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letters to the editor

Dear Jordan,

I was thumbing through the newsletter and saw you men-
tion a collected poems of Ted. Sometime [soon] there should
be a selected coming from Viking/Penguin press. The selection
is somewhere around a hundred-fifty pages, and was made by
Aram Saroyan with my mom getting the final say. If | remem-
ber this correctly, Aram brought up the idea, and among others,
Allen Ginsberg and Robert Creeley wrote up blurbs and had
them sent to Penguin.

It will be coming out in conjunction with a new book by Jim
Carroll and a book by the lyricist of the Grateful Dead. With
any luck, it should generate some interest in his work and lead
to reprintings of some of the other books (The Sonnets?).

Sincerely,
Edmund Berrigan

Dear Editor:
I read Cynthia Nelson’s review of Vyt Bakaitis’ City Country

THE WORLD 47
CONTRIBUTORS:

Sherman Alexie
Charles Borkhuis

Milk

Writer’'s

three or four times. But I failed to understand it. Then I read it
from the other end, and it made a lot of sense. I would like to
share it with you.

“Op. 23, Minor Sharp F in, example for, Consider. twist Kerouac a
with, charming say even might one—lyrical is touch distinctive
his, however, experiment to inclination his all for. poetry in mod-
ernism of version known every practically encompasses that explo-
ration self of journey a on Country City in us takes Bakaitis Vyt,
Brooklyn in now living and, Massachusetts and Germany in up
growing, Lithuania in Born.

Nelson Cynthia

Sincerely,
Jonas Mekas

Editor’s Note: #148 Issue in poem a published Nelson
Cynthia. book Bakaitis’ Vyt reviewed Sloan Benjamin
Um

See LETTERS, page 29
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The Journals

of James Schuyler

July 28, 1985
I don't.understand the motions of the sun: I thought it never
shone Into north-facing rooms, but every moming, soon after
nsing, it illuminates the recesses of my two French windows.
But mostly I live, as I read in Diego Giacometti’s obituary, “in

; town into which the sun did not shine three months of the
ear.”

How often I wake up feeling that I'd like to write a poem, but

no words of my own come into my mind: those that do are
Vaughn’s:

They are all gone into the world of light
And I alone sit lingering here

Their very memory is clear and bright
And my sad thought doth clear

And I wonder how accurate is that? Me memory for poetry is
zilch.

Yesterday is a day 'm not going to think about, much less dis-
cuss. Enough to say, I was as cross as two sticks.

Is it possible my favorite poem is Coleridge's “Frost and Mid-
night?” It may be true, and if it isn’t, so what?

July 29, 1985
Yesterday I said I wanted to write a poem but couldn't. Later
1 took a nap (that great institution), woke up and wrote one,
lay down to read and got up to write another. I suspect both
of being stinkers and have no inclination to look at them right
now. And yet, there are those pleasant, if rare, occasions
when what had seemed designed by a Higher Power for the
ashcan turns out not to be not so far below the norm as all
that. It never hurts to keep one's hand in, and there have to
be rifts before you start loading them with gold. Or is the
word ore?

I'm still pissed off, but for different reasons—or for the old
reasons plus new ones. Forget it.

1 wish I could.
I wish I had one hundred brand new books to read.

July 30, 1985
Sweet Catullus' all but island, olive silvery Sirmio . . ..

he felt like it, Wystan c_ould set the cat among the
\Aifh::ns:el remember a review in which Desmond McCarthy
?oimed because W. had said—in print—that Tennyson was
the most musical of English poets, and the stupidest.
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1love Tennyson, and he is indeed most marveloys} )
but sometin)":as it seems a little Cecile Chaminade. syur:: l;;‘%;l,
would not have stooped to guff about “the MUy S
immemorial elms”—or however it goes—elms which o :df
out not to be so immemorial after all.

For music, I prefer the vintage Keats bottled: “Season of Mists
and mellow fruitfulness . . .” Bright star! Indeed.
Saturday, August 3, 19g5

I was filled with delight last night—how disgusting, ,
rhyme—when I realized that anyone who ever wants to write
my biography will have his/her work cut out for her/him,
since virtually no documentation or juvenalia exist. There js
The Birth Certificate, The First Grade Report Card (F in a|
subjects: I was a late bloomer), The Passport, and? No diplo-
mas, no degrees, maybe some post cards and a letter or two .
. . then I had three stories published in Accent along with
Frank's Three Penny Opera, the poem behind my poem,
Salute (it's the matter of where the line turns), met John Ash-
bery, Jane Freilicher, Fairfield Porter, Edwin Denby, Rudi
Burckhardt (through his sister, Helen), and other geniuses
and the rest is history .. ...

There is a hilarious piece in this week’s New Yorker
called “Yo, Poe.” It concerns Sylvester Stallone’s wish to play
the real Poe who was not a kinky alcoholic—but the big stuff
was Whitney Balliett’s (why can't I spell that name?) piece on
Peggy Lee, who is in town, around the corner, singing tonight,
and I won't be there. You better believe I'm pissed off. ButI
am going to own and play her latest LP very, very soon.
Goody. “The Sorcerer’s Helper” begins to pall.

Virgil T. to Sauguet, issuing from a NY jazz club: “lf:lle
n'est pas artiste,” in definitive tones. They had been listening
to Lady Day.

Edwin Denby told me that.

Sunday August 5, 1965
Brook Benton's “Do your own thing” is just the musicI want
right now, and the three Teddy Wilson discs with Mildred B a{;
ley (who once spoke to me at Café Society Uptown: “Takf}:e
easy, Sonny,” she said as I stumbled slightly on the stair [uit
can was upstairs] and swept down in a brown evenm'g § "
studded with brass nail heads and sang “Oh Mama Won't ng
Scrap Your Fat”. And the boys stood up and joined her: it W
alively number and then things got a lot better)—nor will my
day be ruined when Bill brings the latest Peggy Lee-

I'watched “The Fabulous Dorsey Brothers” only becausé d:;z
were playing themselves. Imagine my surprise when an,
words “with Helen O'Connell”, Ziggy Elman, Bunny Berrig® -
and other wizards, and Art Tatum, Art Tatum! It was trué
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plot of the movie is about how to pre-
vent the audience from hearing any
music: mostly it succeeded. Then
Poster: Art Tatum. Eventually, Art
Tatum, and was it beautiful; then
authentic musicians stood and jammed.
It was worth it.

Wednesday Sept. 85

Yestereve the sunset shone
briefly—a long while it seemed—caus-
ing an effect on loft-style stately build-
ing across the way: a glow that remind-
ed me of what happens in Venice when
buckets of rain, including hail, fall upon
Istrian stone: an inner pinkness that
goes on and on and on until . . ..

The Mystery plant (gift of George
Schneeman in entertaining Schneeman
flower pot) is doing nicely as is the sprig
of ivy. The nearly dead from neglect and
non-watering (“I have watered the
plants™: like hell you did) parlor linden
that Darragh grew from a cutting is
recovering nicely. It shed so many
leaves that its skeleton shows plainly
and attractively—*“the alphabet of the
trees.” It stands on one of the speakers
and needs turning. Why not now? Yes,
now, while Ida Cox is singing: “Don't let
your whisky drive away your only
friend.”

I wonder what day it is
Yesterday all hell broke loose.
Forget it. Helena came back from
Maine, airsick from a bumpy ride. She
told me many Maine-Burckhardt stories.
She was taken to see Edwin’s grave in
the woods where his ashes lie: an
unmarked stone of no great size. Period.
That elegance, that genius, that strange
lover: and, aged eighty—why spell it
out? He wrote his own epitaph when he
looked at a photograph of the beautiful
and great Nijinsky standing, one arm
encircling his head, eyes closed: to
Edwin it was,

Mysterious as breathing in sleep...

Dear heart, rest well.

Sept. 19, 1985

Thursday

A sunny day and Peggy Lee is singing

and I wonder how dramatic today will

be and quite possibly no drama at all.

Not great sleep but some, always better
than none.

Finances bug me: need clock from

around corner ($15.00), need glasses

with new frames ($45.00) anticipate

Monday and Tuesday cabs to Hy
Weitzen and Dr. Newman (more or less
$20). I suppose I can always give up
food and live on air like an orchid. Oh.
Well.

I like my new style poems very much—
uncertain success of this morning's
effort, a salute to Brook Benton. But I
usually feel like that right after giving birth.

Thursday Sept. 27, 1985
Good Heavens! The piece I couldn't
name that just ended of course turns
out to be the Diabelli Variations—as
John said, “With a theme like that, how
could Beethoven fail?” Indeed: a noth-
ing little waltz-like theme by the over-
weaning Diabelli, a work I particularly
love, and, as usual, since there are no
words to it I can’t name it. This happens
with anything: of course I can name,
less than instantly, the Bizet symphony,
not because Balanchine created a great
ballet to its tunes (he made it for the
Paris opera where I first saw it with Bill
in ‘47: called then Palais de Cristal with
measly little crystal clusters by Leonore
Fini: I haven’t fogotten everything) no I
recognize it because WNCN has
drummed it into my head maddeningly,
along with “The Sorcerer’s Apprentice,”
Ravel’s “Bolero,” a little item called the
“Entrance of the Queen of Sheba,” Schu-
bert's “Unfinished,” and so on. No won-
der I prefer playing my LPs. Where was
I? Forget it.

It's still very dark: go to sleep too
early, wake up too early. I don't mind,
so long as the dawn in all its beauty is
soon to arrive.

Friday Oct. 11, 1985

A brisk walk to the corner mail
box: a gray-blue morning in the month
that, today, I hope will go slowly on and
on. Then I was musing on the bed when
a beam of sunlight caused a line of brick
to light up with a mellow red effect.

Perhaps I will see Tom today, per-
haps I won't.

Eileen came by yesterday, which
was delightful. She’s so interesting and
I like her so much. She still has vestiges
of her Yucatan tan. The Yucatan in mid-
summer? For Ei, I guess, not me.

Sunday Oct. 13 85
Across the street a window goes rather
blue: earliest glimmer of dawn, at seven
in the morning, so much later, it seems,
than it recently was. I can’t wait for day-
light savings to end!
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Last Conversation With Carl

Friday afternoon 2/26/93
VA Hosp Bronx: Carl Solomon

[re: Twin Towers Explosion on TV]
It's a real turn-on
to be well and functioning
in the middle of the mess,
It’s hard to find
anything real because

the physical thing

changes so quickly

you don’t know which way to turn
because...'m incontinent
...don’t know the proper way
to behave. ..

I hope my suffering

doesn’t last too long.

So maybe pneumonia

will do it in like my mom
pain I haven’t had

to deal with much

lately... they've got

me on the anti pain...

and they also insist

on the oxygen which

is no longer too meaningful
to me. no longer

effective

I feel like my mother’s

way — go off into pneumonia
and heart failure... but

my heart is too damn
strong...

Allen: what do you think death is?
Death is a fading away —
which I'd like to go easily
like my mother... imitate

my mother... this last

year of grace has been
excessive — I just want

to get it over with —

I just want to say a

few words about (the literary time)
of Kerouac Burroughs etc.
There’s not much more

for me to say anyway, but

it’s been a lot of fun

At that time it was

very exciting to me —

] wasn’t that mad,
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[ was intellectually adventuroyg
and interested myself in Artaud and
[ was a loner — even

in my own family circles

[ was a loner — intellectual
eccentric — How much
recognition I got from

my family? I got very little

I guess.

Coughing it’s like
strangulation

For awhile I was very

serious about surrealism...

It was just another movement
I was serious about these
movements —

Allen: Do you feel I did the wrong
thing putting the spotlight on you
by using your name in “Howl™?
You gave me my first

outlet in Neurotica — for
some recognition... I guess

it went to my head

The life I spent was all right
I'm dying of lung cancer

an unusual thing — cant
bother to figure it out.

Too bad if I was foolish,

it wont matter much much
longer. 1 hope

I get out without too

much agony. For my mother
it was nice, she just waved
waved good-by.

[ was there before

she died... (then) they notified
me about my mother

Then I felt my respons-

ibility was really over,

I spent the next year
just wandering about...

until this

It was a wonderful

year — wonderful and
meaningless with

my mother gone... I had

no responsibility... I had

a girlfriend Elaine... now

she claims she loves me...
marry me, all kinds of

things —

Allen: Kerouac stuck by his

ﬂ



mother

Carl: “Boys and their mothers”

The beats were kind of a

Cosmopolitan grouping, some from

the suburbs, some from the
inner city, and some people

wanted to be beats, some were

real beats, some made believe they

were and they weren’t —

a mid-century

Cold War hang-up...

So I'm still somewhat
reluctant to say good-bye —
I don’t know why I'm
hanging on so desperately...
It’s just hard to let

go... you hang on

with a kind of hulldog
rapacity... I suppose

like people being executed ...
the animal in it is still

there

Carl to Allen: except

You really

look good...

Carl: You look younger

to me — spirits are young —
Rabbi was here — He said
he’d pray for me... that’s
about it... the Jewish

thing is OK — I let it

pass — this is a formal
social status — against
which I make no challenge...
Back in room, with oxygen
mask.

Peter Orlovsky
Clean Asshole Poems
&

Smiling Vegetable Songs

Handsomely restored to print
after three Presidential terms
Peter Orlovsky pleases me best . . . the

“beatniks” have much to leam from him.
William Carlos Williams

$6.95 (paper)
Published by Northern Lights
493 College Ave. * Orono, ME « 04473

Allen: does it help?

Carl; it relieves me a little,
makes it a little better.

Carl volunteered... one thing that
still interests me is sex.

gestures towards his lap

I looked at him grizzled

and thin, but calm, seemed to've
gained strength, up on pillow
bed head raised a bit so he
wasn't flat, a bed by window

in a two man room, other bed
leathery and empty.

“you mean even now, you have
enuf strength to be interested in that?”
“ves... my last sex was with ...

8 months ago — I had

the strength & acquitted

myself adequately. So I feel

I'd fulfilled my last respons-
ibility.”

—Allen Ginsberg

[Ted Morgan (Burrough’s Biographer
who celebrated the same birthday as
Carl, March 30.) visited the next day.
Carl said “I am expiring but I have life
insurance.” Another friend visited

that night Carl with difficulty said,
“Awareness comes.” Carl died

Sunday morning. He was given a Jewish
funeral with a flag draped coffin.

Allen Ginsberg read from these notes at
the service. He was buried in a plot near his
Mother in Farmingdale, Long Island.]

+Open late every day
o Special orders welcome
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SONG OF THE ANDOUMBOULOU: 18
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$at at the bar in the Long
Night Lounge. A cramped,

capacious room, alternately
S0, mmultaneously SO .

' Plopped

. himself down beside me and

said, “So.” Over and over

again said

only, “So.” Gnostic stranger
I embraced as though it

was me I embraced . . .

Was.
Caught me unawares . . .
Thus it
was these words broke my sleep,
woke

me: Heard it who seldom spoke,
“No remedy,” flamenco’s gnostic
moan . . . Standing, I sank, felt
nothing, though the spun words
rocked my waking, shook me,
spun from when body caught soul,

soul
body,
“Tongue too familiar with
tooth,” I complained, blue
Davidic
harp, Ethiopian moan. Monophysite
lament, one we, Ouadada, that
we would include, not reduce to us.. . .
He to him, she to her, they to them,
opaque
pronouns, “persons” whether or not we
knew who they were. . .

Whoosh, what we
needed, movement, except the what-sayer,
obsessed, asking what. “Was it a woman
he once was in love with?” “Was it a lie
he’d long since put it all behind?”
Not
an earring, inimical star the spark
she lit, burn beyond imaginable burn, “were”
notwithstanding, this what would've
been meant by bought soul . . .
Ears hot
with what she took to be talk not of
her but of someone else. Numbed
he, numbed she, numbed we,  numbed
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ﬂ

affront. Feeling found in flames
obsolete

As though what they say was all we
had, that words be would, would
words, where they pointed
not beside the point though almost,
we
made of how many who could say?
No we of romance we contrived
coupling . . . No r_la;:ion’s
lectivity’s wish . . .
we, collectivity’ e
sky, stone hoisted on stone . . .
Rethought what Andoumboulou

meant ,

Squat world, squat fractious
allure, failed creation, angels
at the root of it, inept. Tossed
into ruins overlooking the city;
pocketed
rock, wordlike, wrestling with
sound, stir without end, voice
borne up by what ailed it, dreamt
articulation, dreamt wordless
rapport. . .
Dreamt entanglement, torn at the
roots. Dreamt entrenchment, not of
dream but inveiglement,  voice,
thrown obliquity, bled. Sound so
abstruse
we struck our heads, “Where did it
come from?”  Point song. Point-
lessness.  Words wanting not to be
words

Revelled in what once we lamented. What to
say but that we'd been that way
before? Every angle we’d have other-
wise arrived by blocked, going
more than getting there,
Though
the dense woods mocked our
waking, rocked us, robed us
in flammable array . . , Groped our
way, said ready the water,
ta'wil said to’ve been sown
at the foot of a page,
flew
but for the weight of Ogun’s
~ iron shoe, shod ghost we
imagined we rode, running

in place



Seven-sided
house said to've been left
in heaven. Bumped affect
only strife touches. Strummed
harp long ago let go . ..

Who'd
rather wash with blood
than with
water they had heard, sound
their adamant recompense, moot
solace what solace there

was..

A martinete sung to drummed
accompaniment. Shoulders
bare,
chest wrapped in cloth.
Wasted breath, wind battling
wind, rekindling a Gypsy’s
claims on Egypt . . .
Two initiates
locked in a cold room
shivering.
Remnants of an
alternate life

Sound
raveling sound calling itself
eternity. No known locale
though names accrue. A saeta
we heard whose head had been
chipped
from stone. Adamant ghost
inside a thick wrap of
skin, adamant arrow.
Remnant of an alternate
life . .

So that Ogun of Two Waters
met me in my sleep, woke
me to my slumber, Sea of
Knowing, School of Nod . . .
Two
inebriates quibbling in a
dimly lit room. Knife
plunged in trenchwater.
Stone
hoisted on
stone

—Nathaniel Mackey
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