, he was the poet of whom it was said,
again by James McCourt, “not since Hopkins
the most vital measure of English poetry, not
since Whitman the strongest representation in
verse of American speech.”

Ange Mlinko edited the Poetry Project Newsletter
Jfrom 2000-2002.

MARJORIE PERLOFF
THE VIENNA PARADOX
New Directions, 2004,$15.95

I find most memoirs vaguely irritating. Too
many of them are full of the treacly sweetness
of attenuated autobiographies. In contrast,
The Vienna Paradox is full of ideas and argu-
ment. It does tell Perloff’s story of escaping
from Vienna to come to America, but she also
gives us a history of three generations of
Vienna’s assimilated Jews—]Jews who for the
most part worshipped European and, in par-
ticular; German high culture and for whom
the writings of Goethe served as a bible.

We see up close the Vienna of Freud,
Wittgenstein, and Otto Wagner, who cr?wd
the book’s opening pages. Perloff describes
“the extraordinary success of the Austrian
Jews that followed Emancipation—a success
always shadowed by the widespread ant-
Semitism of the Empire that was to come to
an abrupt halt with the German .‘_\nschluss of
Austria in March 1938.” She discusses the
exiling of Ernst Gombrich, Arthur
Schoenberg, and Theodor Adorno, as well as
members of her own family. We meet
Perloff’s grandfather Richard Schuller, who
was the Austrian foreign secretary under
Chancellor Dollfuss and a special delegate to
the League of Nations, despite the fact he had

rejected the social baptism required at the
time for Jews who wanted “to get on.

Accompanied by literary insights from poets
such as Charles Bernstein, Lyn Hejinian, and
Frank O’Hara, Perloff takes us with her on
her road to becoming an American scholar
and author of over a dozen books of literary
criticism and cultural studies. At the book’s
very beginning, she discusses the newly awak-
ened interest in Viennese culture in America,
and takes us to New York’s Neue Galerie and
its Café Sabarsky, whose menu reinvents
Viennese classics that in Proustian fashion
recall for Perloff the meals of her childhood.

Personal memory, family history, class snob-
bery, and an ongoing celebration of the val-
ues of high cultures—in particular avant-
garde poetry and music—fill these pages, all
of which in turn become a background and
foreground of Perloff’s life. After Hitler’s
annexation of Austria, Perlofl’ and her family
escape from Austria to settle in New York. She
traces how her family, her grandfather, father,
mother, and assorted scholarly relatives keep
up the intellectual tradition of their lost
Vienna in America. In a first step toward
Americanization, Perloff, when she was
enrolled on a scholarship to the Fieldston
School in the Bronx, changed her name from
Gabrielle to Marjorie. The chapter titled
“Kulture, Kitsch and Ethical Cultures” that
relates the years of her growing up is the clos-
est one in the book to conventional memoir.
Even here, the story of her high school and
college years are interspersed with the stories
of the lives of other German Jewish exiles
such as  Adorno (born Theodor
Weisengrund), who offered relentless critiques
of American low culture and returned to
Germany right after the war.

Perloff’ does not excuse the racial and intel-
lectual snobbery that was part of her upbring-
ing. For example, her marriage to Morris
Perloff, a man of Russian/Jewish parentage,
was to her Viennese family a step down
socially, overlooked because they decided he
“looked Italian” and was a medical student. A
witty moment occurs when she getsajob asa
title writer for MGM, which proves to be a
full-scale initiation into American popular
culture. “Why, I told Bernie, should one
spend one’s life reading and looking at kitsch?
Surely” she protests, “there must be a loftier
mission in life?” And it is our good luck she
meant exactly that, True to family tradition,
she goes back to school, earns her PhD jn
English literature, writes a series of scholarly
books, becomes a distinguished professor at
Stanford University, and in 1981 publishes
The Poetics of Indeterminacy: Rimbaud to Cage.

Corinne Robins’s most recent ook is One
Thousand Years, Marsh Hawk Bress, 2004,
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AHADADA READER |

Alan Halsey, John Byrum, and
Geraldine Monk

Ahadada Books, 85 pgs.

| NEVER KNEW WHAT TIME IT WAS
David Antin

U. of California, $16.95, 164 pgs.

OPEN CLOTHES
Steve Benson

Atelos, $12.95, 136 pgs.

SOME MOUNTAINS REMOVED
Daniel Bouchard
Subpress, $10, 92 pgs.

DAY MARK
Lee Briccetti
Four Way Books, $14.95, 70 pgs.

BITING THE ERROR: WRITERS
EXPLORE NARRATIVE

Edited by Mary Burger, Robert
Gliack, Camille Roy, and Gail Scott
Coach House, $17.95, 301 pgs.

THE YALE ANTHOLOGY OF TWEN-
TIETH-CENTURY FRENCH POETRY
Mary Ann Caws

Yale, $39.95, 576 pgs.

SELECTIONS
Paul Celan
U. of California, $17.95, 242 pgs.

THE DIRTY BLUE CAR
Fielding Dawson
Xoxoxo Press, $10, 171 pgs.

MY DEVOTION
Clayton Eshleman
Black Sparrow, $16.95, 126 pgs.

AVENUE NOIR
Vernon Frazer
xPress(ed), 44 pgs.

THE FEMINIST AVANT-GARDE IN
AMERICAN POETRY

Elisabeth A. Frost

U. of lowa, 245 pgs.

CARLO GOLDONI'S ARCIFANFARO,
KING OF FOOLS: OR IT'S ALWAYS
TOO LATE TO LEARN
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Translated and adapted by W.H.
Auden
Unmuzzled Ox, $12, 117 pgs.

WATERSHED: AIKIDO TANKA
Renée Gregorio
Tres Chicas Books, $12, 70 pgs.

THE EXTERNAL COMBUSTION
ENGINE

Michael lves

Futurepoem, $14, 128 pgs.

TO BE SUNG
Michael Kelleher
BlazeVOX Books, 60 pgs.

LAPIS
Robert Kelly
Black Sparrow, $18.95, 224 pgs.

SOMEHOW
Burt Kimmelman
Marsh Hawk Press, $12.95, 66 pgs.
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Claudia Keelan
Alice James, $13.95, 80 pgs.
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Marton Koppéany

Ahadada Books, 69 pgs.
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Ann Lauterbach
Penguin, $18, 102 pgs.

THE NIGHT SKY: WRITINGS ON
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Ann Lauterbach

Viking, $25.95, 255 pgs.

SELECTIONS
José Lezama Lima
U. of California, $17.95, 234 pgs.

MY LIFE IN CIA: A CHRONICLE OF
1973

Harry Mathews

Dalkey Archive, $13.95, 203 pgs.

WHETHERING
Rusty Morrison

Center for Literary Publishing,
$14.95, 53 pgs.
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Jennifer Moxley
Flood Editions, $12.95, 61 pgs.

0XBOW KAZOO
John Olson
First Intensity Press, $12, 66 pgs.
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Lance Phillips
Ahsahta Press, $14.95, 62 pgs.

A NEW GEOGRAPHY OF TIME
Robert Viscusi
Guernica, $10, 56 pgs.
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Joshua Marie Wilkinson

Pinball Publishing, $12, 88 pgs.
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Laura Wright
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MEMBERSHIP INFORMATION & FORM

YES, | wish to become a member of The Poetry Project. Here is my membership gift of:

Q850 Q885 0125 D§250 Q$500 CI$1000 Tl do not wish to join at this time but here is my contribution of $______.
(For your gift of $25 or more you'll receive a year's subscription to The Poetry Project Newsletter)

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY/STATE/ZIP

*NOTE: Please make all checks payable to The Poetry Project. Detach this page and mail to: THE POETRY PROJECT, C/0 ST. MARK'S CHURCH, 131 EAST 10TH STREET,
NEW YORK, NY 10003

YOUR GIFT ENTITLES YOU TO THESE MEMBERSHIP BENEFITS

INDIVIDUAL MEMBERSHIP [$50] DONOR MEMBERSHIP [$250]
* Discounted admissjon for a year to all regularly scheduled and special * All of the above! Aws
Poetry Project events FREE admission to designated special events, including the annual New Years Day Marathon Reading
A years subscription to The Poetry Project Newsletter. featuring over 100 poets and performers
Substantial savings an workshops offered at the Project FREE limited-edition phato print: Hank 0'Neal mounted b&w print of Allen Ginsberg or Ginsberg &
Priority discounted admission to all special events William Burroughs seated holding hands, 16 1/2 x 20 172, signed by 0'Neal, two eds. of ten
SUPPORTING MEMBERSHIP [$85] BENEPASTON NENDERMIR 1000
o Free admission to all regularly scheduled Poetry Project events * Al of the Donor-level membership benefits! s
Plus all other benefits above 2003_-2004 Poetry Project publications.
A 20% discount on the purchase of any Poetry Project print (in addition to the Ashbery/Brainard broadside)
Grateful public acknowledgment.
SUSTAINING MEMBERSHIP [$125]
® Free admission to all regularly scheduled Poetry Project events for you PATRON MEMBERSHIP [$1000]
and a guest « All of the Donor-Jevel membership benefits! pus
A free subscription to the Project’s literary magazine. All 2003-2004 Poetry Project publications.
Plus all ather benefits above. Your choice of any Poetry Project print (in addition to the 0'Neal/Ginsberg photos)

Grateful public acknowledgment.

NEW MEMBERS AND RECENT CONTRIBUTORS: Etel Adnan, George Albon, Anthony Alves, Jack Anderson, Mary Ann & Frank Arisman, John Ashbery, Russell Banks,
Barbara Barg, Dianne Benson, Bill Berkson & Constance Lewallen, Charles Bernstein & Susan Bee, Fred Blair, Alex Bleecker, Martha Blom, Lois Bohevesky, David »
Bowman, Mary Rose Brusewitz, Emmeline Chang, Mike & Alice Cincotta, Allison Cobb & Jennifer Coleman, Norma Cole, Daniel Comiskey, Jr., Clark Coolidge, Lydia
Cortes, Brenda Coultas, Douglas Crase, Muriel Dimen, Douglas Dunn, Chris Edgar, Shoshana Enelow, Maya Flamm, Edward Foster, Tonya Foster, Christopher
Funkhouser, Lois Gallagher, Gail Goldsmith, Iri Greco, Catherine Grigoriou, Mimi Gross, Sweta Gupta, Oren Haker, Carla Harryman & Barrett Watten, Kreg
Hasegawa, Rebecca Heidenberg, Richard Hell & Sheelagh Bevan, Eileen B. Hennessy, Brenda lijima, Sophie Jaff, Vita Jimenez, Arlene Swift Jones, Sean Killian,
Alison Knowles, Doris Kornish & Phil Hartman, David Larsen, Evan Lavender-Smith, Ed Lawler, Annabel Lee, Justin Leites & Jessica Klein, Rachel Levitsky, Kim
MacConnel, Nathaniel Mackey, Nancy McCain-Morneau, Weill Medical College, K. Mets, Ange Mlinko & Steve McNamara, Thurston Moore & Kim Gordon, Bill
Morgan, Fred Moten, Elinor Nauen & Johnny Stanton, Peter Neufeld, Ellen Perless, Jim Petersen, Sarah Petlin, India Radfar, Michael Relyea, Renato Rosaldo, Sandy
Sawotka, Michelle Scheidel, Rachel Shattuck, Rod Smith, Ann Stephenson, Sandra Thaxter, Lorenzo Thomas, Susie Timmons, Tony Towle, Gail Tuch, Barbara
Vagliano, Diane Wakoski, Anne Waldman, Bob Williams, and Katie Yates (as of 3/4/05).

THE POETRY PROJECT ADDRESS CORRECTION REQUESTED

ST MARK'S CHURCH IN-THE-BOWERY RETURN POSTAGE GUARANTEED NON-PROFIT

131 EAST 10TH STREET - ' %’fgf‘g&gﬂgg

NEW YORK, NY 10003 ; BATD
NEW YORK, NY

PERMIT NO. 7021




