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JOBS AT THE POETRY PROJECT

The Poetry Project regretfully
announces the departure, at the end of
the 1990-91 season, of Kimberly Lyons
(Program Coordinator), Lee Ann
Brown (Program Assistant/Monday
Night Coordinator) and Jerome Sala
(Newsletter Editor).

The Project will be seeking to hire, for
the 1991-92 season, a Program
Coordinator, a Monday Night
Coordinator and a Newsletter Editor.
For job descriptions and information
about how to apply for these positions,
please inquire at the Poetry Project
office (212-674-0910).
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SPECIAL SECTION: IMPROVISATION

Editor’s Note: I decided to feature this topic after reading an essay by Stephen Greenblatt entitled “Improvisation
and Power.” The essay made me aware of not only the artistic side of improvisation, but its social and political
aspects as well. To investigate further, I gathered pieces from the following authors.

IMPROVISATION

Bruce Andrews

(On Monday night, January 21, 1991, the Poetry Project
presented an ‘evening of improvisation’. The 2nd half was a
quartet of George Cartwright, Michael Lytle, Evan Gallagher
& myself—improvising for 35 minutes with assembled &
disassembled woodwinds, brass, toys, live sound effects, and
poetry. I sat at a large cardtable with a microphone & my
lexical ‘raw materials™: about half of the word clusters &
phrases I'd generated since New Years, in piles of the 4+1/4
by 3+2/3 inch pieces of cut paper I do all of my writing on.
From these—at times untidily spread around—I was
composing word constellations & longer units & sequences
out loud. They were miked to be heard on top of & in
between & underneath the drastic (&, in Derek Bailey’s
phrase, ‘non-idiomatic’) free improvising of the acoustic
musicians. We were all in many ways constantly shifting &
modulating in response to each other, in the moment—(but
the writing also took place under the hideous shadow of
America’s brutilitarian war-making, less than a week old at
that point). Below is an excerpt from the text, transcribed
from the recording of the performance—(with punctuation
designed to give some sense of the timing & intermittences).

Nessun dorma, nessun dorma. Animal cowards / the
truly... far-sighted ‘re always nagging at you / pig
bounces rep—... deco pig—Word / the entropic... got
up & hopped / a sex-toy lending library on wheels—
like so many tenpins / sausage dazzling, congenially
bumpered / race makes people // groupie prom /
webwork of filth—zouk the hair-trigger / bougainvillea
foster-care labanotated whiplashy robespierre cut-outs
/ Don’t butch my bluff / spasm some bother / beestung
dildo closeups / prim suds, eggshaped /// (sp.) /
mirrors; aficianados // Justice can get a bone structure;
thinking is for restaurants / The hallucinogens are
calling a work stoppage. The screaming had high heels
on /// juicy nerve enough—the favorites are fluttering /
swivel doll / Idolizing nib lump slippage = skin; dreams
don’t have backyards / Sex... is anxiety, in dress clothes
/ poofed by a prom... you want your own carioca/ I'm
upset is... prehistoric; teddy bears, unemployment,
intercom fellatio—you want a matching grant before
you have sex? // IMPEACH THE PRESIDENT /

kissing belligerent / Sandinistas invade Namibia //
decorative colonies / Recourse bracketed hatchets is
just fantasia Opheliason / Geek, thick..—Word. /
Unzippered, jojo in front; gonadizers of // the manlike
sugarsauce—furtive in face, on tiptoes / solo giveback,
feeder lips // lipstick intervallic pre-platonic...
Dislocatably Yours, // If orchids could wage war / No
animal gets an order; America is sleeping / Are we a
U.N. widow? // Palestinians hide behind syllables //
Foetal blemishes a wish could become a matinee / No
tongue can walk across evergrommeted bliss blasts /
(pat to pay to pet)—if you’re snowbanked over
letters.../ no translatable indiscretions / Sin for fun,
called a stunt-in—cum cuss cut—testicles of
eccentricity / saliva disconcertation hoozit // Throw up
on memory lane / It’s always the romanticism of
somebody else that’s shabby. They did have money
fights / Joint slaughterhouse... even the scaffolding is
frightened / Necromansion—at least she didn’t call it
Camelot // ghostbusters on a pensionplan / The
commodity had twins to sell bunkbeds to // Was that
rhyme gassy enough? Your vocabulary could use a
guard-rail / Meetings keep us young / Why are you
grovelling in the already articulated? / slunks... (squint)
(wrongation)... (wreck-tions), (loop) // Now they’re
called HUMAN REMAINS POUCHES / sunkholistic
/// Get me a new delinquent—radioactive arbitron /
flagellants... gypsified... for hire, allegiance in bulk;
satisfact—satisfactoid / The slick shall inherit,
imperturbably fucked the surplus value without fixed
address /// Larvae sung / Bastardizes the border, an
eyeball spy trick shimmies another syllable /
languourous, languourish... body // tense & hunched,
up the fluffed immediacy // a self-stuffing chicken /
Juke up stiff symptomatic overbite / care bears on
adrenalin / Let a tourniquet get to be your best
friend—well, it was pre-human / If certainty’s your
game... / In a leveragable swamp—no glaze eats its
meat, the gesture is hubby. Squat’s not neutral enough
for me. Praise the nitwits / Nerves butcher the dark—
eightball pause tapered into syllogism // Chevron, hl']la,
relationally furtive; the steady... is deplorable / teensily
satisfactory // Pan to the left—pets ate your complete
sentence! / TOY SURFACE, begging lustrous—night
soaks meteorite // Eye’s isms / A dinky microscope
sound—well, vernacular me out! / Taffypull in real
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time, to keep the chipmunks from starring // )
headlights, shockproof; movietoned sugar bassline
learn to swim by editing // The presentational is
oppressive / Sprinkles up papier-mache—torrid off-
white—irremediable flicker, a trickle of keystrokes //
hydra italics, flatchested perforations; a neo-decorative
indifferentialism / wavelength nostalgia—when is an as,
eyed out plus whoa, follow-up / The figurative, that
trojan horse / big dome intricacies / Fun from a
book—a full-flavored anorexia, ovened dusk, a
decorative correction /// ... braille, shorthand / Don’t
retract it, tip it in! // My unconscious could only get
standing room // Foster-parents for the mermaids—
the endentured compensatory // aching for Lenin—it
was very cleansing, but I wasn’t dirty /// Orphanage
impedance gaffes it out on a leash—headrest in
sumptuosity; I do leave some room for reality, let
grammar go elsewhere / BOLDFACE / The ‘my-my!’
hypotenuse—a heavy vibratoer, quasi-gurgling / (do-
re-mi), poke points ///// Word! /// Israeli bounced
ape: Hottype // galore // salutable, doctrinal, disney
wetting / forcefed... syllables / suck... a scud—Top Gun
tessitura; move into a new Kuwaiti neighborhood // &
I'm not prepared to say! / Pouncy, uptight, but calm—
only the concussions are known / (pushy whisper) / A
tabletop theater strapped to their ejection seats //
incoherent very bright fact down ready syllable patrol
loudspeakers, tourniquets on midnight / a PNG
(persona non grata) party // Connectives... leave a
bitter taste // stochastic vulva with buddy system /
scooters in containment: the Brechtian leaves me cold /
Its juice... is dirt / Ideals in their wacky suits?>—a
tourist day of the dead, a pudding of output / Gimme;
creamy; gappy—pistoleroing... Sentence. ///////

Impassibly regicidal abstractionated gapping pre-op
mannikin syndrome, extra ego / Paraplegic unison
thumping into delicacy / cholostomy harvests; insipid
rapture / Bestialfication, the kewpie doll... in its...
deforestation mode / piss on clatter / low octane
gammaglobulin / CRIME—CREAMY— // big lousy
eyes // eclipticism—fab, rocket, pages hoard abortives,
pre-chucked, ream pez / golems... of gender cumlights
—jury fists, neck... image... dumb, reprieve of the skin
—conniptional thunder / Reindeer eat subjectification
/ Palestine’s new ZIP code ///// forearm behaves—the
known, that powertrip // Milk the roar; clamor neck
slapshot fireball // trash crosses into horror; the same
is new again—slurpy divertissement // The pedophiles
are regrouping / Thought is its land-fill—only signifiers
bleed / Get it on digital & we can talk / You have a left-
wing memory; gave out a few menopauses—suck tights
dry / In fat, its cancer darwins; eyelash impromptu;
fingertipping horoscope / Camels enter the spaceship,
flange on lips, nighttime methodology // Pleasure’s

tracers, collective nerves; Wall Street had you fo,
breakfast—to blackout que, red Cht?ats on white
Gyps nest // Breakage stylized morahsn! stirfry 17/,
Scale of actuarial S & M turtles, a departicul arizing
hum... ALIBI = REVE:.NGE... carcass fOT_Presi e/
You call your cliches rigor. You call dissatisfaction
nutritious —OUTLINE I'{ULES!._(SOmeb ody dasheg
ahead of me to that specific experience) / 'm hotty,
want my reference point to be ?VCQthng;:,_ sudden]
eat the furniture / Incorrect chinchillas, faith kooks,
EXCUSES fire up the gazebo /... conquered auton oy,

Bruce Andrews will be giving a talk at St. Marks Poetry
Project on April 7th entitled “Paradise & Method.”

(See calendar.) His I Don’t Have Any Paper So Shut Up
(or Social Romanticism) is due soon from Sun & Moon,

From A FIRST READING OF
ON THE ROAD AND LATER

Clark Coolidge

And then there were those huge excited letters that
seemed background and framework for the Road prose.
These fascinated me too and I began to write my imag-
inations of them to friends, probably the first writings I
did for no other reason than the high that came from
jabbering everything down alone in the middle of the
night. Everything that happened to me, the minutest
details of sunlight on a shoe, began to seem vastly
important, had to be scribbled down, and with exten-
stons. It was like blowing your thoughts over the
everyday whatever life. Endless lines of words that you
followed if only because you couldn’t see their ends.
The connection with jazz here is obvious: improv-
isation. Nobody had ever spoken to me of writing in
this way. I had thought the writer must first have it all
in his head and only then put it into words, but no. I
began to see how it was really excitingly done: You
wrote from what you didn’t know toward whatever
could be picked up in the act. Poetry starts here.

Thirteen years after his death now his work, like that of
any originator, seems surrounded by silence, a few
parts astonishment and absorption, many parts
misapprehension or neglect (in another age he would
have been called eloquent). And the famed “Beat
Generation” period of the late Fifties seems mainly 0
have been a resurgence of age-old art camaraderie an
generativeness in an otherwise unfeatured time. But the
challenge of his art remains immense, a challenge
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brought to my mind once again just the other day, and
appropriately in another great excited letter, by the
poet Bernadette Mayer: “Somebody someday has to do
that work of never stopping, of going as fast as it can
be gone to the point, dare I say it, of eliminating
existence at all so that, and that would be an interesting
moment, which gets gotten to sometimes in poems, or
in Proust, you've finally gotten to the end of reminis-
cence and all experience and certainly all knowledge (if
you have it), and get left with the great and wonderful
high blank of no purpose at last but a mind wherein
you can know exactly (ha!) how you and everyone else
too exists in the world at this time (not the times but
breathing).” Reading his lines I can easily if
temporarily, his darkly-marked tone speaking in mind,
convince myself that / am inking down the words, that
I am this Jack Kerouac. It is as if hidden somewhere in
his books there is a writing that hasn’t been written yet
and will never be finished. Recently in a dream I tried
to convince him to release some of his unpublished
writings (or persuade his widow to release them) but he
answered, refusing, “Writing settles nothing.”

Now when I look at his works (and Kerouac is the
writer I have reread most often, excepting possibly
Beckett Melville and Shakespeare) they keep their
flame and I have no doubt that he is the central writer
of my place and time. More of the second to second
matter transformation of world into mind is there in
his lines than in anyone else’s that I have seen. In this
sense he comes closest to being the total writer. There
is the sensation that nothing is missing or lost. Reading
his books is like being handed another mind, myriad-
filled and ceaselessly sending. There’s a momentum of
mind-voice that otherwise might be found only in
Proust or certain Bop musicians. A speed of pick-up on
the fly that includes so much, a poet’s energies to make
of every thought of the world a great ringing edifice.
And even his doubts along the way are included to
push and transform (“musician stops, brooding on
bandstand” in Mexico City Blues). All I need do is read
a few pages to regain sheer belief in the unstoppable
endless volleying Everything Work. Sometimes he gets
to a naming-density so multicircuited, as in certain
parts of Visions of Cody, that I begin to feel something
beyond belief is about to rise and advance (“I followed
in back”). That key has been turned and nothing will
ever be said to be the same again, as indeed it has not
been since I first turned the last page of On the Road,
“dreaming in the immensity of it.”

Originally appeared in Talisman.

Clark Coolidge’s latest book is Sound as Thought
(Poems) from Sun & Moon.

From TERRITORY

low light makes a landscape
out of distance

a poem is one of the almost successful
forces of nature

smacked around by repetition and
reflection

electric calendar and ancient alphabet
ferocious but hybrid specifications

ringing the changes on the mythology
of riff

point where the point runs to and back again
the rigors of function and novelty

passage mechanics shagging the circular
angle by angle one secret or the next

perfecting the transparent source
indolent strut dithering at the meridian

or just hammering at the window
a preserved disclosure something skeletal

fortuitous and taut

Ray DiPalma

Originally appeared in O.blek.

Ray DiPalma’s most recent book is RAIK (Roof). Sun
8 Moon has just released his chapbook, Mock
Fandango.




WRITING AND SPONTANEITY

Nick Piombino

instant of death, the individual is met with the cop,

requirement that spontaneity be controlled. At t_}lle same tm;ti!; Ii:tlizzl;)f Interactions the
individual is expected to appear spontaneous while in rlnang a It 1S NOt possih,
for her or him to be actually feeling what is l?em_g_dlspl aye ; ;131110 surprise that once
given the opportunity to be spontaneous an individual might feel some ambivalence.

From the instant of birth to the

mn 5 .
A counteract this, even recent events stron%lyhpqmdt1 in the
it is findi d more ways to control the individual vo;
The direction that the group is finding more an . 1al voice
| mu?torr:s:]an“;: :ﬁ::; th: n;,ure and mind. The recent moves against individual freedom of expres.s&on and the. Increasing
beard, the wich ce to he restrictions on the National Endowment for the Arti are char evidence of 'E,hlls, While i¢
» the quicker | go, the is true that there has been a victory for the so-called “experimental method” in both th

Despite many efforts to

more stealthily | must move. sciences and the arts, this victory from the standpoint 0 individual expression was 2
. pyrrhic one. While an historical procession (_)f geniuses ha§ generation after generation
What you are looking for, revealed an ever deeper confirmation of the individual desire for freedom, a powerfy]

accept only that, evenif you historical process has taken place to make sure that the group mind will easily hold sway |
have to collect it in very small ~ over the individual mind. '
amounts over long periods of _ ) . ) |
time. What does the experimental approach imply? It points to the reality that expression \

itself is of enormous value because it is only through expression that anything unre-

vealed will can be revealed. There is a very great temptation in the group mind to use the

power of attention to give “reality” or take away “reality” to or from a group, a cause, an

idea. This lack of attention can belittle the significance of something in the eyes of the

group. Conversely, the power to concentrate attention itself, through, for example,

advertising, confirms the group’s ability to determine which individuals will be heard.

In turn, the individual has countered such techniques of concentrating group attention

by forms of experimentation. The experiments might be in physics, politics, music,

medicine or poetry, but the-end goal of the experiment is often to win the attention of

the group towards an alternative paradigm in the way of carrying out certain activities,
9/12/88 maintaining certain beliefs, or just feeling a certain way about something, like oneself,

for example, or the group as a whole. Usually, the group’s responses to such
Things resist manipulation and experiments will be rapid and definitive. No doubs, very often the group expresses itself
usually resaend betterto 2 through an individual representative, but it will be clear to most individuals that it is the ‘

y respor group that is speaking, Ironically, the only way this can ever, and does ever change, is }

frank and solid grasp. through an individual accepting the full brunt of the group’s response. True, such an ;
individual may represent a group, but this representation will never be as formal and as

wholehearted as that obtained by the individual who has the explicit backing of a group
or institution.

One of the most familiar forms of spontaneity is that of the structured game. In such
forms the spontaneity consists of employing one of a specified set of moves as a
response to the move of another. This includes the poem as game where the King is
Content and the Queen is Form, the Bishop Rhetoric and the Knight Metaphor, the
10/29/88 Castle Imagery and the Pawns Allusions. Fach moment allows for certain moves,
disallowing others, taking the poem to its eventual victory or defeat. The first
You come to the delicate tournament is ;nacted in the_ mind of the poet — the later tournaments in the mjnds of
portion, which is the center of the r_eaders, editors aqd publishers — and finally in_the assertions of critics, and in the
the machine. You get there by end in the annals of hlstqry. Among many other.thmgs, experimental poetry arrived at
means of feeling your Way the scene to propose a §hghtly dllffcrent game., First, there would be no h1er§tr§}_1y of
thers hecalse Jour eyes are 1o form and content, making the King and Queen of equal strength. This possibility was

resisted greatly up until very recent years shifting only slightl alist and post-
Loy VP 1 , y slightly as structuralist a
good to you there. Your feelers  gyrucruralist criticism shed some light on some earlier attegnpts to experiment Wit

fly in the air. You touch the language (i.e. the works of Poe and Mallarme as discussed by Roland Barthes and

delicate part with your Jacques Lacan). The strength and quality of the old distinctions would depend on the
feelings-feelers and the whole  specific writer. Some writers would not distinguish such functions at all, others woul
machine moves. allow a remnant of this to remain, kind of like the constitutional monarchy in England.
4
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Also, the tournaments (if these were to be retained) would not necessarily fall into the
hierarchies above. For example, the poet may publish her own poems and the poems of
others. Also, the poet may herself become the critic of her own work. Some writers have
offered theoretical models for their own work, others have renounced the importance of
history. Some have even gone beyond symbolism and impressionism to demand that the
reader and the writer share equally in the task of shaping meaning. Other poets have
changed the model of how a poem is to be visualized. The common root in all these ap-
proaches is to allow the poet to circumvent conventions, which more and more deter-
mine what poets will say and how they will say it. Gradually, as the writer accepts full
responsibility for every aspect of the poem, the authority slips away from the context
and into the hands of the poet. And, at the same time, the idea of the context as moral
judge is gradually replaced by the concept of the context as arbiter of forces. The old
dream was one in which the game would render the forces as controllable agents; the
new dream is one in which the forces emerge spontaneously as predictable agents of
unpredictable change.

The re-emergence of spontaneity as a central force in creativity can be tracked in the
evolution of Buddhism, for example, from the early desire-repressing forms to the later
forms like Zen Buddhism where responsiveness and opennes to feelings replaces these
strict controls through laws and tenets. Similarly, earlier psychological systems stress
behavioral conditioning, while more recent systems like psychoanalysis utilize free
association of ideas and spontaneous expression of thoughts as methods of discovering
underlying conflicts, so as to release them. However, at the same time, while such
systems attempt to systematize their approaches by means of group organizations which
offer courses of instructions, gradually the ideals of spontaneity may be obscured by the
need both to explain and to institutionalize evolving systems of practice.

2.
“You can hold yourself back from the sufferings of the world, this is something you are
free to do and is in accord with your nature, but perhaps precisely this holding back is
the only suffering you might be able to avoid.” —Kafka

Holding back here is closely related to the issue of spontaneity. Another connection is
that so-called automatic writing, expressing for the sake of expressing (where the
content is secondary), also called “art for arts sake”, shares with Romanticism and
psycholanalysis an idea of discovering through uncovering or revealing suppressed
energies within the soul or psyche ideals which have been lost in the past. So that all
proponents of freedom of expression find a common source of light arising from
individual strivings. In this view, all individuals share the same ironic fate of a necessary
lifetime struggle against an abject fusion with the strongest beliefs and wishes of the
group. When the individual speaks out in opposition to this tendency, all individuals are
reminded that the individual can speak out, while inevitably, the force of history
overcomes the power of the convictions of any single individual’s beliefs or ideals, if that
is the will of the group. On the other hand, when the power of the individual is derived
from the group, the group will invariably assert its power to silence the individual, even
when it is announcing its efforts to curb and control this power, as in a democracy. This
is why poetry which seeks the consensus of the group about its meanings and purposes
is often suspect to me, depending on the degree of self-reflection and irony it contains
about its own meanings and purposes.

Author’s note: “Writing and Spontaneity” was presented as part of a talk at SUNY
Buffalo on December 6, 1990. Some of the accompanying aphorisms, selected and
arranged by Jerome Sala, were published in Verse, Spring 1990.

Nick Piombino’s Poems (Sun & Moon) was published in 1988. His essays, collected in
The Boundary of Blur, are due out, also from Sun & Moon. More of his aphorisms are
forthcoming in Avec IV.

12/8/88

Then | realized that | myself
was history going backwards—
| saw the improbability of every
event as wondrous in itself, and
suggestive of times past and
those to come.

42189

Beware, dear philosopher,
behind the ghost of every

argument is the ghost of a
person come to haunt you.

Don't think of the gallows at

the beach—think of the beach
at the gallows.

6/19/88

The book itself is the fiction.
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