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Welcome to the revamped Poetry
Project Newsletter. The new look you
see here is thanks to my pal Eric
Swenson, one half of Necro Enema
Amalgamated, the producers of BLAMI.
Eric and | haven't worked on a project
together for over six years since we put
out a lit-zine together called THANG! so
we are both excited. As Scott Thomp-
son says on Kids in the Hall, “Nothing
lasts forever, except maybe poetry read-
ings ...” | don’t agree, but it’s still nice to
give up programming and try my hand at
being an editor. Speaking of Canadian
comedy group Kids in the Hall, Jo Ann
Wasserman and | ran into Kid David
Foley on the Upper West Side right be-
fore his appearance that night on the
Conan O’Brien show. He's playing “Sat-
urday Night Live's” Pat's boyfriend/girl-
friend (take your pick) in the upcoming
movie. | told him | was working on an
oral history of punk and he replied, “Gee,
that doesn't sound very hygenic.” By the
way, Jo Ann and | were on our way to
Edward Albee’s new Pulitzer Prize win-
ner. Thinking of going? Don't. It reminded
me of why | hate going to the theater.

Though two recent plays that Jo Annand

| did check out (which reminded me why
| should go to the theater) were Edward
Gorey's “Amphigorey” at the Perry
Street Theater and Eric Bogosian’s
“Surburbia” that just finished its run at
the Lincoln Center. When | talked with
Edward Gorey to see if he wanted to
participate in the Bunny Lang reading
last spring, | asked him if he would be
attending any of the performances at
Perry Street and he replied, “No, no, no,
no, no, no, no, no, no ...” in a kind of sing-
song chant. Well, even though he obvi-
ously detests NYC | think he would have
loved the NYC production. Its hard to
imagine his consumption-ridden charac-
ters jumping off the page but somehow
the actors managed it. One guy looked
like he had been submitted to some
medevial body-stretching apparatus be-
fore the performance. All of the actors
moved like spiders and bats and looked
like ghouls. A real feast for the eyes. Al-
though Mr. Douglas Rothschild dis-
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agrees with me (though he does have
the capacity to be a real disagreeable
brat: See his “MY REVOLUTION OR
YOURS?" in this issue) | thought that Eric
Bogosian's “Surburbia” was brilliant. It
would seemimpossible to top the his play
“Talk Radio” at the Public Theater in '87
but he did ...

Who are the people who put out EXILE
and how did they get to be so funny?
EXILE is half serious literary newsletter
(reviews of Stephen Jonas Selected Po-
ems and On The Pumice of Morons) and
half the Spy magazine of the Language

xile's Gary Sullivan writes
his own “R” after accusing Ron
Silliman of Kostabi=ism.

movement. In HELP SAVE SILLIMAN
FROM THE ALPHABET, Gary Sullivan
writes, “It's said that certain of Andy
Warhol’s work wasn’t actually produced
by Warhol himself, but by employees or
hangers-on of his Factory. And many of
you have heard the rumor that the popu-
lar comic strip “Garfield” hasn’t been
drawn by creator Jim Davis in many
years—that he farms the strip out to
freelancers. You can probably guess
where this is heading ...” Sullivan goes
on to write his own “R” which he titles
“Ron,” which includes: “Bowl. Movement.
Tightin my hand. ... Goodto the last prod.
... Just add Watten.” At the bottom of the
page the editors write, “You, too, can
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‘Help Save Silliman from The Alphabet.’
Send your contributions to ‘Save
Silliman,’ care of this magazine.” In
“NOT AN OPTIONI’ The Interactive
Macbeth,” J.B. Sisson sets up a theat-
rical experience whereas the audience
can vote for plot options by punching
buttons on electronic panels attached to
their armrests. “When King Duncan
asked, ‘What bloody man is that?’ The
audience shouted, ‘Dracula!’ (35%),
‘Jack the Ripper!” (20%), ‘Chain-saw
massacre guy!” (5%). S[he] goes on to
write, “In the discussion period after the
performance, the cast and audience
agreed that Shakespeare’s characters
ask too many questions for their own
good ..." The best line in Eric Malone’s
“EXILE’S ROSTER OF OPENING LINES
FOR ALL OCCASIONS” was, Excuse
me, but, are you Barrett Watten? EXILE
also includes a worried letter from an
MFA student to Emily Dickinson con-
cerning “receiving” the poem vs. “writing”
it; highlights from Lita Hornick’s memoirs
and The Collected Shorter Poems of Eric
Malone. But one of the funnier pieces in
this seven page newsletter was | think
unintended. Seemingly unaware that
Clark Coolidge and Larry Fagin's On
the Pumice of Morons: The Unaugural
Poem, was written using a OULIPO ex-
ercise, Gary Sullivan tends to find a bit
more “meaning” in the text than | think
was intended. As Charles Bukowski
writes in his last book Pulp [see David
Vogen's review in this issue], “Some-
times things are just what they seem to
be and that's all there is to it.” After
searching through the text looking for
clues as to Coolidge and Fagin’s opin-
ion of Maya Angelou and her inaugural
poem, Sullivan writes of the guilty plea-
sure of reading the parody: ‘Guilty’ be-
cause what really seems to drive
Coolidge and Fagin’s parody isn’t that On
the Pulse of Morning is propaganda,
but that it's a horribly insipid poem writ-
ten for an equally insipid audience ...
Making fun of people who aren't as bril-
liant as you is sort of like punching some-
one simply because you have the physi-
cal advantage. But Gary, they never said
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the poem Was insipid, yoy did. He goes
on tq write: As hard as / laughed at
Coolidge and Fagin’s On the Pumice of
Morons, and as much as I recommend

it (and | wholeheartedly recommend it
in case that’s not obvious), | wound u;;
ha]f—w:shing they'd have taken on some-
thing a little less obvious—say, Bruce
Andrews "brilliantly deluded public state-
ments about the supposed “political”

Project (I don’t know if it will be actually
at St. Mark’s Church or a set) so Leonardo
was studying the scene ... Scenes from the
Revolutionary Poetry Symposium: Over-
heard: David Greenberg saying, “Yeah, |
played the new Hole album for Allen all dgy
..” Darius James laughing so hard that his
body was curled up into a fetal position on
the High-Lo panel when Barbara Barg
played rap tapes. When later asked what

Carroll & DiCaprio at the Revolutionary Poetry Symposium.

value of his writing. But, then, Andrews
is probably someone who'd take a swing
right back at you. Coolidge and Fagin
parodying Andrews? The whole concept
is a parody in itself. No more fist fights,
please. Anyway, EXILE is a great read.
A one year subscription (4 issues) is only
$2.50, and you can get all seven back
issues by simply sending a 52 cent stamp
for each issue requested. Write EXILE,
149 Virginia Street #7, St. Paul, MN
55102.

Johnny Depp bought Jack Kerouac's
raincoat for $50 000. | hope good vibes
are floating into the viper room out of th'at
old smelly London Fog ... Tim Griffm
said that Depp was at the final reaf:hng
of the Revolutionary Poetry Symposn_um,
sitting beside Allen Ginsberg, but since
| haven't heard that from anyone else |
need a second opinion ... Leonardo
DiCaprio was definitely there, sit.ting be-
side Jim Carroll, checking out Ginsberg,
Sanders, XYZ, Henderson and others.
DiCaprio is playing Jim in the upcoming
film version of The Basket-bail Dlarlgs
and | can’t wait, because | ]U?t saw him
play Tobias Woolf in This Boy's Llfg and
he is brilliant. One o.f the scenes in the
film is of Jim reading at The Poetry
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was so funny, he replied with his usual
wit, “You wouldn't understand, it's a black
thing...” Ed Sanders, when discussing
his book on the Manson Family, describ-
ing his investigative tactics as being “hid-
eous psychological techniques that can
make a calm person into a foaming ma-
niac...” Ed Sanders also saying that if
you are always investigating or interview-
ing people like yourself, you should do
some “self-analysis about the weirdo ally
question.” ... Every time | saw Bruce
Andrews he was muttering about “squeak-
ing weasels” with a grin on his face, quot-
ing Amiri Baraka from his opening night
lecture’s afternotes: “To say that the gov-
ernment should resign, and pick random
citizens is the most anarchist, backward,
solipsistic, individualistic statement |
have heard. But why should the govern-
ment resign? Why should they resign
when you accept them with cynical ban-
ter, while groveling in their social order
for recognition, as squeaking weasels
of the wheels of imperialist progress,
needing only the proper grease—con-
tracts, grants, ink, to be officially quieted.”
| must say that Baraka's lecture and his
afternotes started the Symposium with
a controversial bang ... High-Lo panel
audience member Mike Tyler repeatedly

Ve

asked from the audience, Giyg me

example of high ant, give me an exa, "
of high art ... To the question “Dg pe le
actually try to be revolutionaries in g
day and age?” Sparrow r95p°ndgés
“Sure they do, like when they go ot ana
buy black berets.” nd

Is Suffur_ the po_etry wo_rld’s equivalgnt
to The Firm ? Eliot Weinberger thinks
that John Yau thinks so. Get a hojq of
the “Letters to the Editor” in the July/
August issue of The American pog;
Review and get wind of the most heateq
public attack since Spike and Amiri, vy,
wrote a derogatory reponse to a review
of Weinberger’s American Poetry Since
1950: Innovators and Outsiders ang
since then, all hell appears to have bro-
ken loose. Weinberger writes as a rg.
sponse of Yau in APR, “I will not dignify
his scumbag race-baiting with a point-
by-point response, or a defensive white
liberal list of the things I've written ang
the publishing projects I've been involved
with, a mumbled, ‘No, | don’t beat my
wife.” Whew. All the published letters to
the editor Yau personally responds to,
including Weinberger’s, where he writes,
“Various sources have told me that Mr.
Weinberger has considered bringing li-
bel charges against me. These are fur-
ther examples of Mr. Weinberger's be-
lief in hierarchy. He’s mad and hurt be-
cause | don’t know my place and did
something | should know better than to
do in a mandarin society; | spoke.” Yikes.
Throw an excerpt from David Hinton’s
letter to the editor and you got war: “It is
disheartening to witness Yau's more-left-
than-thou tirade not only because
Weinberger has spent the last twenty-five
years promoting the very causes Yau is
defending, but also because this kind of
thing seems increasingly common
among progressive intellectuals who
have so marginalized themselves that
such infighting seems the only way they
can maintain the illusion of political rel
evance.” I'm staying out of this one, but l
would like to know who sent Eliot the
package of about a hundred Learning
Annex catalogues C.0.D. c/o the Poe!?y
Project during the Revolutionary Poet?y
Symposium.

My friend Chris Simenuk (aka nger
Christian) is now the Associate Ed“"d
of High Times. Chris writes, “If | worke I
for People or Newsweek and triedto pY
the crap | do here, I'd soon be collecung
unemployment and the Feds would his
rifling through my trash.” Look out f°'.ker
upcoming article on the Sturgis bi
festival ... Michael Friedman has a
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of prose poems upcoming from The Fig-
ures ... Michael Gizzi and Clark
Coolidge recently finished recording
excerpts from Jack Kerouac's O/d An-
gel Midnight, due for future release by
Hard Press ... What jazz musician was
kicked out of the Boulderado hotel dur-
ing the Naropa Summer Program for
walking through the lobby naked? ...
Vicki Stanbury is now working for the
Voyager company putting together po-
etry CD-roms ... William Burroughs’
Nike-ad is the only ad on TV that rocks
.. Mitch Highfill and Kim Lyons re-
cently went to visit David Abel in New
Mexico. His new bookstore, Passages
has opened in Albuquerque—lots of
poetry books, old, new and rare, and |
think he’s doing mail-order [for more in-
formation call David at 505-843-9133] ...
former newsletter ad salesman Mike
Rubin copped the cover story of Sep-
tember issue of Spin with an excellent
article on Manson and Woodstock ...
Mike Topp writes to me: “| just wanted
to confirm that industry rumors that | am
dating Maggie Estep are entirely un-
true.”

The best looking literary magazine around
is P.J. Mark's Feed. Beautifully designed,
the latest issue 2/3, features poems, plays
and fiction by Dale Peck, Gretchen Elkins,
Amudha Rajendran, Dorthea Smartt, Mami
Iba and more. Definitely worth $5. If you
can't find it in your local bookstore, write
Feed. P.O. Box 1567 Madison Square Sta-
tion, NYC 10159. Other stuff to get a hold
of: Joe Maynard's lit-zine Beet (372 Fifth
Ave., Brooklyn, NY 11215, $3). Issue #9
features work by Peter Lamborn Wilson,
Jim Feast, Hal Sirowitz, Carol
Wierzbicki, Ron Kolm, Sharon Mesmer
and more. But the funnest part of the zine
is the “Editor’s Pages.” In the same sec-
tion he’s discussing Katherine McKinnon,
Maynard ‘shamelessly’ mentions that
Susie Bright included work by he and Bart
Plantenga in next year's Best American
Erotica. Later on he writes, “Something
must be in my drinking water, because |
actually have something good to say about
mainstream media. Yeah, yeah, it's by capi-
talists for capitalists, but think of it as the
most widely circulated ‘concept zine' inthe
world: The Wall Street Journal.” Why do
we all love Todd Colby so? Because he is
so lovable, that's why. Reading at the sec-
ond night of the symposium, Todd's
midwestern roots were drowned out by a
quick flush of the cheeks and a quantum
leap in blood pressure. In “The Boss,” perf-
po's answer to “Take This Job and Shove
It,” Colby's forehead metamorphisizes into
varicose veins as he screams the lines,

“THE BATHROOM WAS SHAKING/ THE
SOAP WAS THROBBING/ THERE WAS
BLOOD ON THE FLOOR/ THERE WAS
BLOOD ON THE BOSS'S FACE.” A poem
that begins with the narrator expressing a
simple desire to stay home from work to write
ends with fantasies of being in the roller derby
with the boss, and screams of “/ PROMISE |
WON'T DO NO MORE DRUGS! JUST
STOP THE CAMARO! STOP IT!" Readthese
poems and more (along with his modem clas-
sic, “Another Kiss Poem”) in his latest chap-
book Ripsnort (Soft Scull Press, 50 East 3rd
street #5A, NYC 10003, $5). Throw in a beau-
tiful George Schneeman cover and you got
a great buy.

A Mabou Mines theater collaboration,
“Mother” will premiere at La Mama Annex in
October and Patricia Spears Jones is the
playwrite and to use her words, “designated
text person.” Ruth Maleczech is the lead;
veteran movie soundtrack guy Carter
Burwell is doing the music; and John Ed-
ward McGrath is pulling it all together as the
director. For more information call the folks at
Mabou Mines (212) 473-0559. The other
great news about our former Program Co-
ordinator is that Patricia’s poetry manu-
script The Weather That Kills has been
accepted by Coffee House Press ... There
will be a memorial reading from the newly
published Figures book Alone With the
Moon: The Selected Writings of Musa
McKim at the McKee Gallery, 745 Fifth
Avenue (4th floor) on October 19th at 6
pm. Readers will include Clark Coolidge,
Stanley Kunitz, Geoffrey Young and
William Corbett. Refreshments will be
served. Musa McKim was Philip
Guston’s wife, so there will be a curious

grouping of Philip Guston friends, poets,

fans and supporters of the Gustor/ McKim
family spanning many decades ... The
Third Annual Poetry Publication Showcase
at Poets House (72 Spring Street) shows
off afull range of newly-published poetry—
this “please touch” exhibit of more than a
one thousand poetry books is free and
open to the public. Panels take place at
Poets House at 7 pm: Poetry and Technol-
ogy (Oct. 27th), Selling Postry (Nov. 3), The
Future of Poetry Publishing (Nov. 17)—as
does the Grand Finale Reading (Nov. 18).
For more information call (212) 431-7920. ...
The worst news is that painter and poet Joe
Brainard died in May. The December/Janu-
ary issue of the newsletter will be dedicated
to him. Along with some of Joe's artwork and
poems, there will be remembrances of him
by his friends. If you would like to send me
something for this issue, please leave a mes-
sage for me asap at the Poetry Project office
(674-0910). Have a good autumn.

Toward

a New Poetics

Contemporary Writing

in France

Interviews, with an Introduction and

Translated Texts by Serge Gavronsky

“This is the best and only introduc-

tion to the latest and most interesting

literary experimentation in France.”

—Sydney Lévy, editor of SubStance:

A Review of Theory and Literary Criticism

Writers interviewed:
Michel Deguy

Joseph Guglielmi
Claude Royet-Journoud
Jacqueline Risset
Jean-Jacques Viton
Jean Frémon
Emmanuel Hocquard
Marcelin Pleynet
Jacques Roubaud
Liliane Giraudon

$ss.00cloth, | Leslie Kaplan
$18.00 paper, | Maurice Roche
illustrated

At bookstores or order toll-frec 1-800-822-6657.
University of

California Press
Berkeley Los Angeles New York London

cover
paste—u p

".. . like six fires continuously
rekindling . . . a language of
contagion. A language that
emits thought. That also
contains it by rhythmic force
in order that one might, at the
same time, breathe. (And the
hand never letting go of what
thought holds.)"

Claude Royet-Journoud

d 128pp, ISBN: 0-9639321-0-1, $10.00
Available from SPD, 1814 San Pablo
Berkeley CA 94702, 510-549-3336; at
Grolier Bookshop & other stores, or
direct: 2420 Acton, Berkeley 94702
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Revolutionary poetry is poetry express-
ing first as content and then most effi-
ciently as form, the ideology, stance, and
practice of revolution. Direct and com-
plete social [change], and as political and
economic and cultural change. That s, to
change society by changing human rela-
tions within the society, and by so doing,
change the humans ourselves. One factor
of imperialism is that it has the capacity to
absorb, co-opt, distort, or completely de-
stroy almost anything—except the ulti-
mate resistance to it, because like change,
struggle is a constant. But definition is
critical: one class’ revolution is another
class’ Yeltsin (that is, craven, abject
counter-revolution). Those artists who say
their art has nothing to do with politics or
society are simply retarded ... or winking
at their own seduction as state and corpo-
rate prostitutes. Art expresses the ideo-
logical essence of society, its fundamental
contradictions of our human social rela-
tions. The vaunted craft by which this kept
sector daunts the naive and the philosophi-
cally insecure, is the same cry of the rulers
who excuse the savage bloodiness of im-
perialism by claiming the formalism of
technology is actually civilization. And
we’ve heard that. Like those who praise
the skill with which Jack the Ripper dis-
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emboweled his victims: “This man is a
trained surgeon.” The purpose of what
Marx called the “New Humanism” is sim-
ply the transformation of society, so that
the majority of people wield the power to
shape our lives according to the material
and spiritual needs of the people, and that
the rulers of the world be the great masses
of humanity themselves. Matter trans-
formed by consciousness. But the trans-
formative power of art, as opposed to ink,
is life versus death, creativity versus de-
struction, the essence of the dialectic which
confronts us and informs our work. So
that in the Anon Forum on Arts and Cul-
ture, (which you should read if you claim
to be either artists or intelligent) Mao asks
first of the would-be revolutionary artists
“For whom?” That is, “For whom do you
write?” Secondly in the Anon Forum Mao
asks, “What do you celebrate, and what do

WE DO ROT BELIEVE THAT
OUR POETRY CAR FURCTION
AS A FORCE OF NATURE, TO
TRANSFORM ARD CLEANSE AND
DESTROY AND RESURRECT. WE
SETTLE FOR BEIRG "CRAFTS=

PERSORS,™ FASHIONIRG CUR=-

EIRG LITTLE ARTIFACTS
DEVILS USE TO DRIRK BLOOD
OUT OF « WE ARE THE GOOD
MANNERS OF VAMPIRES.

you attack?” We’ve heard a gentleman at-
tack socialist society all night, but as far as
the United States, nothing is happening—
I guess they haven’t killed any poets. From
this, we can tell who's side you're on, the
oppressed or the oppressors. In the same
way, what do you think is good, what do
you think is beautiful, what do you think
is bad, what do you think is ugly? These
also help define whether the work is revo-
lutionary or counterrevolutionary. The
bourgeoisie, the rulers ... the bourgeoisie
tried to stifle the explosive and transfor-
mative nature of art. Its “magical proper-
ties” so to speak, except as correlatives to
religion, and allusion, or as a nifty way to
enhance advertising. Artis the human ex-
pression of endless birth and rebirth, the

Big Bang of universal becoming for the
poet and the world, that hot eruption of
word-jissom from which the living crea-
ture, e.g. egg, eagle, the being produced
manifest of ecstatic fire, space transformed
into speech, vision as the science of mo-
tion, as the interior life of what will always
exist. Revolutionary art insists on the
whole world as its measure, and the equal-
ity of being. It demands and forces into
human consciousness the outline of the
whole self of the world, it connects ¢s and
be and proves their mutuality. Revolution
is the eternity of the world, the endless
breath, the endless heartbeat, to deny it is
to lie, and truth is the final reality. For the
poets, it is critical to reject and step away
from the death-cellars and the suave priests
of savagery. Poetry lives as an expression
of life, it is as strong as its life-force, what
it represents in and to and from the world.
We are taught to deny the power and force
of art, except as elitist license. We do not
believe that our poetry can function as a
force of nature, to transform and cleanse
and destroy and resurrect. We settle for
being “crafts-persons,” fashioning cunning
little artifacts devils use to drink blood out
of. We are the good manners of vampires.
I am a Communist, so I believe that the
nuclear force of the poem must be used to
unite revolutionaries, and to win the ad-
vance to Communism. That it must be
used as a weapon against the rule and domi-
nation of heathens. To be merely cynical
is not revolutionary. If you claim revolu-
tion you must also claim science, as well as
truth, and beauty. To be a revolutionary
is to grasp the key link of our expression

as a form of class struggle, a peoples’

weapon to force the true self-conscious-

ness that Du Bois wrote of. And the hu-

man self-realization Marx and Lenin spoke

of in their philosophical notebooks. And

the class struggle, the struggle for scien-

tific truch, and the struggle for production,

even against so-called “writer’s block.” Or

revolutionary struggles. And our poetry

is an expression of our relationship to these

objectively, independent of our will. And

[in] these times of rising fascism, and class

betrayal, where one-time and suasive revo-

lutionaries snore instead of speak, and wor-

ship gibberish, and obscure song, what
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revolutionary artists must do is enlist themselves and organize
themselves in cultural revolution. It is not possible to deny the
incredible filth of US popular culture as pornographed by film,
drama, music, painting. We cry our defiance of the devil end-
lessly, yet wait impatiently to be discovered or rewarded by our
declared enemies. Where are the cam-corder two hundred dol-
lar movies? Where are the revolutionary awards that celebrate
the Margaret Walkers.....> We settle for cynical comments on
the Nobel and Pulitzer, on the National Laureates and genius
awards, but create no Du Bois or Brecht awards to raise revolu-
tionary themes and lives. When will we be able to call the poets
and musicians and painters and dancers out of their studios and
classrooms, or their (hell with it) stylish hovels and lofts, to bring
their art, their energy, their vision, into the streets and commu-
nities, to disrupt the old society and help create the new. Even
those of us who claim revolutionary stances spend most of our
time talking about our enemies. Whenever we criticize them, we
are expending our energy and force on them, rather than on the
creation of the new, the transformative, rather than the creation
of what does not yet exist, which we yet must swear to bring
into being, if we are truly revolutionary. One hundred poets
reading at population centers across this city, on revolutionary
themes, in weekly or monthly consistent blasts, could force a
new consciousness, however modest, into being. But thisidea is
confused as bohemianism or politics, and remains as non-exis-
tent as the national revolutionary political circles we need to sur-
vive this present fascist onslaught. The commitment to revolu-
tion, to the complete overthrow of savage oppression, and the
spectrum of ignorant, or disingenuous, or self-indulgent, evil
reaction, is also a commitment to work and study. Itisacom-
mitment to organization and mass expression. Where are our
revolutionary journals? Where are our revolutionary newspa-
pers and magazines? Where are our revolutionary movie houses
and galleries and theaters? Instead we hear snoring. Or the fash-
ionable cynicism of the loyal opposition. That’s what we heard
earlier, the loyal opposition. Loud with frustration, ‘til the big
buck comes, or the recognition by monsters that they have been
named official hoes. It is the self-determination, self-respect, and
self-defense of life itself and its revolutionary movements that the
poets must concern themselves with, as intimately as their own per-
sonal lives. Itisa new world we want to create, not just an endowed
chair in a concentradon camp. It is form as well as content, science
and vision—art must be our magic weapon to create and recreate
the world, and ourselves as part of it.
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I've Wanted
edited by Sandra
Haldeman Martz
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the best-selling anthology
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Am an Old Woman I Shall
Wear Purple. It continues
Martz’s emotionally evoca-
tive selections that explore
women and their bodies.

“...atriumph... how di-
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—May Sarton
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Taste of Revolution,” we're going to talk

- about social class. In all the fuss about
political correctness, with all the inauthentic
debate g_oing on about politics in and around
academia today, the realm of social class isn’t
even considered. No one complains about
“lower” and “middle” and “lower-middle”
class people being too sensitive. No one ever
S:onfroms or alienates everyone else by say-
ing “it’s a lower-middle class thing, you
wouldn’tunderstand.” The reason for this is
that the Right, led at first by Richard Nixon,
ersatz champion of “The Silent Majority,”
then Ronald Reagan, the executioner of Air
Traffic Controllers, succeeded in silencing
class-based discourse, transferring the arena
of conflict to race, gender issues, and criucal
theory: let them expend all their energy on
the debate on whether or not history is dead.
While it is true that the race/sex identity
movements of the ’60s and *70s were
underserved by traditional class-based poli-
tics, the moment at which they might have
enriched each other was stolen, and common
interests effectively severed. So moments like
last year’s, when groups of working class
people of color squared off against gay activ-
ists over a linguistic debate concerning the
Rainbow Curriculum instructional manual,
only serve to illustrate how well the Right
has done its job.

With all due respect 1o the formulators
of this panel, I must first say that its premise,
unless I have misunderstood it, is somewhat
counter-productive. To say that people are
closed off from a poetic work because their
societal training causes them to think it “bad”
or “low” is merely reinforcing a language con-
struct that keeps class lines drawn explicitly.
I come here almost believing that my role is
to present some work of an “oppressed
group” whose cultural development is mini-
mal, but whose work deserves to be heard,
and could be appreciated like a strong dose
of nasty-tasting medicine. In other words,
people who “come from nowhere,” like
Edmund White says in this month’s Bomb
magazine. It seems to happen in America
more than in Europe, I guess because of our
“free-flowing” class szructurc—'although
Genet managed to do it somehow in France,
“come from nowhere.” I come from no-
where. I was raised in a working-class apart-
ment in the Bronx by two recendy-arnyed
Puerto Rican migrants (I can’t call them im-

the pOetry project

I assume that in "Good-Bad, Hi Lo: The

migrants, because colonial history has ap-
pointed all of my people U.S. citizens). They
were not intellectuals by any sense of .the
word, but they were cultured, steeped in a
culture with a minuscule upper class, a cul-
ture dominated by the lower-middle clzs§.
So when I come to the poetry of Mike
Tyler, a white man, I find a sense of identity,
not unlike I get when I read Pedro Pietri,
Bimbo Rivas, Sandra Maria Esteves, Willie
Perdomo and Paul Bearty. I identify with
Tyler’s notion of “The Muddle Class,” that
undefinable miasma of oppressed people who
suffered from having their ability to use lan-
guage being taken away from them. People
who write poetry because it was the only
thing that allowed them to resist, which is

No one complains about
“lower” and “middle”

and “lower-middle”
class people being too
sensitive.

the word Tyler asserts is “the most beautiful
word in the American language.”

“The Complete Breakdown of Every-
thing”is one of six poems with the same title.
My selection of this particular version was
arbitrary, although it is an earlier one, and it
expresses in simple terms the experience of
the muddle class under the Reagan years.
“The guy that promises you nothing is a good
guy ... the guy that promises you nothing and
gives you lessis a hero ... the guy that prom-
ises you nothing and gives you less and kicks
your teeth out is a saint.” I sometimes won-
der what is more horrible: the personal pain
Ilived because of the Reagan years: the Cen-
tral American wars, the death of the labor
movement, the destruction of the inner city,
the repression against trangressive art and
lifestyle; or the thorough indoctrination of
the muddle class in accepting the punishment
and blame for the fall of America.

In the complete breakdoun of everything we’d
smile at the big lie

‘cept we ain’t got no reeth

50 we just triangle

the ends of our mouths

up into our cheeks

and gape

at the passing parade

yippte, hurrah, burray,

o

there’s the bastard
that done me today
go get us tiger

we have all sinned
come back and
kick my teeth out

again
I think of John Leguizamo’s Spic-0-Rap,
where he lampoons a Latino homebOy Gu]j,'
War veteran, a potential muddle-class rev,.
lutionary, reduced to a drunk sexist pig on
streetcorner. It’s easy for us to be repulse
by the muddle class masses, destroyed by lan-
guage, seemingly hopelessly politically incor.
rect, getting in the way of our sexual libers-
tion, getting in the way of creating well-edy-
cated critical theorist minority elites 1o seize
power in institutions like politics, law, medi.
cine and the press. But when we cut our links
to them, when we insist we are not them,
when we say that their art is different from
ours, we are cutting off our arms and legs.
Mike Tyler’s message is, we must embrace
them, we must embrace us. We must seize
control of the language that causes the sepa-
ration.

Sticks and stone

may break my bones

but words perform

conupt surgery

on the soul

Words hurt us everyday. You'll find them on
the 6 o’clock news everyday, in govemment
forms, in bed with your lover. They adduptoa
language construct that preventyou from speak-
ing to people, prevent you from being yourself.
Language is not something that’s constructed
in neat, consumerist packages that allows you
to express a code. At the risk of annoying
Chomsky, language is something that happens
berween two or more people, spontaneously—
an act of creation that is not within ani

but in the warm space between subjects. The
idea of community has been shattered into bits
Wwe exist in warring, language-confined groups
that think they’re resisting, but are only seri"8
to perpetuate the lack of community. It’s umé
to fuse.

It’s ime to make art part of our everyday
life and not surrender it to museums. It’s umé
to strive for real multiculturalism, where cOM*
munity ideas are fused, when races are fuse
when identities are fused, not presemcd_ side-
by-side in carnival sideshows. How will #¢
kifow what revohution is before we even kno¥
how to talk to each other?
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The revolutionary, the artist
and the magician commonly
ghare in the struggle for change.

The Urban Guerilla fights
against political, economic,
military and cultural dictatorship
with unconventional methods of
armed and psychological warfare
for the liberation of the
oppressed. The role of the
sorcerer poet is to wage the
psychological war against the
oppressor in conjunction with the
language and consciousness
accessible to the oppressed.

I say "sorcery” for the poet

applies the principles of guerilla
warfare with the principles of

Magick in composing
incantations of freedom in the
war against the enemies of the
oppressed.

Why psychological? The first
task 18 to decolonize our minds
from the body/mind split of
European cultural hegemony as
deciminated through mass
media, popular culture and
academia.

Why Magick? Magickal
consciousness sees in wholes,
intergrating the foreground
detail of the "tree” with the
background patterns of the
*forest": Forming a “circle” or one
"revolution.”

AsComrade Reed writes in his
Catechism of Neo Hoodoolsm:

"D new hougans are 2 D left of
Buck Rogers

0.K., Buck! Up with your
hands! Where did you stash our

galaxies?”
o ®
® { ]
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johanna drucker : The Third
Game On Your Nintendo Board

out here because in fact I don’t believe

that poetry is revolutionary. Notatall.
I mean, I don’t know any example ever any-
where of poetry’s having changed anything,
not a thing. And how can it be called revo-
lutionary if that is the case. From my point
of view, revolution means change, real
change. Change in structure, change in
government, change in values, change in
personnel too. What has poetry ever
changed?

It may be that a few poets, especially
women writers at the turn of the century,
actually changed the situations in which
their own lives were lived, and by so do-
ing, may have served as exemplars for other
younger or more timid women to imagine,
even attempt, such deviations from the
norm—Edith Wharton, Natalie Barney,
Gertrude Stein and so forth. But it wasn’t
their poetry that did that, it was because
of their needs as social beings to have a
space outside the suffocating conventions
dictated by their class, upbringing, etc.—
and also, in most cases, this was something
made possible by their class since they had
either means or motivation to make such
changes.

But poetry? I mean, you're kidding
yourself if you think Gertude Stein’s work
has been assimilated, has changed think-
ing, language, or the world one iota. Nei-
ther has the work of Mallarme, Baudelaire,
Rimbaud, or Lautreamont—just to name
the stellar men here—been assimilated. We
all know that if the avant-garde participated
in anything, it participated in its own pub-
licity machine—especially in the 20th cen-
tury in the actions/ attitudes of Marinetti,
Tzara, Mayakovsky, and so forth—and big
surprise—they borrowed from commercial
language and their innovations went right
back into that realm. Maybe the avant-
garde contributed a tiny bit towards the
new language of advertising. Wow. Is that
revolutionary enough for you?

Soall these poets who go around think-
ing that they are working in the spirit of
the avant-garde are deluding themselves a
few times over—first because they think
they are participating trans-historically in
something whose very conditions of exist-
ence have few parallels with our own (in-
dustrial capitalism vs. post-industrial inter-

I guess I'm going to be the odd person

national corporate capitalism, a society
with minimal culture industry spectacle vs.
one which is maxed out with supersatu-
rated stimulation/ production, a homog-
enous European state vs. a heterogeneous
postmodern one), secondly because they

We all know that if the
avant-garde participated in

anything, it participated in
its own publicity machine.....

think that the old avant-garde is something
that it wasn’t, and thirdly because they
think they can reply this delusion in the
present tense. Virtual poetic revolution ...
the third game on your new Nintendo
board.

In the present tense—let’s see, even
historically poetry is mainly about itself,
refers back to its traditions. Its transgres-
sions are significant within that tradition,
and so, we always have to inquire into the
place the tradition has at any given mo-
ment. Poetry’s status has fallen. It is con-
fused with greeting card text, spiritually
inspiring books, new age mottoes—even
jingles, one of poetry’s last stands in the
commercial world, are pretty much passé
these days. Poetry has, as we know, little
cultural capital. Can’t really be bought and
sold, not for a profit. So, its sphere of ac-
tivity and influence is shrinking. Shrunk,
I would say. Look at how poets are treated
in the press—the Times does a piece on
Brodsky after he gets the Nobel Prize—
you could profitably compare this with a
piece on the Loch Ness monster or on 2
hermit mystic who has spent a lifetime
fasting and praying—I mean, poets are
treated like they are a cult thing, nota cul-
wre thing.

The sphere of poetic activity is small.
Very small. We are it. That’s right, us and
a few other people like us. Sure, there are
poets who represent and speak for “com-
munities” and they have some impact,
some symbolic role to play. But only sym-
bolic. Is that significant? Can be. Does it
galvanize change? Maybe, maybe not—no
more than any other passionate and vision-
ary speech. Poetry seems to me to mainly
provide a space for alternative language. An
alternative space for imaginative language.

the pOetry project
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bruce andrews: REVOLUTION ONLY: Questiong
Comments, Quotes, Embedded and in Beq,

uestions, comments, quotes embed-

ded and in bed. Toupstage a dialog

with Language as a whole, “I sort of
screwed up.” “This is flush left.” “I'm kind
of pissed off.” “Each mind is weirder than
the next.”

If we don’t know whar’s revolutionary—
abracadabra’s, magic bullets (as in Magic:
imaginary solutions to insurmountable
problems)—rebel without a microphone—
maybe we sense what a counter-revolution
seems like. So: imagine a counter-counter-
revolutionary poetics. HELLRAISER, up-
side down. Dolrgeist, don’t tell me not to
do something. Detonate whatever holds up
the established order: what protects it, in-
vests it, insures it, secures it—this simulta-
neously overregulated and harmfully deregu-
lated social body. To counteract. That would

spread itself out into. Our bodie§ are not
ours; don’t let me fall out of my tip of the
iceberg body, lifetime guarantee.

2. Question Autonomy?

You refuse to obey their orders. But
whose are you?

3. Question Socialization? '

How a person, a vehicle of sympathiz-
ing—absorbene junior—gets to be built or
“WHAT ME WORRY.” The spontaneous
is hype. And shake my enchantment shit at
you. Can we just empower ‘us’ or demonize
‘them” if something even more basic stays at
stake? The subject form—as social status quo
vehicle, as flesh-devouring stickiness proto-
type with fake romanticizable center. You
can write what isn’t you. Poetry can be an
expression of what you aren’t. Break the
summons. Back to prior to dictated dreams

Or does hope only come if we're willing to fuck ourselves up, not just
to satirize from the outside but to counteract and embarrass our

own standard selves and the narrow form of the self, the subject
matter itself, for which we would take proud responsibility later.

mean: writing as politics, as having some
political authority. Authority as translation.
Rewriting & regoverning the social body. To
expose its construction process, its works;
how discourse grows typical skin with a de-
sire to scratch it. “OH yeah-ooohh power...”

What is the not yet of writing? Knock
knock. Agitate the total. Or counteract imi-
tation. At every level of involvement: every
bit, every syllable, topography, lexeme, nor-
mative grammar. Asapoliticized work with
the particulars of language—to democrauze
its collective governance, to let us reinhabit
awide-openness of meaning—as a social site
or field. In Distance, in Context, in recon-
stitution the Self, beyond Pluralism, beyond
the Present.

1. Question Absorption?
“Let me invite you—come closer,” but Lan-
guage kicks in and you can be exhilarated by
an all-overness of mediation. “I can’t stuff
myself anymore.” Because constraints can
work as intimacies, snug-lodes, clichéing the
scope of Meaning—the Conversation. The
conversation which could be total. “KEEP
YOU DISTANCE.” Must break. Hovering
within possibilities, reading smudges frorp
detonator devices applied to sentimentali-
ties. Sudden opacities and fracturing, on all
levels and at the limits of every brand of ref-
erence as the base of the body the social has

the pOetry project

before you’re caught in the large type over-
parsed version of cages of your own mak-
ing. “Are you for real?” Or Frankenstein lips,
preuty ejaculatory, instead of in less blabby
conversation with an overall oversexed body
of meaning globally. Facing that, isn’t sub-
ject-matter an oxymoronic idealism? A sky
writing of aerosol perforating enough of its
ozone layer to bombard ‘us’ with consola-
tory and desubstantializing rays? The I’
comes from everywhere: all pumped up, all
overupholstered, channeling norms, seeping
out of every pore of capital. “I enjoy work-
ing with people,” identity empowers the sta-
tus quo, he murmurs pleasantly, everything
isunder control. Or does hope only come if
we’re willing to fuck ourselves up, not just
to satirize from the outside but to counter-
act and embarrass our own standard selves
and the narrow form of the self, the subject
mateer itself, for which we would take proud
responsibility later. “I DON'T GIVE A
FUCK, MOTHERFUCKER,” says The
Boss. Or translate the self ‘package,” this par-
ticular person as opposed to anybody every-
body else, back into its more basic priorpre-
prefab social materials, its more open possi-
bilities in language: “rubbing on an erection”
to stop making babies of ideology out of the
subject form itself. Instead: can we choice
down on the letters, the typeface, the

®

repositionable meanings, 8ranularizeq
syncretizable, still sliding, allegorically, kep:,
from being hauled into court. Maximizj,

the building blocks, before identity kicks i
with the lure of presence, that premagyr,
ejaculation.

4. Question Apparatus?

“Mission control is in error*_
partonized and rebuked? But can we unseyyje
to the limits the machinery of social contro|
and its sideshows, all narcotized ingo
knowledges? Counter-counterrevolution a5
a democratizing of silence as well as speech,
To unknowledge. Because so often we'reup
against social talkativeness, and not just 2
culwure of silence. “Make swarm.” Trouble
funk on consumer fetishism, on the making
of commodities (and self as commodity)
without social recall, without social respon-
sibility over the throws of the (loaded) lan-
guage dice, just another white surface orbig-
lie—consumable ventriloquism, that help
make me, you, them. What if we translate
the execution of the rules of the machine
(rules behind the imaginary powers of the
means of social reproduction) back into all
its raw materials and raw moves, too incom-
Plete to be eaten. If we open up (even teeni-
est bits of) language wide enough to map/
explain/make sense of ... maximize ... every-
thing, prior to brain-candy confidence and
autarkic illusions of autonomy. With errors
and fallacies, body metabolism on a new glo-
bal scale. To make the future accountable—
not just for “squeaking weasels of imperial-
ist progress” but as activism.

5. Imagine Utopia? )

Or translate every closure back into its
possibilities. Choke what chokes the fu-
wre. Words as suitors in maximizing de-
mocratizing conversation with everything.
Perhaps there’s we don’t know something
everything wrong with my brain. With re-
assuring complete breakdown of every-
thing and history overthrow within lan-
guage work. To create new contexts: be-

yond stasis (presence without alternd-
tives), beyond indoctrination, beyon
face-off pluralism (or constituency-bafed
cooperational empowerment of somcth'“,g
(united colors of) to talk about). D_O“t
crowd me, “equals of the unknown.” A7
active translating of all that’s possible—*
call and response in one move—before ¥
are solicited into position. Or “nowhere
as everywhere up ahead.

|

i
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murat nemet-nejat: tAkes or miStakes from tHe
rEvoLUtionAry poetRy sSYmPoSiUm, 1994

1. “My strategies as a playwright is
creating the experience of reading."
Richard Yoreman.

“Listening to a performance I tune
it out.” Richard Yoreman.

“This failure of mine is the essence
of my theater performed by other
others, under my direction.” Richard
Joreman.

“Praming” 1lines, words with
“activities” noise “straight lines” on
page “recreate the experience of

reading.”

“Loops of music” as white activity.
Activity as sound. White activity.

Richard Yoreman: “As my wife said,
pausing the VCR to pick something from
the kitchen, that frosen image the
composition of frosen moments is the
experience of reading .”

A question Murat did not ask Richard
Poreman: “Are you saying that there is
a conmnection between reading a text
and watching TV, and your play and
going to the kitchen? — does any of the
loop activities im your play involve
going to the kitchen?

Richard Yoreman in response to someone's
question, maybe Jackson Mac Low's: “Uy
actors are free to choose their
activities improvisation? white
improvisation? but I choose my own
text.”

2. “I love background noise in a cabaret
while I am performing.” Emily XY2

“Double colummn on the page 18
raucous.” Emily XY2

“Sunset is dream — gave way to dreams
nen can never admit to.” Emily IYZ

'chorry cherry cherry cherry cherry
cash” Emily XY3

Murat asking Richard Yoreman, “Is sound
in poetry the same as music in poetry?'

“A different kind of music” Jackson
Mac Low

Music as noise, “raucous.” Or as silence.
White noise as silence. Robert Altman as
the godfather of sound in poetry.

“Half of the show is my audience” Emily
s

“I don't worship language, I use it.”
maily IS

“Say what you say before it arrives in
understandable language.” Richard Poreman

“I don't write to communicate se¢ I
want to make them (it) alive” Jackson
Mac Low

Bmily XY3 responding to Jackson, “Vhat—
alive? I couldn't hear it?"

Jackson, “Them — my work."”

The concept of an “alive” work. “Alive”
A loop. “Loops of music” as Noise.

“Do my utmost to make it hearable to
the audience” Emily XY3

3. “I am a Korean.” Walter Lew

“ Revolutionary poetics is robbing the
mainstream culture from its seductive
power” Walter Lew

“An object observed close by is a
revolutionary act” Melanie Neilson

“Poetically, agonmisingly, HAL's
lobotomy mimics natural death, grinding
down into senility, and finally into
second childhood. Querulously,
faltering, singsong: ‘'Good aftermoon,
gentlemen. I am a HAL-9000 computer
eee Mr. Langley taught me to sing a
song ... It's called ‘Daisy’ ... Dai=
sy, dai-sy, give—' falters HAL, going
down t0 death.” Melanie Neilson

“Rosebud, Bob said. Boob sled.” Murat

“ Revolutionary poetics is digging up
the unspoken history and world of
feeling associated with a peripheral

culture” Walter Lew

“It's strategy is making itself
unassimilable to master narratives”
Valter Lew

Murat asking Walter Lew, “Does that
mean that there is a revolutionary
version of a translation?”

Translation as a revolutionary act.
Translation creating noise. FNoisy
translation the essence of revolution.

34 Sanders' advice approaching a hostile
interviewee, “Choose what you wear.
Study psychological stress techniques.”

“poet — psychological war against
aggression.” Darius James

Paul Beatty describing the experienmce
of putting one’s work on TV: “in English
to Epglish translation.”

“Speaking English as second language
in North America,” Gail Scott speaking
as a Quebecois.

“I am from Tobago living in Canada,”
M. Nourbese Philip.

“No mother tongue, English is not my
mother tongue. English is a foreign
anguish.” M. Nourbese Philip.

“franslating a non-existenmt mother
tongue existing in the mind into
English” is anguish, is accent, is
revolution.

M. Nourbese Philip’s “multiple choice
test” on the larger brain (of the white
male), conceived by I forgot his nmame .

“Choose what you wear,” Bd Sanders'
Advice for interviewing a hostile
interviewee in his/her house.

Transparency as subversion.

The icon of Dr. Livingstone meeting
Stanley.

4. Trom the workshop Poetry and
Technology: “¥hat is the difference
between a bear and a virtual bear?”

“That’s the biggest garbage I've heard.”

“What's the difference between God and

virtual God?”
“Yirtual God is real.” It's the software

Programmer.

“Parancia is normalcy in investigative
poetics.”

“Computer is a wall for me to bounce
against” Jackson MacLow

Prom the Foetry and Technology workshops
“Give free shit to lure them ...
Commodity lives.” Eric Swensom, the
“Enema” of Neoro Inmema Amalgamated,
producers of HLAMI!.

the pOetry project
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ULLA DYDO (3D GERTRUDE STEIR

ertrude Stein is often spoken of as beginning a new way of writing. The moment we do that, we appropriate her, we makea model or teacher
out of her. We make her stand for something, But the moment we talk of her as revolutionary we also make her harmless—swe domesticy;e
her. Tam uneasy about the public images that have been drawn to make her fit agendas. - .

Feminists have appropriated her, lesbians have, theoreticians have. She has refused to fit. She now sits in Bryant Park; to remind us that she, gh,,
women have not received acknowledgment. Lesbian Avengers have demonstrated in the hope of placing Alice Toklas next to her—but all the pupj;
images of her already have Alice built into her, the two already iconized and deadened asa couple, asa monument, asa figurehead. She marched iny,,
my Reader through the Picasso portrait—on her own was not okay, she was made to do it through a painter, the painter far more successful and f,r
richer than she. Success is 2 part of what builds these icons. . T

And all these icons disregard the only thing that matters to her: to write not the big ideas, not the Revolution, but the daily life, the observe
formed perceptions about what was in front of her, what she saw and heard. Not social action. Not even lectures which attempted unsuccessfully ¢,
mlal; (from outside) what could not be explained (her writing, which speaks from inside). And so she went back to writing and left lecturing largely

in

In the war she listened to the radio, which also explained nothing and did not render the life she perceived. She heard politics on the radio byt
nothing was rendered comprehensible, nothing sufficiently specific and particular. She wanted to leave the radio behind as she left lecruring behind
and return to writing the daily life.

When the texts for A Stein Reader were completed, my publisher insisted on designing a cover. Those of you who have seen the book may
understand why I objected to it. It relied on the Picasso portrait to introduce Stein, implying that she can ride in only on Picasso’s coat tails,

We know Stein of course from the Picasso portrait, and she wrote about that portrait too—she wrote about it and wrote about him and wrote
about herself all in one because everything she did opened questions of identity—who she was, how she was represented, who represented her how
and how she rcp::escm.ed others or what representation, what composition was. In words.

One of the difficulties is how Stein went public. We know her from innumerable paintings and photographs and from her own public appear-
ances, newspaper reports, her writing. She became a truly public figure. But she did not start that way and did not do her major work that way. What
makes her interesting is that she is not a revolutionary who fits a theory or even advocates  revolution. She did nor set out to revolutionize, she set
out to write. She writes and writes but never with big words. She works only with little words that have almost no referential b e—which gives
h f d . - . . - . . . aggag . W

er freedom to make things with them, inchuding making new forms with them. In a sense she frees them of meaning in order to make meaning and

work with them.

She refuses to fit any agendas. Perhaps that is a part of what makes her revolutionary—not that she creates a new movement with an agenda but
that she wrote work that is still not explained and not easily exhausted.

dOUG \as ro‘f-hsChiLd:M Y revolut-ion or YOUFS?
Not-es on a half +urn

he one disappointing aspect of

the Poetry Project’s Revolu-

tionary Poetry Symposium
held last May is that almost 90% of the
participation did not address the Ad-
jective, describing the noun, in the Sym-
posium’s title. Even more notably inexcus-
able, yet typically acadenemic [sic], even
fewer of the panelists were able to address
the topics on which they were asked to
speak. Perhaps the most bizarre was Jo-
hanna Drucker, who one might think, hav-
ing seen her books, would entertain some
revolutionary thoughts, began her talk on
“Revolutionary Poetics: Form & Subject
Matter” by saying, “Poetry is not revolu-
tionary.” Personally, I always thought that
poetry was either revolutionary or not
depending on the poet, like Amiri Baraka
verse [sic] Robert Lowell? Which brings
me to the high water marks of this con-
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ference, the reasons that you should have

taken a couple of days off work & hung

out in the East Village all weekend.
Opening night theatrics: Eliot Wein-

Elio+ Katz saved us
from +his s\ough of
reac'l‘lonary despond

by dec\almin_g: POEMS
are not magic bullets,
poems are poems,

berger delivers his now legendary talk on
how 20th century political revolutions
(read Marxist) kill all the good poets. How-
ever, the 20th century has provided us with
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new tools, such as the Internet, which af-
fords us the ability to communicate rapid-
ly & effectively & might just enable us to
develop a forum for change. Enter Amiri
Baraka, who may have had prepared notes,
or may have not. Mr. Baraka however ha

taken very careful notes on what Mr.
Weinberger had just said & launcheda full
scale barrage; effectively scuttling Mr.
Weinberger’s thesis (the likes of which we
have not seen since the Potempkin). Bard-
ka began by posing the questions: Is So-
cial Realism bad? Is Modernism really
good? {To answer these questions One
must become embroiled in a discussion ©

taste, & as we know, taste is a result 0

social conditioning—ideolog)’-—P”h“Ps
modernism is bourgeois?} He ende by
pointing out that the notion of the poet
hermetically sealed at his terminal, talking
with poets of like mind on the Internet, 15

‘



a rather bourgeois ideal.

The next day, Paul Beatty marveled at
his niece having acquired bourgeois sensi-
bilities, without realizing that they were
bourgeois sensibilities. Johanna Drucker
ducked the possibility of being criticized
for making a fairly successful career of pro-
ducing expensive, handsome, iconoclastic
books by claiming that revolution does not
enter into it. Eliot Katz saved us from this
slough of reactionary despond by declaim-
ing: POEMS are not magic bullets, poems
are poems. But the poet’s job is to enlight-
en & inform: the poem provides informa-
tion to the reader, the poem has not “not
changed a thing” (Ms. Drucker). It has
changed your MIND! (Or at least it has
tried.) As Kenneth Koch once wrote,
“Fresh Air.” Also of note was Walter Lew’s
informative talk on the methods of intel-
lectual resistance practiced by the Koreans
during the Japanese occupation in WW2,
A talk which now seems to compliment
Mr. Katz’s talk very well.

Unfortunately, for those of us with a
more revolutionary bent, these ideas did
not catch on & the symposium slipped into
a vague wavering of opinions. Far too
many panelists wondered why they had
been asked to participate in their panels.
The unfortunate result of this was that
some of the panels left the audience un-
sure that the panelists understood what was
going on. The panel entitled “Good-Bad
Hi-Lo: The Taste of Revolution” spent a
lot of time talking about embarrassment.
No really, how embarrassing.

During one of the workshops someone
apparently raised the question: “What is the
difference between a virtual bear & a real
bear?”—Providing that if you were to be
attacked by a virtual bear it could kill you,
presumably from the fear & pain. This is 2
question which Murat Nemet-Nejat cor-
rectly pointed out has nothing to do with
revolutionary poetry. But which I bring up
again in order to make what I feel is a vital
point about the current Revolution in Po-
etry [sic]: The Internet.* (Mr. Weinberg-
er being not the only one who thinks that
this is where the real revolution of the fu-
wure & even the present occurs.) Mr. Nem-
et-Nejat is correct in seeing that there is
nothing revolutionary about the question
of the virtual bear; he is wrong in thinking
that the asking of the question is not rele-
vant. However, the virtual revolution is by
now a reactionary revolution.

THE SOLUTION TO THE DILEM-
MA OF VIRTUAL BEAR VERSUS REAL
BEAR: To begin by arguing whether the bear
can or cannot kill you is ridiculous. The point
is moot. The difference between a virtual
bear & a real bear is this: The questioner

{& any questionee who attempts to re-
spond to this question} knows absolutely
nothing of the real world. For unlike the
virtual bear, who may exactly replicate ev-
ery single bit of human knowledge about
bears, the real bear contains within icself,
not only all the information that bears
know of bears, but also all the information
that this particular bear knows of the real
world. Nature, despite what we may want
to think, exists without & beyond our per-
ception of it. The revolution in virtual
thinking which would bring us virtual bears
is no revolution at all. European Culwre
has been attempting to eliminate the natu-
ral world since the year 2000 BC when
Europeans accomplished the deforestation
of Greece.

Perhaps the most revolutionary state-
ment to come from the entire conference
was made, of course, by Jackson Mac Low
(living proof that Mr. Weinberger’s claim
that politically radical views & allegiances
lead you to stop writing). Mr. Mac Low
saves us from needing to worry about the
meaning of the Symposium by teaching us
avery simple truth, Poetry : Life : Revolu-
tion. Not three things, one. One thing.

The panel entitled
"G ood-Bad Hi-Lo: The
Taste of Revolution’

spent a lo+ of time
fa\king about embar-
rassment. No really,

how emb arrassing.

Thus Mr. Mac Low provided the mo-
ment of enlightenment; pure, clear, beau-
tiful. After explaining the methods of the
creation of a text by Ann Tardos entitled
“Among Men: For Speakers and Instru-
mentalists” during a panel on “Writing for
Performance—Performing the Text,” he
stated that if anything was unclear in his
presentation he would “be glad to read
from the text.” Implying that the answers
to any questions about the relationship
between Ms. Tardos’s piece & revolution
could be revealed simply by attending to
the text itself. One thing, not two or three.
ONE.

*Note: Developed interestingly enough by
the Defense Department who recently got
really upset when someone developed an In-
ternet message scrambler which they could

not decode.
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Postmodern American Poe
A Norton Anthology

Edited by Paul Hoover
W.W. Norton, 1994

701 pages, $19.95

by Jennifer Moxiey

A paradox of the “outside” in any art move-
mentisits contradictory desire forlegitimation
combined with an acute fear of misrepresenta-
tion. The fear of apoetic history with no record
of the “outside,” not even a flawed one, makes
any form of legitimation cause for both an ex-
cessive gratitude and a crisis of “who getsin.”
This fear seems partly responsible for elevating
Donald Allen’s 1960 anthology to the stawus of
savior, as if no trace of experimental poetry could
exist without it. The effect of lifting The New
American Poetry 10 a level akin to that of the
Armory Show of 1913 is to make the pressure
on the next generation of experimental poetry
anthologies intense. This pressure is only one
of the challenges faced by Paul Hoover’s
Postmodern American Poetry: A Norton Anthol-
0gy- Add toit the diversity and breadth of pub-
lishing in the last 45 years, the inherent diffi-
culty of representing in an anthology a tradi-
tion that is supposed to challenge the legitimacy
of such forms, plus the over-determined label
of “Norton,” and it is easy 10 see what Hoover
was confronted with when editing this book.
Any product produced under these conditions
is likely to be full of contradictons. The rel-
evant question therefore is not how to resolve
these contradictions, but rather how to present
them.

Hoover introduces this Norton with a cur-
sory historical map of post-WWII American
poetry using poetic movements and formal or
compositional tendencies as a guide. The group-
ings and styles he mentions are Black Moun-

tain, the New York School, the Beats, San Fran-
cisco Renaissance, the Language Poets, poets
“maudit,” performance and oral poetry, deep
image, aleatory or chance operational poetry,
prose poetry, and poetry influenced by “field
composition.” Each of these movements or
formal tendencies is presented as having a lin-
eage that is in part represented in this anthol-
ogy. For example, Hoover writes,_“languagc
poetry findsits disparate precursors in Gertrude
Stein’s Tender Buttons ... Russian Fururist
Velimir Khlebnikov ... Zukofsky’s A ... ax_1d Fhe
Objectivist movement in general” (establishing
origins) and then when introducing Diane Wan,:.l
he begins: “Associated w!;h language poetry...
(placing her in a formation). In other words,
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using the introduction combined with para-
graph-long bios of each contributor, Hoover
attempts to account for both inchuded and ex-
cluded influences and connections; influences
wide ranging both with respect to poetry (Blake,
Whitman, the surrealists, Dryden, Catullus,
Rimbaud, etc.) and other cultural phenomena
(jazz, Zen, religion and mythology, the movies,
pop culture, philosophical and linguistic
though, political movements and history). The
body of the anthology, however, is organized
chronologically by birthdate of the poets instead
of by movement or formal tendency, which
immediately makes determining the importance
of each particular movement less easy than if it
had been arranged around these constructions.

It would take too much space here to list all
the poets Hoover includes, but he tres to in-
clude only those poets who come out of, or at
least roughly fit into the movements or formal
tendencies mentioned above. Though his
choices overall are somewhat diverse, the stron-
gest influences and inclusions are clearly poets
coming out of Black Mountain, the New York
School (both first and second generation), the
Beats and the Language Poets. Hoover’s insis-
tence on foregrounding formations is formi-
dable when compared 1o the standard Norton
house stylewhich has only the poet’s name, birth
(and if relevant), death date. The only danger
with Hoover’s connective map may be of mak-
ing the avant-garde poetry world appear more
like a mafia than is actually the case. Of course I
prefer having the underpinnings of poetic com-
munity represented since it explodes the myth
of isolated genius, but I nevertheless found the
result of this technique somewhat daunting,
Afterall, I didn’t find out that many of the po-
ets I first loved all knew each other at Harvard
until T had already commitced myself o beinga
writer- if I had known this from the get gol
may have given up!

Hoover tries not to simplify the complex
theoretical motivations behind some of the po-
etry, while at the same ime giving each move-
ment a “conversational handle,” for example
calling the New York School “courtly eccen-
trics” and the Beats “earnest bohemians.” And
though it may be useful to imagine, as Hoover
encourages us to o, that literary history is only
made up of various new techniques and move-
ments “bursting on the scene,” one point to re-
member about all these anti-bourgeois cliques
and coteries is that they are a direct product of
bourgeois culture. This isn’t to say they aren’t
radical, interesting oranti-bourgeois, but rather
t0 point out that they value a “myth of origin”
in the exact same way the bourgeoisie does in
order to nawralize all of its historical progress
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and dominance. In other words, experiment;.
tion, avant-gardism, and other such appellationg
of progressive schools of art tell more about the
art’s relationship to its historical moment ¢hy,
they do about arustic content. Hoover tries 1o
“have his cake and eat it t00” on this point by
defining the term postmodern extremely
broadly as 1) the historical period follow; g
WWII, 2) suggestive of an experimenty] 2p-
proach to composition as well as, 3) 2 wor
view that sets itself apart from mainstream o).
wre. He does not however go on to define
“mainstream culture,” though he does say s
“life in writing” is narcissistic, sentimental ang
self-expressive, attributes I don’t think anyone
(even the poets in this anthology) is totally
immune from. Considering the fact that Noron
is a mainstream publisher it is also interesting
to think of the contradiction of this anti-main.
stream writing in this very mainstream pack.
age. A mainstream package may not automa-
cally de-radicalize its contents, but it does ef-
fectively change the status of these writers from
that of “outsiders,” at least temporarly,

In making his definition of postmodemism
so broad, Hoover enables himself to avoid giv-
ing any concrete information about why he
picked the particular poets he did, or 1 deal
with the issue of “value” at all I think thisis the
weakest moment of a well-written introduction.
Whether or not I personally agree or disagree
with the individual selections within his
overarching paradigm s not the point (of course,
Tagree with some and not others). The pointis
rather that though Hoover may remove an old
notion of value (based on abstract greaness)
he does nor replace it, thereby skirting an ex-
plicit explanation of his selection procedure.
What remains is the assumption thar careful his-
torical documentation will make choice obso-
lete or obvious. When Hoover says “this an-
thology does not view postmodernism as 2
single style ... postmodernism is, rather, an on-
going process of resistance,” I want to see
the word “poe try” replace the word
“postmodernism” and to have a clearer
definition of “resistance,” if only because
this anthology assumes that 1) mainstream
poetry is analogous to mainstream culre and
therefore a dominant cultural force and that 2)
avant-garde poetry alone is a viable form in
which to resist mainstream culture as a whole
Neither of these claims is self-evident. If weare
8oing to act as if they are then we must be care-

t present a cogent and seductive altema-
tve. By trying 1o fill in the historical blanks left
outby past literary gatherings in lieu of discuss-
ing the principles of his object choice, weasread-
ers are left with essentially the same impression
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given in dhe vegia NG anhologies of po-
ey, wivach vk e e ageah pvice e with
awade and ey wm W the besy poewry
writren e R bagvage.® To retue the
idea of a "hes porsyy* w a tor thay by defini-
von vchadex owee whle e dwling ohers, is
o effecuively plne value. IV Unposant 1o be
self veflendve Ao it eftect and o stand
serongl by voun (e By avoibing this and
embraomg Phwabion loover ecases the force
and isagreenrenis bevween soine of the poetic
moversents represenied and also highlighs
wore poweadl how W anhology fails as a
“mwurr-cwriia™ Dowk. Tt does nothing o forge
a Bk bevween soosl movements and arvisvie
onves, posking Bresiy revohsas only barely con-
nmeg o sovsal dhasinbacnion and dissent, For
eanplo, & 1 1 Drig WS ata progressive ar-
st commmimin ay choser 1 wnderstanding
why ¥ Formal Inovaon i ar changes social
PRrEHORE Al preciiceprons, no viable so-
il wovewent hat anten ovisicle of the art world
i et Fegpanie W i Or why women inno-
varons are Wi sl characrenized as quirky in-
Aividuahues apare trom boeh the avant-garde's
wradiional mascubinim and feminist “move-
ment” o contessonal poetry.,
What wakes a work of ar revolutionary is
s by o et bosh within and withou its
Pisroroal mnament, sl 10 the way we imag-
ive Uopiat i Whe past i order 10 enable us to
envivion an akevaae fanace. This Utopian po-
wekon it imporsan 1o dellneate if only to remind
s thatcoliecsons of poewry, bke poems, are con-
wivwvions, ad there can be bewter and worse
“onsnnsons  Keeping this in mind we
showkdn | asswne that an adequate representa-
vion of Weevary Nsvory could exist in any one
anthokrgy, wo mates how great. Poetry should
consisenily challenge both the forms of poetic
prshiciion and distabution. Within a larger
vontexi of debae Panl Hoover has done a de-
vei Ko of salizing what the Bmited task of the
antholagy s, and & is i some ways unavoid-
:!:M @img W see all these “experimentalists™
il ogether.

T appah this book without foreknowl-
alge \\\\1! be dmuing 1o any sudent. I men-
vion this 0 dosing because Norton’s are most
Wl e w school rooms. (Iuis inter-
kg v e that whilke this Norton contains a
Mvion of poviis, it dispenses with footnotes,
aplanainias of the poems, or a teacher’s com-
panin volwne!) To fiest experience American
oy thivwigh this book would be anything
I pi; oo Beraty logic is here disrupted by
v a\h‘«w guality of the writing itself. Assum-
g Vs Norron does end up in the classroom,
whvt will i say about the changing role of the
AL gk Au avani-garde that no longer re-
B vt b Al FEpARALION, USINg LerTonst tac-
Vs At bowingeoss living, buc rather employs
e avastabie ol of democracy o ensure a place
& e bl of “suified” history is cerainly

something completely different aliogether.

So while this anthology may very well be
the necessary next step in the history of this
parvicular poetry, the legitimation it so values
reminds me of a line from the Lew Welch poem
(not in the Hoover) “SMALL SENTENCE
TO DRIVE YOURSELF SANE™: “the next
vime you are doing something absolutely nec-
essary .., say 1o yourself; ‘So it’s all come to this!™

From the Other Side of the
Century: A New American
Poetry 1960-1990

Edited by Douglas Messerli
Sun & Moon, 1994

1138 pages, no price listed

by Tony Door

Late July, Calabria We are so grateful when
we received our latest care package from our
friends in the States; for although the weather
has been wonderful, we had been looking at a
long summer in the country without any seri-
ous reading to do. Thearrival from the States of
abig fat square book is none other than “Sun &
Moon Press’s long-awaited” anthology, From
the Other Side of the Centiury: A New Ameriam
Poetry 1960-1990, edited by Douglas Messerli.
With just shy of 600 poems by over 80 poes, it
is indeed a hefty tome. One well worth having.

When considering an anthology one gen-
erally looks to0 see who's in it & which poems
of theirs are included. You can pretty much do
that on your own. However, in the course of
this correspondence, a friend advised me that,
“Given the effor it took to produce such an
anthology . . . [a review] owes the editor, pub-
lisher & authors something . . . that treats the
poetry as poetry & not just the product of lier-
ary politics/marketing,” Therefore, even though
I believe that poetry is not just poetry, but is
intrinsically tied to a poet’s notions of literary
politics & the poetic marketplace, I will say
something about the work & its literary merit.
So perhaps, you will be surprised by this review
for it will seem as if I do not like this book,
though I will at the same time recommend that
you buy it; for indeed, despite its shortcomings,
itis a fine book to have.

Mr. Messerli has made it very clear in his
introduction that he wishes this anthology to
be seen as “A™ new Donald Allen anthology.
Referring to  Allen’s anthology as
“groundbreaking,” he goes on to write, “Tak-
ing my lead from Donald Allen. . . I fek that
these poems could be grouped into small gath-
erings which might help o illuminate some spe-
cific issues & concemns.” Writing this review |
have found myself coming back again & again
to argue with Mr. Messerli over his introduc-
tion. For me, this is the very nature of antholo-
gies. The anthology is the sight of the creation
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of the Can{n}on; the place where poets get that
first blast into immorulity. And so my argu-
ment begins. In his introduction Mr. Messerli
outlines the principles he relied upon when
making his choices for this anthology: “All an-
thologies are personal in the sense that they rep-
resent the values of their editors; but wasn't it
possible, I wondered, to collect work that
pointed at Jeast to specific aesthetic choices.. ..
& represent those choices in writing substan-
uative enough to provide the reader a prospect
of each author’s poetic?™ Mr. Messerli has em-
barked on this task of editing such an anthol-
ogy because he feels that other anthologies col-
lecred since The New American Poetry “fail. ..
for two reasons: they have not presented a sig-
nificant enough selection of their poets to help
readers contexuualize the work, & their selec-
tons have 100 often been based on personal
agendas rather than on broader aesthetic points
of view.”

Much as Mr. Allen had once done in his
anthology, Mr. Messerli has here “gathered”
together cerain poems by ceruin poets into
numbered groups. Unforrunately, where Mr.
Allen boldly asserts the presence of each poet
in his or her respective group as a geographic
imperative, Mr. Messerli uses a rather obscure
rubric {I suspect} forfear that he might be found
guilty of the heinous sin of “Labeling.” Of
course part of the reason the geographic im-
perative worked for Mr. Allen is that he antholo-
gized from various local “scenes,” which in our
new “electronic age or reproduction,” have all
but disintegrated as locales. Less obviously, Mr.
Allen based his groupings not upon a similarity
in poetics, or politics, buton influence. As I have
pointed out, a great deal of our contemporary
ability to identify locality & poetry has disap-
peared with the increased availability to both
accumulate & disseminate information. How-
ever, Mr. Messerli does not “gather” his poets
together in a way which gives usan idea of their
relation to each other. Additionally perplexing,
Mr. Messerli (who has only one poet under the
age of 40, where Mr. Allen had 28 under the age
of 35) says, “Younger poets must create their
own anthologies.” However, he does not seem
concemned by the monetary improbability of this
ever happening.

The organizing or “gathering™ methodolo-
gies apparently cannot, because of the sensitive
nature of the very act of gathering, be clearly
revealed to us. Nor can these gatherings be la-
beled by Mr. Messerli himself. In describing his
gatherings, Mr. Messerli is continually looking
over his shoulder at those poets he hasantholo-
gized: “In the first gathering I have included
poets who are concemed . . . with cultural is-
sues & a complex of overlapping ideas about
myth, politics, history, place, & religion ... The
second gathening . . . while concermed with some
of the same issues as the first [emphasis mine]

(continued on page 28)
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Larry Fagin: Prose Poem Workshop

An investigation of a genre relatively new to
English-speaking poets. We will study Eu-
ropean and American examples from the
past two centuries, and work on weekly writ-
ing “assignments.” Special attention to ev-
eryday speech, humor, and the unconscious.
Some collaborative writing. Prose writers are
also welcome,

Tuesdays at 7 pm (October 18th thru
January 28th)

Larry Fagin was a co-director of The Poetry
Project, and founder of Danspace. He has
taught for many years in poets-in-the-
schools program. His latest publications are
The List Poem, Lime Rickeys (with Jack
Collom), and On the Pumice of Morons (with
Clark Coolidge).

Kimberly Lyons: Poetry
Writing Workshop

Writing as ecstatic and difficult encoun-
ter with the polysemous. To open up depth
of contact and particularize a vocabulary,
participants will further develop their fac-
ulties and investigate generative zones.
Reception to the discarded, fragmentary
and unfamilar will be encouraged through
exercises, forays, and personalized as-

i i including theory,
signments. Readings, Incit .
wi? | be made available. Beginning and practic
ing writers welcome.

Saturdays at noon (October 22nd thru Janu-
ary 27th)

i i In Padua,
Kimbery Lyons is the author of
Oxygen and most recently, Rhyme the Lak'a.
Her work has appeared in o*blek and is
forthcoming in a Sun & Moon anthology

and Lingo.

Edwin Torres:
.poetry.IN.performance.

This workshop will explore the communica-
tion of poetry in performance. Participants
will play with ways to think about_tt]o Ign-
guage of what we do. Active participation
and guest artists will be part of the jour-
ney.

Fridays at 7 pm (October 21st thru
January 24th)

Edwin Torres is a poet and performer who
has performed on MTV and toured with
Nuyorican Live! He is the author of / Hear
Things People Haven't Really Said.

Workshops cost $150 which includes
membership to The Poetry Project. This
fee is good for one year, whereas the par-
ticipant can take as many workshops as
desired during that period. Checks can be
sent to The Poetry Project, 131 East 10th
Street, NYC 10003 or dropped by the of-
fice. Call (212) 674-0910 for more info.

nEw pRoOJEct sTaff

Jo Ann Wasserman

New to the challenges and rewards of the
Program Coordinator's position, Jo Ann
Wasserman is a familiar face at thq
Project. Serving as Editorial Intern (1992.
93) and Membership Coordinator (1993-
94), Jo Ann participated in several grq,

readings at The Poetry Project. She g
studied writing with John Barth,
Bernadette Mayer, John Edgar Wideman
and Darius James. Also a visual artist,
Jo Ann has studied art at The Schoo| of
Visual Arts. Currently at work on a ¢
lection of short stories titled Special Rafgg
for Horsemen, her poetry has appeargq
in The World.

Brenda G. Coultas

Brenda G. Coultas joins the Poetry
Project as Program Assistant from The
Naropa Institute in Boulder, Colorado,
where she received her M.F.A. in Writing
and Poetics in 1993. There she studied
with such Poetry Project friends as Bobbie
Louise Hawkins, Keith Abbott, Anne
Waldman, Anselm Hollo and Jack Collom.
Brenda received Naropa's Jack Kerouac
Scholarship in the summer of 1992. Her
work can been found in the current issue
of The Indiana Review and on the forth-
coming audio disc, Lip, produced by
Bloodtest for The Women's Action Coali-
tion (WAC).

HARD PRESS

Lowell Connector

Bernadette Mayer

John Yau Interviews George Herms ¢ Color Portfolio including: John Wesley » L
Galan ¢ New Work by: Lyn Hejinian ¢ Leslie Scalapino ¢ Jean Day * Kit Robin
Lally * John Godfrey ¢ Tan Lin ¢ Gillian McCain ¢ Rod Smith ¢ Ted Greenwald
Hubert Selby, Jr. ¢ In Translation: Yi Sang  Joachim Sartorius  Collaboration; Clark Coolid
Providence ¢ Raphael Rubinstein on Julio Galan * John Yau on John Wesley ¢ Geoffrey Youn

Clark Coolidge, Michael Gizzi, and John Yau. ¢ Photo
As homage to a writing hero, and as catalyst for their own work, the authors of Lowe,
Massachusetts. The procedure was to visit specific sights described in Kerouac’s
as a kind of memory protein in the activation of their own work.

What do you see if you walk in a place where explosive acts of imagination had their source? And then what
to find out. . . . Perhaps we thought to Geiger up some remnant bits from the rubble of Jack’s Lowell. . .

A monumental St. Bernadette to the initiates, this work has achieved something like the status of
as its formal parameters the nine months of Ms. Mayer’s last pregnancy —an augury by bee stj
is a consummate poet no matter what's for supper or who eats it. Would that all genius were as genero
Mayer Reader, Sonnets, and Studying Hunger.

lingo 3 West Coast Focus

The Desires Of Mothers To Please Others In Letters

ynn Foulkes  David Amico  Jimmie Durham * Julio
son e Cy.dn.ey Chadwick ¢ Killarney Clary * Michael
* New Fiction: It Never Rains When the Crocus Sing by

8 * Michael Gizzi « Celia Coolidge from
g on Kim Dingle

aphs by Bill Barrette anq Celia Coolidge.

1l Connector made several tri
work, taking in the homes,

further acts are possible? . . . We were attracted here

”Mamlscri}_:lClassic.” Anepistolary text which takes
Ng —and writes the reader’s psychetothe fences. “She
us.” — Robert Creeley. By the author of The Bernadette

Books & Periodicals

June 1994

$12.95

ps to Kerouac’s hometown of Lowell,
haunts, schools and literary memorials

$12.95

Sept. 1994

the pOetry project
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pavid Trinidad

AnswerSong
HighRisk Books

128 pages, $10.99

David Trinidad is a poet from Los An-
geles who, appropriately, is entranced by
the movies and by pop culture in general.
Trinidad grew up in the suburbs of tinsel
rown, where American families consume
mass entertainment with reverence and
without irony. The poet’s mother, for ex-
ample, threw out his copy of Jacqueline
Susann’s Valley of the Dolls for fear it
would poison her young son’s mind.

Answer Song, Trinidad’s fifth collec-
tion, could be read as his autobiography in
verse. The best poems of Answer Song are
those included in Section Three. “Family
Portrait, 1963, with its Daddy Dearest
overtones, is a scary and painful poem. And
the prose poem, “The Bomb Shelter,” is,
in my opinion, the jewel of the collection.
The family depicted in this poem is just one
step away from sinking into the horror of
such movies as “The Stepfather™: “My par-
ents informed us that we were not to tell
any of our friends about the bomb shelter.
It was a secret. If there were a war, they
explained our neighbors might show up
with guns and try to get in. They might
even try to kill us—they might be that des-
perate.”

In Section Four, “Eighteen to Twenty-
One,” there are poignant portraits of
Trinidad’s sexual rite of passage as a gay
man. Although the experiences described
are traumatic, the poems are so vividly writ-
ten that they rise above their subject mat-
ter. As in “Three Deaths” (about three
women he knew in adolescence), Trinidad
has a fine gift for depicting characters from
his life. Section Six, a collage about Patty
Duke, Valley of the Dolls (the novel and
the movie version) and Jacqueline Susann,
is at once the most interesting part of the
book and the most problematic. Trinidad
is not the first poet to have written about
the movies, pop culture and television. But
whereas poets such as Edward Field or
Frank O’Hara could write about the great
divas of the cinema with tongue-and-cheek
detachment, Trinidad approaches Patty
Duke (a “low” camp figure) as if she were
a goddess with a lasting legacy. This sec-
tion is at his best in the moments when, as
in the tour de force poem “The Shower
Scene in Psycho,” Trinidad’s life intersects
with the events he narrates. The night of
Sharon Tate’s gruesome murder, “There
Was a storm ... rain and branches beat
against the windows. I waited anxiously for

The Late Show to come on.”

.Fjven $0, with Answer Song David
Trinidad carves for himself a distinct place
In contemporary American poetry. This
collection is a moving and impressive per-
formance. Jaime Manrique

Next: Young American
Writersonthe New
Generation
EditedbyEricLiu
W.W.Norton,1994

233 pages, $21

Next: Young American Writers on the
New Generation, an anthology of essays by
writers between the ages of 24 and 32, fo-
cuses on the population known to many
as “Generation X.” Most of the smart
contibutors are careful to make clear that
they are anything but intellectual “slack-
ers.” Unforwunately, much of Next is too
smart for its own good, and reads like a
stack of answers to an exam question.

But there are highlights. In “AIDS and
the Apocalyptic Imagination,” Stephen
Beachy tackles his coming of age as a “Gen-
eration X” gay man and H.LV. positive
condition with a mighty wit and the kind
of courageous intelligence one doesn’t get
in school. In “What Set You From, Fool?”
poet Paul Beatty mixes hilarity and sage
rhapsodic talk to recount growing up black
in Los Angeles, while focusing upon the
particular dangers racism poses as it aims
to thwart the maturing mind. Lalo Lopez,
too, puts caustic humor to worthy didac-
tic use in “Generation Mex,” a fierce and
enlightening examination of her Mexican
heritage. “How Dirty Pictures Changed
My Life,” begins with this command:
“Burn it,” (Lisa Palac refers to some
hardcore sex videos discovered in her
boyfriend’s dorm closet) and ends with the
writer’s claim that her penchant for erotica
is both liberating and compatible with
feminist principles.

Editor Eric Liu’s attempts to reflect
diversity fall short—on the feminism
count. While Naomi Wolf’s “The Rites of
Sisterhood,” acommencement speech, is a
sensible and balanced piece, most of the
other essays on the subject of feminism are
self-indulgent and short-sighted. Readers
may find it disconcerting that all of six es-
says devoted to feminist topics appear to
be authored by white heterosexual women.

The subtle yet persistent neo-conser-
vative slant and bratty preoccupation with
materialism in Next becomes tiresome.
While there is no lack of annoying televi-
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sion allusions, talk of books is rare. When
editor Eric Liu does squeeze a bit of verse
into his own essay, “A Chinaman’s Chance,”
the spin he puts on Robert Browning reveals
plenty: “.. a man’s reach must exceed his
grasp—else what’s a heaven for?” So it is in
America. Every generation will strive, and
often fail ... There may be temporary setbacks,
cutbacks, recessions, depressions ... I bappen
still to believe in our national creed: free-
dom and opportunity ... what makes America
unique ... the only country that could pro-
duce heroes like Colin Powell—heroes who
rise from nothing, who overcome the odds.”
Michele Madigan Somerville

Kit Robinson
Balance Sheet

RoofBooks,1993
111 pages, $9.95

What’s to say. This is a very good book.

Kit dips in. Every now and again, between
July 1991 and December 1992, he found him-
self in a similar, long line, state of mind. Sort
of feeling his way in, and around, before dur-
ing and after. But slightly aerial, without van-
ity. “I have a feeling that no amount of prepa-
ration,/ no matter how thorough, will be ad-
equate to the moment, wherein/ everything
takes place.” (Balance Sheet)

Whatever has come up, whatever’s
around, the final decision is made, play the
string out, wherever, as a poet, forever. “We
live on/ the margin. The gross domestic prod-
uctis poetry. Otherwise, it’s fucking./ Look-
ing out the window is incremental business.
Reading from books and games/ on the floor
represent growth, and at length there is ten-
derness, understanding.” (Balance Sheet)

Two sequences in the book, “Counter
Meditation” and “Ice Cubes II” (covering
periods just before and just after when Bal-
ance Sheet was written) summarize the last
decade of the 20th century’s movement of
poem structure from flush left residual stanza
organization through paragraphs to line-by-
line one word beads, perhaps to some future
lines strung on center.

Poetry organizes itself line by line. The
basic prose unit is the paragraph. Kit takes
this reader through the increasingly software
prose world and lines up civilization’s human
soft spots.

Balance Sheet is a good read that will not
break. Ted Greenwald

the pOectry project



Charlie ChanisDead:
An Anthology of
Contemporary Asian
AmericanFiction
EditedbyJessica
Hagedorn

Penguin, 1993
569pages, $14

Throughout Charlie Chan is Dead a
rhythm runs that is difficult to measure, de-
spite its linearity. For instance, halfway
through the anthology appears a bittersweet
narrative about the stru galing relationship
between a Japanese American journalist and
his Chinese American psychoanalyst lover,
This precedes a gut-wrenching portrayal of
Chinese women who come to America with
visions of “Gold Mountains,” only to be
lured into slavery and prostitution. Before
the Seattle couple, there’s a comic story of
Hawaiian boys entering puberty, told in
pidgin English. And before that, a witty
portrayal of a slightly cynical, thirty-some-
thing, Chinese American male whose day
job is to manufacture synthetic fragrances—
easier work (much to his chagrin) than grap-
pling in the evenings with his hopelessly op-
timistic mother who lived through the Cul-
tural Revolution and can’t help laughing
hysterically at Johnny Carson. And before
this, a vignette featuring a Filipino custo-
dian who receives fellatio from a young man
in the janitor’s room—an act witnessed se-
cretly everyday through a key hole by his
own son,

These juxtapositions are just a sampling
of what keeps Charlie Chan is Dead, a new
anthology of Asian American writing, from
ever plodding or veering from its course be-
yond the death in its title. This anthology
does some of the work that the American
media hasn’t for Asian Americans. With the
exception of a few recent films, including a
version of Amy Tan’s novel, The Joy Luck
Club, there’s little to offer, especially from
television and its revival of the old Kung Fu
series into the equally ridiculous, Kung Fu:
The Legend Continues—Charlie Chan
would be proud. Jessica Hagedorn, the
anthology’s editor, whose novel Dogeaters
was nominated for the 1990 National Book
Award, has brought together an immense
diversity of writings and writers (forty-eight
in all) that celebrate and complicate the
death of Charlie Chan into a collective pro-
cess that gives this book, unlike most an-
thologies, the aspect of a great American
novel (something that any one “Author” is
unlikely to give us nowadays). In hcnj help-
ful and informative preface, Elaine Kim de-

the pOectry project

fines an America that is ever “becoming —
not merely an America t}m‘t is free of c!,ls-
ctimination, but one in which the makl_ng
of American writing has more to do with
Gertrude Stein than John Wayne (who
once, incidentally, recorded an albun‘: ?f
songs, featuring “The Hyphen Song,” in
which he lamented his dislike of “hyphen-
ated Americans”).

Along the way, there’s plenty to see
anew about America, especially if you con-
sider yourself to be a non-hyphenated
American. Though not always n.ecessarll_y
user-friendly, there is open space in Charlie
Chan is Dead for “dead ghosts” (a deroga-
tory but insightful Chinese term for
Whites) seeking redemption from gUI!t-
Consider the narrator’s observations, in
David Mura’s “Fictive Fragments of a Fa-
ther and Son” after looking through a Play-
boy in his parent’s bedroom: And so, like
many other American boys, I discover my
sexuality in the presence of a picture. And, like
so many other American boys, I do not think
of the color of the woman'’s skin. Of course, if
she were black or brown or yellow ... but she
is white, her beauty self-evident. I sense some-
how that she must be more beautiful than
Asian women, more prestigious. But the for-
bidden quality of sex overpowers any thought
of race.

Race surfaces here without “us/them”
dichotomies, which are rendered impracti-
cal in this anthology (and previously else-
where, along with culwral nationalist agen-
das), for dealing with the subtleties, hybrids
and paradoxes of what it means to be Asian-
American in a racist, hyper-real, consum-
erist culture. Don’t go looking for Mao’s
Little Red Book or even Confucius, You're
more likely to find the influence of Philip
Roth, Joyce Carol Oates or William S.
Burroughs. Such complexities prevent the
exoticism, blind worship, suspicion and ha-
tred with which many Americans have
learned to relate to Asia and jis political
movements. Many of these are coming-of -
age stories told from the perspective of sec-
ond or third generation Asian Americans
trying to make sense of their lives, They
often scrutinize the stereotypically inscry-
table, like the private histories of their par-
ents, who are often lost originals, actual
natives of the Asia that’s been colonized,
interned, bombed, re-buile, endlessly ste-
reo-typed and vilified. In Sigrid Nunez’s
“Chang,” the story revolves around 2 search
for a father that’s both a tribuge to Gogol
and a relentless, practically oedipal search
for origins. Sounds like therapy — there are
many characters here who would probably
seek out analysis before the I-Ching,

The New York Times Magazine recently
featured an article about the rise of deca-
dent, “Western” sub-cultures in Japan

(June 26, 1994, p. 36). It seems th,, bik.
ers, porn stars, rockers and club girls—
"more gritty, more sexy, more Westery
than Japan has ever seen before'-_],ave
been on the rise since the 80’ Charli,
Chan is Dead also explores Asian Amer;.
can experience in terms of a definition of
the West as a gritty, immoral antithesig o
Charlie Chan and his impotent Stereo.
types. An excerpt from Ha‘m Ong’s nove).
in-progress, The Stranded in the World, g;.
lutes and shows up the age-old, Americyy
underworld-as-adventure trope thay's be-
ing quickly over-used (and over-hailed) i
recent American literature and film (well-
intentioned, executed and imitated ex-
amples of which include: Willjam T,
Vollman’s The Rainbow Stories a4
Quentin Tarantino’s Reservoir Dogs). A
teenage Filipino American male prostiruge
describes his world by using America, Ij;-
erally and figuratively: It is the essence of
private enterprise, the self-started business,
American to the bone. What draws them 1o
the practice is the obscenity, the attractive
amorality of it all. And it’s seeming ease,
money for nothing, for just lying back and
allowing a stranger to touch that body, to
have its way with all that that inert stretch of
skin suggests, the pleasure and the violence.
The second analogy, “the pleasure and the
violence™ of America is personified in his
lover, a successful, white businessman,
who’s younger brother is lured into
“whoring™ himself and subsequently
strangled to death by an irate customer,
which leads the narrator to dream the death
of his own younger brother under similar
circumstances: 1°d see my brother in a glass
coffin. Typical of that family: body trussed
up and encased in glass for public display.
Visual aid for my mother as she declaims
about the deadenedness of American moral-
ity. The narrator concludes: There are cer-
tain images so true as you dream of them that
they are 'virtually assured occurrences inreal
life. Another version of the American
Dream. The story ends with the image of
the narrator’s thumb “hitched to atract
traffic, thumb hiked up as indifference to
death and morality.”
Finally, there is the cover of this book,
repeated on the front and back, featuring
alf an image of an Asian man from an Ol_d
movie still, mirrored symmetrically, veru-
cally, so that the revolver he’s holding (as
if to shoor) is confronted with its own im-
age. He faces you, looks you in the eye,
but stands next to himself with half of him-

self somewhere out of the frame.
Robert V. Hale
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JosephCeravolo

The GreenLakeisAwake
gditedbyLarryFagin,
KennethKoch, Charles
North, RonPadgett, David
ghapiroandPaulVioli
Coffee House Press, 1994
122 pages; $11.95

Joseph Ceravolo in Washington
Square Park. “He was regular
and smart and wise. His hands
all over the one that he loved.

He spoke.”

There’s no silliness in this verse. And
that's rare as an afterthought, among his
contemporaries, if he had any. Beauty is,
after all, 2 mark on the cheek of the be-
loved. And hindsight is never guarded, not
here. Mr. Ceravolo writes prosody as deep
as 2 knick, his fist over the landfall.

He rocks the boat in split-seconds. And
there’s no one in it! Just the stuff he took
for fisticuffs and the stuff of love all over
and in that. This man wrote so well, he....

He wrote haikus of literal stuff off the
cuff that anyone, of even lesser or more
merit, would die for. Cadences are erect.

The small swell at his back side must
have made him blush. But he knew the way
to the water. And the silt-blue waters of
Manhattanites buoyed him up. He wrote
so irascibly blue that nothing could erase
that. And joy in integers. He wrote all over
most of his predecessors and about all his
peers. That stuck.

There is no ground where there are no
answers, Leave that to John and his god-
sent stuff. Joe left no wake.

He wrote like a hat out of hell And
with the infinite graces let that be that. He
suffered no cordons. He was regular and
smart and wise. His hands all over the one

that he loved. He spoke.

- ,I m nowhere where he’s concerned.
e're nowhere where he’s concerned. And

we're all over where he took a kid’s shovel

at the'bef\ch to teach. He had thoughts.

His lines all as brief as what it takes
any of us sentenced sentences to die.

Joe.s lines flocked. And they still do
over this or any other less abstemious page.
They have the origin of life in them. And
they make life curl around them like any
other bespoken dictum about art obeying
the thythm about art obeying the dictum
that what survives imitates nature in its
manners of rhythm.

There’s always more than meets the eye
b}n never more than meets it. That is the
dictum of speech.

If anyone could come back to life with
the clear interdictions of speech ...

There are no arguments possible in
speech, and in this Joe’s writing no less.
The collected works? Larry, get to work.
Alan Davies

The Girl Wants To

EditedbyLynnCrosbie
CoachHousePress, 1994

208 pages, $15.95

I got dumped back in the Spring, then
August came and I returned the favor to
someone else. Single again and open to
what the universe has in store, I've got my
heart/coochie bank book balanced and a
birthday coming. Can’t picture the perfect
lover, but I'm crazily horny in an unusu-
ally non-specific way. What a perfect time
to take home The Girl Wants To: Repre-
sentations of Sex and the Body, an eclectic
and imaginative multi-media compendium
of women’s writings on sex and the body
edited by Canadian poet Lynn Crosbie.
Like me, Crosbie’s got good taste and an
open mind. She hasn’t put her stamp on 2
blueprint of female desire: there’s no right
answer here. What she presents is a menu
of contemporary female sexuality. And
what a tasty and complicated menu itis.

I choose greedily from Column A and
Column B as I read through this collec-
tion, getting hot and bothered all over the
place. I send a postcard to Xaviera
Hollander’s out-takes from a menage-a-
trois and it says I Wish I Was There. Mary
Louise Adams’ mouthwatering description
_lust has me jotting myself a note:
Pickup a couple of knottable silk scarves.
Sylvie Rancourt’s comic “From the Bot-
tom”? I don’t care if she’s just a line draw-
ing. Give Danielle, the ex-stripper who’s
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looking to get spanked, my phone num-
ber. All this from a (hmm...) straight girl.

I love to find myself deep, deep into a
good story, so Ramabai Espinet, Pamela
des Barres and Makeda Silvera’s rich and
well-crafted entries satisfy other urges.
Ann Diamond’s character Mona, The
Whore of Existential Loneliness (“Her life,
she said, was best understood as collage”)
is my evil twin. I go for it vicariously,
through Dawn Mourning’s in-your-face
poetic extortions (“Don’tjust stand there,/
take me./ Throw me down/and fuck me./
You've got a cock/ use it,/ for something
more than pissing”) and Gigi the Galaxy
Girl’s slow groove with a blender. I dis-
cover a one-act play with its legs all
wrapped around Kathy Acker’s “The
Whores in Jail at Night,” and a lay-person’s
guide to the tenets of S/M inside Barbara
Wilson’s dishy tale of an afternoon at the
Learning Annex. Then I examine the bios
at the end of the book closely, imagining
the myriad directions I might take in one
writerly lifetime.

I lay back, well-fed and sated, sensing
that cupid and my muse are hand-in-hand
on the stoop and about to ring the bell. I'm
reminded that I don’t have to choose. I
thank Goddess for making me as tasty and
complicated as she did. Kathy Ebel

Paul Beatty
Joker,Joker, Deuce
Penguin, 1994

108 pages, $12.95

This brilliant work is a scroll down of
an emergent African-American poet’s
coming of age on the Lower East Side.
Beatty’s poetry is post-beat and post-black
power and truly post-modern in its 21st
century implications. There it will be, if
not this voice, a voice very much in the
same realm, that can codify and deliver the
mind and spirit of a persona who has
copped both the hip hop and the genera-
tion x shit. It is that avowed voice of a gen-
eration that is often lost in promotional
advertising prose and propagandistic news
bytes recurring on a tape loop—be it video,
or tape, the spoken word or music—that
Beatty has transcended to a place of un-
derstanding and clarity.

In Joker, Joker, Deuce the music of the
word is rap and its antecedents, jazz and a
bedrock of gospel and blues. Put that to-
gether with a college graduate’s under-
standing of standard knowledge, and fuse
it with an intelligence that has known the
street in all its grim games and splendor
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and you have an approach to what Paul
Beatty offers.

Beatty’s poetry has a mean black wit
that is as laugh-out-loud as it is steeped in
an inner city cryptology that is beautiful
to behold. His muse is often in eyes wide
open to situations be it common work-
place, school days, self-analysis, societal
analysis or just hanging in the hood. Some-
times cartoons with only words to convey
the images, Beatty’s poetry more often is
hard insights and playful verbal dexterity,
long landscapes from a tough mind. He has
away of saying anything he wants to0. From
“Independent Study™: “shreds of yellow
newspaper/ instead of tree leaves/ tumble
thru broken fields of glass ...” “No Tag
Back” is a masterpiece of a poem. It takes
his hip hop ethos from his grade school
origins, surrounds it a black cultural/ his-
torical point-of-view, and then delivers a
most fantastic narrative of hip hop’s power:
“and the token grammy award/ is scratched
from all the glass shrapnel/ dispatched
when rap shattered the window of radio
access ...” “Verbal Mugging” and “About
the Author” are amusing poems about
reading poetry and nascent literary life.
“T'wo Pink Dots? You Positive?” achieves
a rare humorous and scary power in it’s

depiction of a teenage pregnancy and birth:
“so he leaned back/ put one foot on my
uterus/ pulled pants he didnt have down
to the crack of his ass/ tilted his baseball
cap/ barely into his third trimester/ the
little squirt was already down wid O.P.P....”
Bearty really takes on the page and fash-
ions his lines splendidly towards meaning.
His youth sparks many of his poems, recall-
ing landmark moments of his childhood, and
then he takes off, beyond argot, at the height
of new African-American expressionism to
deliver poetry that is truly delightful and
awesome. David Henderson

CarolynForche

The Angel of History
HarperCollins, 1994
84 pages, $20

Crossing to the new millennium, an-
gels are appearing on every street corner,
right next to the GAP. We are in apparent
need of guidance—a longing for spiritual
protection to deliver us from our animos-
ity toward reality. Carolyn Forche’s The
Angel of History, a book-length poem
which is divided into five sections, takes

its direction from the phil(_)sophy of Walrer
Benjamin. The book begins with a quoe
from Benjamin’s “Theses on the Phjjog,.
phy of History’: “This ?s how one pictures
the angel of history. His face is turned 1.
ward the past. Where we perceive a chyj,
of events, he sees one single catastrophe
which keeps piling wreckage and hurls j,
in front of his feet. The angel would Jike
to stay, awaken the dead and make whole
what has been smashed. But a storm jg
blowing in from Paradise ...”

Intended as observation, the poem js
not about experience. According to
Forche, “these are utterances from my own
encounter with the events of this century
...” Even when the author writes about her
grandmother Anna, the persona of the
poem emerges as the anguished angel, hoy-
ering just above the horror of human ma-
neuvering during the twentieth century.
The angel is propelled along a path strewn
with “bones put into rice bowls” and “the
baby crawl(ing) over its dead mother seek-
ing milk.” Moving onward, without the
ability “to stay, awaken the dead ...” the
angel speaks French with survivors of the
Holocaust, mourns the student who im-
molated himself in a 1968 protest against
the invasion of Czechoslovakia, starves
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Sphericity is the first collection of poems
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In this new edition, light continues as the
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revelation which boundaries only partly
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Jongside casualties of American-created
“Banana Repubhcs" and in the _aftermath
f}—liroshima, listens to “the living/ and
fhe dead not crying for help.”
It is her sensitvity and unique weav-
ing of derail which a‘tllows Carol_yn Forche
0 observe horror without reducm'g her ob-
servation 1O cliché or sound bites. She
forces the reader to reevaluate the events
which have led us, in accumulated speed,
to the next thousand years of history.
Forche is not merely encouraging but
ushing us to accept the responsibility of
Jearning our past and facing our future
even as the unutterable continues and “the
pile of debris before (the angel) grows sky-

ward.” Jo Ann Wasserman

Light From aNearby
Window:
Contemporary

Mexican Poetry
EditedbyJuvenal Acosta
CityLights Books, 1994
231 pages, $12.95

Mexico is a wacky place. Intensely spiri-
tual and depressingly indigent on the
fringes, weirdly cosmopolitan and literate
in the center, it’s a society that’s in 2 major
convulsion right now (but that doesn’t
mean they’re not having fun). You might
wonder, with all that Nafta stuff, presiden-
tial election, long lines at the Frida Kahlo
museum, how could they have time for
poetry? Well, the culture that exists as a
kind of living poetry of feathered-serpent
gods and eviscerated, bleeding hearts
fnakes the most of its muse, as evidenced
in this well-curated collection by Juvenal
Acosta.

_ Making the most out of his friendship
with San Francisco beat and City Lights
mogul Lawrence Ferlinghetti and a group
of 11 poet-translators, Acosta has suc-
ceeded in putting out an extremely nifty
book. The included poets represent vari-
ous tendencies in Mexican society, hailing
frOm_ the urban monster metropolis,
Mexico City; northern, U.S.-like
M°"tel'rcy; southern, rebellious Chiapas;
and also naturalized poets from Honduras
and Egypt. In their work is an unmistak-
‘!’]Y Mexican passion, irony, and mysti-
cism,

There is a funky Bukowski feel in Ri-
chard Castillo’s “Ode to the Urge.” “to
urinate is a pleasure/ What's there to say?
O_ﬂt takes a leak/ saluting love and
riends,/ one spills himself long into the
throat of the world/ to remind himself

we're warm inside...” Indeed. The pleasing
economy in the canto-like verses of Lucha
Corpi s.oc?thes with its silences and angu-
lar precision. But the biggest lessons here
seem to come from David Huerta, author
of “Incurable,” the longest poem in the
history of Mexican poetry. “The physical
body and all its ideas say wait,” Huerta an-
nounces, knowingly, and you actually shut
off the machinery of your technologized
brain for a second to fill yourself with his
words.

I n_xentioned visceral, right? Well, bring
Francisco Hernandez’s “Until the Poem
Remains” to your next body-piercing
party: “Strip away the flesh/ until the poem
remains/ with the sonorous darkness of
bone./ And smooth the bone, polish it,
sharpen it/ until it becomes such a fine
needle,/ that it pierces the tongue without
pain/ though blood chokes the throat ...”
Which I guess is proof that California
kulture was invented in Mexico. So if you
want to live in the space of bizarre dreams
of serpentine netherworlds and experience
premonitions of the political chaos that the
end of the millennium holds, draw back the
blinds and let in some Light From a Nearby
Window. I¢’ll go a long way with feeling a
little more whole with the hemisphere.
Ed Morales

RobinBlaser

The Holy Forest
CoachHousePress, 1993

394 pages, $19.95

Like a missing link walking out of the
forest, this book reveals so much about the
so-called San Francisco Renaissance, and
poetry in general, that it is hard to discuss
in a brief review. The language draws at-
tention to itself, but remains lush and de-
scriptive as well. Like Spicer’s works, many
of these poems are serial poems, where
meaning is accrued over pages of poetry,
reflecting back and forth over time. Like
Duncan’s work, there is an interest in oc-
cult or metaphysical subject matter. But
this is where the similarities end. In face, it
is only superficially that these poems re-
semble those of Blaser’s peers. Since 1956,
Blaser has been writing an exact music of
the mind and body, publishing sparsely in
magazines and small chapbooks. Many of
his readers knew that there was a larger
body of work in progress, but with the
scant attention his work has received over
the years, few knew how large and various
that oeuvre would be.

This is a collected poems, and they
speak to each other in a way that isuncom-
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mon in such a collection. The love poems
speak to the political poems, which §peak
to the philosophical poems, forming a
mental sine wave. There are several serial
structures “folded into” the book, such as
the “image-nation” poems, which c_xplqre
the ways love and sex blend with linguis-
tics and politics in myth and reading. There
is an autobiographical line here which is of -
ten undercut by universals. The universals
are lifted from various sources, such as an-
thropological texts and the newspapers.
When reading the “image-nation” series,
with its various voices collaged together in
the “modern” manner, it is easier to miss
the deeper lyrical movement of the shorter
poems like «Invisible Pencil,” “At Last,”
and “Merlin.” Itis in these lyrics that Blaser
reaches the level of song, captivating and
delicious, and thoroughly moving, “as if the
hometown river flowed/ into the room and
out of the heart.”

For so many years, Blaser’s chapbooks
have been out of print. I had xeroxed his
first, The Cups, from a friend’s collection.
Likewise, The Moth Poems were passed
back and forth among friends. In recent
years, there was a little book out from
Talonbooks, Syntax. This was the only
book in print until now. All of these col-
lections are here, plus Blaser’s amazing
wranslation of Nerval, and a surprise sec-
tion at the back of the book of very early
poems from 1956 through 1958.

For my generation, Blaser has been
more of a legend than a reality. One reads
his definitive essay on Spicer, one sees a
few poems here and there. Blaser’s peers
speak of him fondly, occasionally he is
quoted in reference to alchemy or struc-
turalism or Spicer. At long last, Coach
House Press has made this substantial col-
lection available in an affordable and beau-
tifully designed trade paperback edition. I
urge one and all to read this book: “a trans-
lation of oneself into the other/ is/ so/ deli-
cately/ perched among words.”

Mitch Highfill

BarbaraBarg
TheOriginofthe Species
Semiotext(e)Native
Agents Series, 1994

156 pages, $6

Semiotext(e) Native Agents series has
done it again. After a slew of great uni-
formly sized books (great for reading on
the subway) from the likes of Eileen Myles
Kathy Acker and David Rattray, comes ;
wonderful book by Barbara Barg.

If you've ever heard Barbara Barg’s
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voice with her band Homer Erotic or seen
her alone, you know that her voice is beau-
tiful one moment and a snap crackle flask
of acid pop across the face the next. I was
happy that her new book The Origin of the
Species delivered just the punch she packs
live. This book is full of dreamy ditties on
the breakdown of the world from Mem-
phis to the Lower East Side. It’s about suc-
cumbing to the horror and ecstasy that in-
habits those exquisite blocks of ENERGY.
Barbara has her finger on the pulse and
she’s relating the beat. And as Captain
Beetheart said, “If you've got ears, you
gotta listen.”

While T was reading her book I got
scared a few times, thinking she was going
to come into my apartment and knock me
upside the head for not paying close
enough attention—her voice is that real on
the page, which is no small fear. Her writ-
ing is sharp because, like the best of writ-
ers, she stays “close to the nose” when she
describes her personal vision of staying
alive in this wicked age we live in. That’s
right, staying alive, surviving. And when
you are a survivor, you come out on the
other side a lot stronger, wiser, and more
vulnerable. As she writes in “Fresh Out of
Nodland”: I'm bored with wearing black all
the goddam time. I'm now naive enough to
want to shine a little light. A little corona on
my persona. I bad forgotten what it is to be
gentle with myself. 1t’s these moments that
separate Barbara’s writing from the some-
what stereotypical writing of other ex-
junkies. She’s uot romanticizing a damn
thing about that hell: “I've been down low/
I’ve been traveling blue/ I've been cool too
long/ Life/ is the hot/ concept.” Whew!
When is the last time you heard something
that honest without smirking? She doesn’t
just hit the nerve, she stomps on it, which
is what makes this book so exhausting and
rewarding. You can’t read Barg’s work pas-
sively, you gotta roll up your sleeves and
get your hands dirty.

There are songs, poems, short stories
and automatic writing in this collection, as
well as an element of mysticism (2 la A Vi-
sion by William Butler Yeats), which leads
me to my favorite poem, “Guide for the
Perplexed,” a piece of writing that was ap-
parently channeled through her as she sat
down at her computer to write a letter to a
friend. It’s not something that’s easy 1o
quote from, or to summarize, but I will
recommend that you read it before going
10 sleep (when your defenses are down).
It messed with my dreams after I finished
the piece. I was under the firm belief that
she had mastered some alchemical language
matrix that was capable of changing the
chemistry of my brain so thatit only picked
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up the frequencies of her voice. .

Another great piece is “Pop Quiz v:uh
a preface explaining that this is only a “re-
view,” not the “real thing.” What follows
is a questionnaire of sorts that asks almost
every question we were born to ask. An-
swers that will never be found in the latest
edition of How Things Work. No, these
are questions best answered by a poet (ro
list a few): “What is the difference between
a flower and the rent?” “Who among us is
waiting until tomorrow to begin their real
life?” “What do we take the point to be of a
cock?” “What is shampoo?” “Would you
rather open your arms or your veins?” “Do
you hug people you don’t want to fuck?” ‘Dz
you fuck people you don’t want to bug.?'
With every question comes an amused si-
lence followed by an insatiable need to read
the next unrelated question. But hey,
there’s nothing to worry about, it’s only a
pop quiz!

I’ll wind it up with the funniest lines
in the book, from the poem titled “Good
Morning Princess™: “Your family wanted
a doglike robot./ They got you instead.”
Tell it like it is Barbara. Todd Colby

AlanDavies
Rave
RoofBooks, 1994
61pages, $7.95

Stinging, slender columns, Rave ‘s long
poem “Split Thighs” appears constructed
of gusts from lengthier phrases (as in
aposiopesis, “the leaving of a thought in-
complete by a sudden breaking off”) con-
densed into consonantal, punchy units:
“glob spank meadow/ quaaludes spoke
meats/ glot pants.” This is the kind of pop
music heard at times on the Coolidge,
Greenwald, and Andrews stations and it is
ugly and funny. Mosh pit word combos.
Shifting subjectivity, multiple lines of
thought and tone interfere with one an-
other with a melancholy obsessiveness that
sustains fragmentation.

Tangents spin off of cryptic comment-
ing on the pursuit and relinquishing of
longings: “ocean spray/ these romantic
twists/ farms full of you/ funny how we
answer/ the slow and crazy.” Lyric grace
is stopped short: “the answers altered/se-
lecting sea men/ puns/ purposeful by
then,”

“Split Thighs” was first circulated as a
xerox piece generated by Davies during a
sojourn in Boston and the blurb on the
back informs it was written in a club in
something called the combat zone, With-
out narrative explicitness, this poem enacts
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the evasions and minute culmin;ui(,ns "
erotic encounter. Since the sexus] acts thy,
are intimated (“probe ass/suggestion®.
“cup to tongue to clit”) are not claimedi,;
some sense or followed up on they p,,
there as anatomized close ups. The porng
sheen of those passages is startling anq -
gent bu feel somewhat forced,

What becomes evident is that llthough
the splintery, fast shifts and tender Joy,.
notes (bet Davies was reading Creeley in
those days) seem generated by a conscigys.
ness of real bodies doing things 1o ey},
other in real space, the combat zone jg WHit-
ing. This is text sex (bet he was reading
Derrida t00). “Words cut up/ volition,|
and thoughtful™... and “words put down,
nothing special to say.” Poesy (perhaps
this is the “pussy” that manifests on ny.
merous occasions throughout) tries 1o get
it on (again) and “this process/ cumulate
diction sounds.” Yet once elusive contact
appears possible, “take cock to tongue lip/
lament mangle trope” things break down,
I get the idea from this poem that language
structured as we most often know of it can-
not pleasure the circular pulsation of its
refraction. In the endless delay, “moss
amorous mess,” “misread torment polish,”
parts jostle.

The other three short pieces in this
book are “Orders,” “Vitals,” and “An
Isherwood Novel” and they are all very
different from one another and pick up
on the sex and writing texture but in dif-
ferent forms. First published in 1975,
“Split Thighs™ carries out some radical
anti-syntactical and rhetorical moves that
predates a lot of stuff that looks and
sounds like it. It’s a challenging poem
that after almost twenty years is still
fresh. Kimberly Lyons

Charles Bukowski
Pulp

BlackSparrowPress, 1994
202pages, $13.00

Nick Belane. He’s one tough dick. I}IUC
eyes, old shoes, thirty pounds overweight
and nobody loves him. But don’t cross
him—he’s awesome when he’s pissed. He 1
knock the shit out of you with aleft hook
and a set of brass knuckles, or stick a gun
up your mouth until you pass gas. He
comes highly recommended by a man you
haven’t met but never mind, it doesn’
matter, because Belane’s got an assignment-
Acuually, he’s got a list of them:

1. Find out if Celine is Celine. Inform Lady
Death of findings.
‘2. Locate the Red Sparrow.
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. Find 0wt ifcindy is screwing around on
Tass. 1f 505 nasl bergss.

Bas’ he Space Alien off of Grovers’ back.
4 Get the Op "h? A red

line alive? Lady Death? A red sparrow
Ccd 2 space alien? What the hell is going
> here? Just another novel by Mr. Blood
O?Guts himself. And Pulp is one wough
gook- From the smoking pistol on the
cover to the worn, acne-scarred, wart-
bespeckled, broken, rebroken, and grizzled
face of Bukowski on the end page, we are
pullcd into a world where men are men,
horses are horses, and women are, well,
cthereal, alien, or shuts, but always deadly.

Bukowski dedicates this book to bad
writing and he means it. Taking his inspi-
ration from the exaggerated mannerisms of
the classic “True Detective™ pulp maga-
zines and the deadpan humor of 1940s
Grade B noir films, Bukowski sets it all
down in his own backyard—the politically
correct yuppie hell of Los Angeles in the
'90s (Belane drinks cold saki, pays bar bills
with a Gold Visa card, and carries around a
video camcorder to record his evidence).

But the hodgepodge accumulation of
Belane’s adventures, along with several su-
pernaturally outrageous characters and in-
cidents (plus the strangely metaphysical
ending) refer back to the crude absurdity
of Edgar Allen Poe’s The Narrative of
Arthur Gordon Pym more than to film noir.
Indeed, this book has more in common
with Poe than with, say, Dashiell Hammet
or Raymond Chandler. Weaving a fine and
sordid line between pulp-comic melodrama
and over-the-top machismo, Bukowski
manages, however dark and violent, to en-
teruain: Then I noticed his belly. Itwas like
asoft mound of dead shit and I slammed my
fist deep into it. His face doubled over into
my upcoming knee. He fell, then rolled off
to one side. Ghastly sight. I walked over,
slipped out his wallet. Photos of children in
pomographic poses.

The book is written, like much of
Bukowski’s poetry, in short, succinct lines.
No wasted words, no superfluous charac-
ter descriptions or scene layouts. If it’s not
right there in front of you then don’t
bother looking for it. Some chapters are
only one sentence long: “Skip the rest of
the day and night here, no action, it's not
worth talking about.” Don’t bother try-
'ng to discover any hidden meaning be-
tause Bukowski will dump all the psycho-
ogical shit right back on you: Last dream
m:lj { was laying under this elephant, 1
the bin t move and he was releasing one of
ol aﬁ:;;' tz'ds you ever saw, it was about
acr en my cat, Hamburger, walked
Yo ss the top of my head and I awakened.
soy: “—'ﬂ_tfmt dream to a shrink and be’ll make

ething awful out of it. He'll tell you that

.

the turd is a penis and that you are either
frightened of it or that you want it, some kind
of crap like that. What he really means is that
he is frightened or wants the penis. It’s only
a dream about a big elephant turd, nothing
more. Sometimes things are just what they
seem to be and that’s all there is to it. The
best interpreter of the dream is the dreamer.

Bukowski himself makes a rough ap-
pearance in the form of an alcoholic,
psychotically homicidal mailman who
wrns out to be the book’s most unsettling
character, though his actions are more the
stuff of reputation than of autobiography.
But as in all of Bukowksi’s fiction, his leg-
endary misanthropic voice emerges out of
all the character’s mouths. As Belane ob-
serves: If I died right now there wouldn’t be
one tear dropped anywhere in the world.
Not that I wanted that. But it was odd.
How alone could a sucker get? That’s when
you knew you were old, when you sat won-
dering where it went. . .. Well, it doesn’t go
anywhere, its not supposed to. I was three
quarters dead. I flicked on the TV. There
was a commercial. LONELY? DE-
PRESSED? CHEER UP. PHONE ONE
OF OUR BEAUTIFUL LADIES. THEY
DESIRE TO SPEAK TO YOU.
CHARGE IT TO YOUR MASTER OR
VISA CARD. SPEAK TO KITTY OR
FRANCI OR BIANCA. PHONE. ...

Ultimately Belane’s search for the
fabled Red Sparrow, and his flirtation
with Lady Death become an allegorical
swan song for Bukowski himself, whose
death several months prior to Pulp’s pub-
lication informs every page of crude,
cynical humor. Butdon’t read this book
for autobiographical insights or existen-
tial philosophical meanderings—you'’ll
miss the point. David Vogen

Amy Gerstler

Nerve Storm
Penguin, 1994
92 pages, $12.95

The poems in Amy Gerstler’s Nerve
Storm present a range of characters in a
wide, transmutable terrain spanning time
and culture. Each moment questions where
we are and what we are made of. Many of
these poems contain the voice of a descrip-
tive investigator on the “threshold of hu-
man notice.” The poet’s unyielding eye at-
tempts to exploit experience while sensa-
tions linger and overlap from image to im-
age and poem to poem. Gerstler's sense of
the magical and extraordinary is balanced
by her hard, often ironic, and startlingly
precise powers of observation.
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Heightened sensory perception and al-
tered states of awarencss charge the more
vivid of these poems. In the title piece, 3
murderer confesses: “In my mlr_ld I I.lsu:d
everything I was in danger of inhaling...
There are moments when what you se¢
rumbles down around you and shatters at
your feet. Fumes rise.” Concrete hyper-
reality gives way and tran sforms into a kind
of lightness that leaves you opcn-mouth'cd
and awed. Often the elemental, the bio-
chemical, becomes a vehicle for transfor-
mation—the murderer notes inhaled fumes
or the child in “Scarlet Fever” drinks
tainted milk. Illness, memory, and con-
sciousness become interdependent.

In the latter poem the matter-of-fact
speaker reflects on the origins of her re-
stricting and isolating heart murmur. Sud-
denly life becomes a sickbed—people come
and go but there is no outside. Without
overt sentiment each memory phrase har-
bors a surreal surprise as everything
changes from the taste of cereal and the
smell of tea, to the look of people and the
feel of thoughts. A chance gift book on
extinct birds provides further transport for
the itchy molting child. Even in her adult-
hood she cannot shake the sensation of that
strange birdie realm of kindred spirits. She
is still caught like a prehistoric creature in
the Smithsonian, caught in an imperfect
body and a fuzzy network of emotion.

Another excellent poem that achieves
a similar kind of serendipity is the semi-
whimsical “Mermaid’s Purse.” You are lost
in the intoxicants of imagination and in-
tricate detail that define beauty and inform
the mystery. Repeatedly Gerstler drops
you off somewhere strange in order to lead
you even further out to watch the fumes
rise or question the engulfing colors of the
oceans. While many of these poems muse
and search around issues of identity and
consciousness, they all provide some
kind of an answer. The act of looking
around and spilling the contents of what
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you see and the recognition that takes
place in the poem echoes back and re-
minds you where you are, wherever you
are. Diana Rickard

Ted Berrigan
Selected Poems

Penguin Books, 1994
142 pages, $12.50

With the publication of Selected Poems
by Ted Berrigan, edited by Aram Saroyan
and with a beautiful, personal introduction
by Alice Notley, Ted’s poems will hope-
fully reach a wider audience. These poems
are infused with a great presence: big at
heart, kind and totally passionate about
poetry. His enthusiasm for poetry was
contagious; scores of younger poets (my-
self included) wrote under his wing. This
volume should place Ted on the platform
where he belongs—a major, innovative
poet of the 20th century.

The poems are arranged more or less
chronologically (with the exception of the
last section devoted to a large selection of
The Sonnets) and read like a story of Ted’s
life. The earlier poems, such as “Bean
Spasms” (a collaboration with poet Ron
Padgett and painter Joe Brainard), “Tam-
bourine Life,” “Peace,” and the “things to
do” poems, are exuberant, playful, amus-
ing and lyrical. Often the lines move across
the page down a series of steps, “like a walk
across the page” as Alice Notley notes in
her introduction.

There is a lot of movement in these
poems; the poet, feverish with ideas,
“rushed hatless into the white and shining
air/ glad to find release in heaven’s care”
(“For You”). Ted allows the reader pas-
sage into his life through his poetry (his
life and his poetry were one). We see Ted
waking, reading, writing and walking
through Manhattan, digging the streets.
He lets us know what time it is in his uni-
verse:

Friday’s great

10 o’clock morning sun is shining!

I can hear today’s key sounds fading
softly

and almost see opening sleep’s epic nov-
els

(“Things to Do in Providence”)
Every word in place, the imagery and lyri-
cism describe ordinary experience accu-
rately and precisely.

The later poems, such as “Red Shift” and
«Last Poem,” are more autobiographical; in-
tensely sad at times, they are perhaps his
most beautiful in imagery and feeling:
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Alone and crowded, unhappy fate, nev-

ertheless,
I slip softly into the air

The world’s furious song flows through
my costume.

(“Red Shift™) _
The voice of the poet has become disem-
bodied, the spirit rising out of the confines
of a body that caused him so much trouble.
These poemsare obsessed with death, especially
in the deaths of Jack Kerouac and Frank O'Hara
and his own impending. Other lines from “Red
Shift” today ringa particularly melancholic note
after the recent death of Joe Brainard whom they
refer to: “Not that painter who from very first
meeting/ 1 would never & never will leave alone
until we both vanish/ into the thin airwe signed
up for & so demanded ...”

I imagine Ted and Joe now working on
a new series of collaborations in the after-
life, which, one day, all of us will be able to
see. Dig deep into your pockets, folks, and
come up with $12.50 to buy this book.
Elio Schneeman

Robert Hershon
IntoaPunchline:
Poems1984-1994

ShermanAlexie
FirstindianontheMoon
BothfromHangingLoose
Press, 1994
Alexie:116pages, $12
Hershon: 96 pages, $10

What these poets have in common be-
sides a publisher is brilliant regionalism,
Sherman Alexie is a Spokane/ Coeur
d’Alene Indian from Washington state;
Robert Hershon is New York to the heart,
bone and core. They both write most force-
fully when looking closely at what is close
at hand, and droop when they abandon
their turf. Alexie’s tendency toward rheto-
ricis exaggerated when he leaves the West,
and Hershon’s (few!) “unlocated” poems
are slight.

Hershon is at his best when observing
and gently commenting: in the subway po-
ems that roll through the book (“F Train;
Beards Going to Work,” “D Train F Line
Shazam”); in the pure New Yorkese of
“Bleecker and Carmine: Walk 1o Work”; in
“NYC Country Music™: “O the sun setting
over the projects/ and the voices sing alon
with/ the ice cream truck/ so off key like 1o
die/ lonesome whistle jukebox etc.”
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His humor 1s offhand, without attitude,
wrapped in layers like a bum on the F train,
each layer unwrapping into abundance anqd
leading to something deeper as well as fyn.
nier. “I was/ considering falling in love with
you/ on behalf of my seventeen-year-old self,
He/ would have remembered you for weeks
while I/ have already forgotten you.”

His poems are almost never look-at-me
flippant, so calling thebook Intoa Punchline,
which suggests stand-up comedy, gives the
wrong impression. How ‘bout “Whimsy Hi;
by Truck” for the effect of his humor, or
“Someone from Around Here,” four perfect
vignettes that add up to a guy who knows
his neighborhood inside out and is 50 trans-
parent we see New York right through him,

A Hanging Loose Press discovery,
Sherman Alexie is making a name for him-
self as a poet of delicate, challenging power.
Of First Indian on the Moon “s five sections
the most impressive are “Tiny Treaties,”
about a love affair with a white woman (“We
survived/ / only because of the hunger/
strong as the falls we cross now/ like ghosts
of salmon”) and the songs of “All T Wanted
to Do Was Dance” (“I've dreamed your hair/
could save us all ... /Its strength is a knoy/
for holding Skins together./ Its shine is the
moonlight/ and its shine makes you/ the first
Indian on the moon®).

The best poems come when he lets him-
self soar over the golden wheat fields and
hot hollow air of the Northwest. He at
times has the young poet’s desire to sum
up the poem, go for the barn-burning end-
ing: “God has dark skin”; “Our voices will
save our lives.” And he occasionally dis-
plays earnest excess (but hey, he’s 28):
“Could it be true? Am I Native American
only when I am hated because of it? Does
racism determine my entire identity?” No,
poetry does, and that’s our good luck.
Elinor Nauen

Daniel Halpern

Selected Poems
Knopf,1994
219 pages, $23

Scanning a handful of titles from Daniel
Halpern’s Selected Poems begins to reve
the recutrent query informing Halpern's
writing—how do the past, present, 3“.d
future fuse in the human psyche? In “Dﬁ]i
Vu,” Halpern has a vision upon awaking
beside his lover; a future man touching her,
but with his (Halpern’s) hands. As in many
of Halpern’s poems, the flesh is the vehicle
of memory. The body links us to expert-
ence in ways at once mystical and natural—
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in “Scars,” mere rifts in skin “...can evoke
ire event/ in amoment—the action
the ent! d
» scent/ and sound—place you there 2
scond rime.” Halpern presents us with a
,s-.ovcl idea about the way memory works,
(hat the mind is only aware of what the
body has remembered. o
Selected Poems, consisting of excerpts
from six of Halpern’s previous books, is
valuable as a porurait ofa growing writer.
Halpern’s interest in the cyclical nature of
memory isonly a shyly approached notion
in his early poems, such as “Photograph”
and “White Contact.” The dominant sen-
ciment in the first half of the book is, un-
fortunately, a young poet’s immature ego-
ism, harboring more that a few colonialist,
sexist tendencies. Halpern, who once lived
in Tangiers but now resides in Princeton,
New Jersey, at times comes off as the
quintesscntial Westerner longing to be, or
rather possess, the “exotic.” In “The Eth-
nic Life” he proudly announces, “I’ve been
after the exotic for years,” and his pursuit
is rewarded in the form of possessing two
women—a young Eurasian wife, as well as
an Indian contortionist lover. He goes on
to smugly boast, “In my life/ There is no
room/ For bikinis or Chanel, / Or the
waxed beauty of the West.” Is preferring
one stereotype of womanhood to another
supposed to be a morally superior position?

As the book progresses, Halpern’s im-
mature edges are worn away by some pow-
erful introspection, creating a deft, honest
crop of poems. The only reminders of
Halpern’s earlier egotism and love of the
“exotic” are his much-trumpeted skills in
the kitchen and his affinity for cramming
his poems with the names of far-off cities
and foreign words. The older poet looks
back with a clear eye, yet retains a dash of
his youthful predilection for the mystical.
Remembering becomes the purpose of ex-
istence: “It’s preserving the continuation
of flow that keeps us/ awake during the
hours of darkness, afloat/ buoyant til
come-what-may, isn’t that it?”

Halpern’s style is dominated by
repetition.He frequently recycles words
and entire phrases throughout a poem, cre-
ating a strange yet familiar rhythm. De-
scribing both his views on existence and
his almost chant-like poems, Halpern
writes in “Infidelities,” “We want it linger-
ing this way, constant renaming, constant
return.” Halpern®s knack for the music of
3 repeated phrase is strikingly successful
In several of his poems, most notably

ango,” in which the rhythm of the words
Seems to sweep off the page. But resonance
15 a difficule technique to manage, always
teetering on the line between powerful and
annoying, In several of the poems it leans

't‘oward Ehe laeer, such as in “Argument”:
Her fair head’s an aquarium of trouble,
troubling through troubled sleep.” Halpern
further trips up his poems when he be-
comes overly assonant, “boats, set in the
glassy glaze of the bay’s brittle,” (Thank
you very much, Dr. Seuss) or when he gets
caught up in wordy intellectualizing. Yet
when Halpern sticks to what he does best,
chronicling what the soul and the body
have Fecalled in his smooth, unadorned,
chaptmg stanzas, his work contains reso-
naung power. As in “House of Flame,”
these poems have the power to heal, and
amid memories, dare to ask about the fu-
wre—"Isit possible/ a nervous knife,/ veg-
etables on edge,/ is it possible?”
Liz Vederman

TheLetters of William
Burroughs, 1945-1959
Editedby OliverHarris
Penguin, 1994

472 pages, $12.95

Is William Burroughs America’s Kafka?
His readers are familiar with the writer’s
business suit, tie and hat coupled with hys-
teria and paranoia: his preoccupation with
technologies, government agencies and
their operatives; his satirical binges, bugs
and centipedes; his great, disorganized pa-
pers collected by friends into novels; his
personal flight from country to country in
a kind of Great Escape from the law. Of
course, Burroughs himself points out that
“yast Kafkian conspiracies™ serve as the
backdrop for such novels as Naked Lunch.
And in various correspondences through-
out his life—when he senses the dice of the
universe are loaded against him—he shows
the same sensibility; he sees his publisher
making “Kafkian demands” of him, for
example, and he describes London as “a
vast Kafkian maze of frustrating agencies.”
In another instance, when afraid that Allen
Ginsberg won’t answer his lecters,
Burroughs desperately writes Jack Kerouac
that he needs “an Advocate who can teach
The Court.” What is especially curious
about The Letters of William Burroughs,
1945-1959 (beyond the intelligence and
downright hilarity one expects from
Burrough’s writing) is the extent to which
they extend this line of metaphor, and the
light they shed on the importance of the
letter for a certain kind of writer. Putting
aside for a moment the ultimate absurdity
of any equation “Burroughs=Kafka,” let-
ters and letter-writing certainly played
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similar roles for the American and the
Czech: for Burroughs they composed, es-
sentially, a brilliant novel in themselves (a
fact most obviously demonsm'ted by The
Yage Letters), and were a creative !lfelme,
central to his literature and very existence.

The letters begin, innocently enough,
with epistolary trickles to Ginsberg 3{‘d
Kerouac as Burroughs makes a stab at aliv-
ing in St. Louis by fashioning co!:coc_tions
against tooth decay, and later with his ar-
rival on the farm in New Waverly. At this
time most letters concern themsclv_es with
attaining this drug, that drug, saving the
tomatoes from frostbite in the nick of time,
etc. “Taranwulas, ticks, chiggers and mos-
quitoes are emerging in droves ... 1 am con-
templating the purchase of a ferret,” he
writes. It’s fun reading. The seeds of dis-
enchantment with law and order are sown,
and bloom as Burroughs observes the
Texan “regle du jeu” and he himself is fi-
nally busted in New Orleans for heroin
possession.

Then he leaves the United States—and
this begins the real beginning of his re-
markable relationship with Allen Ginsberg,
to whom the great majority of these let-
ters are addressed. As Burroughs moves
further from America, and then has to bear
the agony of Joan Vollmer’s death,
Ginsberg becomes the mirror into which
Burroughs continuously looks, the vital
transistor for his letters and emergence as
awriter. Ginsberg is, of course, Burroughs’
literary agent; and these letters give a fair
share of the nitty-gritty surrounding
Burrough’s frustrations with getting nov-
els like Junkie published. But Burroughs
becomes obsessive, investing himself to-
wlly in this correspondence and the poet
begins receiving as many as three letters a
day. From Tangiers, they begin to contain
long passages that will be used in Queer
and Naked Lunch—characters described
from everyday life emerge as Dr. Benway
or Kief. Even in describing his own condi-
tion, Burroughs slips into the style of his
novels: “From taking so many shots I have
an open sore where I can slide the needle
rightinto a vein. The sore stays open like a
red, festering mouth, swollen and ob-
scene.” As Burroughs writes the letters in
the style of a “running diary,” Ginsberg
becomes for him the channel upon which
all energy, the details of his descriptions,
a.nd the naked, flying whimsy of the “rou-
unes” are derived and played—making the
letters the very blood that gives life to the
writing. As he writes at one point to
Ginsberg, “I need you so much your ab-
sence causes me, at times, acute pain, |
don’t mean sexually. I mean in connection
with my writing.” Or, as Burroughs writes
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to Kerouac when apparently spurned by the
younger poet, “Right now I am in urgent
need of routine receivers. Whenever I en-
counter the impasse of unrequited affection
my only recourse is in routines. (Really meant
for the loved one, to be sure, but in a pinch
somebody else can be pressed into service.)”
In a sense, Ginsberg becomes the Felice to
Burroughs’ Kafka: a person the writer almost
never meets, separated by great distance (and
with whom actual meetings seem inevitably
booby-trapped), but needs contact and emo-
tional drama with in order to survive. “I did
not think I was hooked on him like this,” he
writes to Kerouac. “One letter would fix me
... I'am incapacitated. Can’t write. Can’t take
interestin anything,” IVs no surprise Burroughs
atone point calls himself a “vampire.”

Of course, this moment passes. And this,
in the end, is only one way of reading the letters
(although further comparison with Kafka even
reveals uncannily similar dreams about disorga-
nized letters and manuscripts). After leaving
Tangiers, and especially after Naked Lunch be-
gins its trek toward widespread recognition—
with Burroughs interviewed by Life magazine,
for example—Burroughs’ need for Ginsberg as
an audience diminishes.

While living in Paris, the style of the letters
changes as do the novels. What remains appar-
ent, however, is the letters indispensable nawre;
they exist on the same level as the novels and
biographies (and, in fact, a reader should have
these other books ready at the side while read-
ing, if for no other reason than it will fillup some
holes in the narrative). As Burroughs writes

from Tangiers in 1954, “T've been thinking aboy;
routine as art form, and what distinguishes j;
from other forms. One thing, it is not com-
pletely symbolic, that is, it is subject t0 shiyp
over into “real” action at any time (like cutin
off fingerjointand so forth). In a sense the whole
Nazi movement was a great, humorless, evil roy-
tine on Hitler’s part. Do you dig? I am not sure
I dig myself. And some pansy shit is going 1o
start talking about living his ar.” Allow me 1o
be that pansy, once removed. Like Kafka be-
fore him, Burroughs is one of those individuals
for whom the psychological and physical col-
lapse fantastically into one with the act of writ-
ing, which is actually living hi§ mind—of which
these letters are aunique and important record.
Tim Griffin

all American writers.

Public poet, private passions.

The first complete one-volume collection of Ralph Waldo Emerson’s
poetry reveals the private, passionate side of this very public man.
Here, along with all the published poetry, are hundreds of
astonishing poems from his journals and notebooks—
including sensual, mystical translations of Persian
verse and La Vita Nuova, Dante’s hymn to love.
Surpassing all other editions in its comprehen-
siveness and authority, this new volume in

The Library of America displays at last the full
poetic achievement of one of the greatest of

America’s best writers deserve America’s best editions
More than 70 volumes now available at better bookstores. To order, or for more information, call (212) 308-3360.
Distributed by Penguin USA. Write for a free catalog: The Library of America, 14 E. 60th Street, N.Y. 10022
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(Tome, continued from page 15)

... is more focused on issues of self, social
group, urban & suburban landscape . . . &
visual art .... The third gathering ... . plac[es]
an emphasis upon issues of language, reader,
& communities . . . The final gathering . . .
focus[es] on issues of performance, voice,
genre, dialogue, & personae.” Mr. Messerli
further points out that “There is no poet in-
cluded in this anthology who might not be
thought of in another context, another gather-
ing.” [emphasis mine] This hesitancy defeats
the purpose of having sections at all. If one
has created sections in part because they “may
help to reveal . . . the major concemns of each
poet’s work,” one should delimit the sections
in such a way that each poet’s placement en-
hances the reader’s understanding of the
poet’s relation to the other poets in that se-
lection. This is particularly important if one
expects “this [t0] be of partcular help in the
dassroom situation.” [Emphasis mine] Al this
of course points out one of the major draw-
backs of this book: While it wants to present
asingle coherent view of contemporary po-
etry, its method of organization remains
unclear.

Not only do the gatherings lack a strong
focus, but the work collected in this anthol-
0gy, although strong, lacks the powerful &
memorable poems which would make it the
book a reader will read again & again. Much
like Mr. Allen, who explains his “gatherings”
as such: “Occasionally arbitrary & for the
most part more historical that actual, these
groups can be justified finally only asameans
to give the reader some sense of milieu & to
make the anthology more a readable book &
less still another collection of ‘anthology
pieces.” Mr. Messerli, as we shall see, also
wishes to avoid creating an anthology which
will become merely “another collection of ‘an-
thology pleces.’” )

Mr. Messerli has relied upon the poets in

(continued on page 30)
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Donna Masini, That Kind of Danger, Beacon Press (25 Beacon
St., Boston, MA 02108-2892, 1994). 106 pages. No price listed.

l_ﬁchlel Mchure, Simple Eyes & Other Poems New Direc-
tions (80 Eighth Avenue, NYC 10011, 1994). 134 pages. $10.95.

Paula Meehan, The Man Whe Was Marked by Winter, Eastern
Washingron University Press, (Mail Stop 133, Showalter Hall,
Eastern Washington University, Cheney, WA 99004-2496,
1994). 66 pages. $12.00.

W.S. Merwin, Travels, Alfred A. Knopf (201 East 50th Street,
NYC 10022, 1994). 137 pages. $12.00.

;?b"f C. Morgan, After the Deluge: Essays on Art in the
s ineties, Red Bass #16. Red Bass Publications (105 West 28th
treet, 3rd floor, New York, N.Y. 10001, 1993). 79 pages. $8.50.

;f' Mllrrl}'g Translations From the Natural World, Farrar,
X ol;(;“ & Giroux (19 Union Square West, New York, N.Y.
3, 1994). 67 pages, $21.00.

?‘Picgld O’Brien, The Floor and the Breath, Cairn Editions
5 Box 573, Old Chelsea Station, New York, N.Y. 10011,
4). 72 pages. $12.50.

I:mhpickud, Tiepin Eros: New & Selected Poems, Bloodaxe
0ks, 1994. 160 pages. No price listed.

g‘:: Rollings, The Struggle 1o Adore, Story Line Press (Three
Farm, Brownsville, OR 97327, 1994). 105 pages. $12.95.

pUblicAtioNs reCel

1994). 251 pages. $7. The Siege of- Art:
issue. Ntozake Shange, Wanda Phipps,

Deanovich, editor; 517 North Fourth

alb, IL 60115, 1993). 62 pages- $5. Spea'al Sen'in.i
Jeffery Conway, Masxine

Stephen Sandy, Thanksgiving Over the Water, Alfred A.
Knopf. 1994. 83 pages. $11.00.

:alrlaoSuand. Dark Harbor, Afred A. Knopf, 1994. 48 pages.

Hope Taylor-McGriff, Overflow, Bryant & Dillon Publish-
;:.glnc. (P.O. Box 39, Orange, N.J. 07050, 1993). 103 pages.
.95.

Stephen Todd Booker, Tug, Wesleyan Poetry Series, Uni-
versity Press of New England (23 South Main Street,
Hanover, N.H. 03755, 1994). 50 pages. $10.95.

Kim Vaeth, Her Yes, Zoland Books (384 Huron Avenue, Cam-
bridge, MA 02138, 1994). 71 pages. $9.95.

Mona Van Duyn, Firefall, Alfred A. Knopf, 1994. 80 pages. $1 1.00.

Rachel Wetzsteon, The Other Stars, Penguin Books (375
Hudson Street, NYC 10014, 1994). 101 pages. $15.99.

r—————-——————————1
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Writing Workshops

Personal attention in a safe and
supportive environment to guide you

Establishéd 1983

Denya Cascio (212)222-92.99

chApboOks

Cydney Chadwick, Dracontic Nodes, Texture press chapbook
#5 (c/o Susan Smith Nash 3760 Cedar Ridge Drive, Norman,
OK 73072-4621, 1993). 19 pages. $4.00.

Mac Hammond, Six Hearts, The Nickel City Press (314 High-
land Avenue, Buffalo, N'Y 14222, 1994). 6 pages (inserted into
folder). No price listed.

Dean Kostos,Celestial Rust, Red Dust (P.O. Box 630, NYC
NY 10028, 1994). 24 pages. $3.

Geoffrey O’Brien, The Hudson Mystery, Red Dust, 1994. 28
pages. $4.

Holly Scalera, Crazy Love Rides, Red Dust, 1994. 23 pages. $3.
Susan Smith Nash, T.E. Lawrence: A Veil in the Sand, Room

Press (c/o John Perlman, editor; 29 Lynton Place, White Plains,
NY 10606, 1994). 14 pages. No price listed.

Eric Swenson & Keith Seward, Necro Enema Amalgamated,
The NEA Agenda (¢/o NEA, P.O. Box 208, Village Station,
NYC 10014, 1994). 10 pages. $3.

Anne Wald A . A , Heaven Chapbook Se-
ries #23, White Fields Press (P.O. Box 3685, Louisville, Ken-
tucky 40201-3685, 1994). 12 pages. No price listed.

mAgaZinEs
Another Chicago Magazine #27 (Barry Silesky, editor & pub-
lisher; Lefe Field Press, 3709 N. Kenmore, Chicago, IL 60613,
1994). 223 pages. $8. Featuring contemporary chinese poetry.

Agni #39 (Askold Melnyczuk, editor; Boston University Cre-
ative Writing Program, 236 Bay Street Rd., Boston, MA 02215,

29

ONE ONE A

to your deepest writing self.

Craft and Conscience
Amiri Baraka.

B City #8 (Connie

Street, DeK )
Issue. Poems by Tim l?lugos.
Chernoff, Nina Zivancevic.

(Melanie Neilson and Jessica Grim, editors; 139
6 pages.
Thompson Street, #2, New York, N.Y. 10012, 1993). 76 p: 5
$6. Fel::ureu work by Ulla Dydo (“Stop Look and l.n:en. A
Digression on the Picture of a Page by Gertrude Stein”); Bruce
Andrews, Catriona Strang, Martine Bellen, Jeff Derksen

Compass 19: Cuban Writers in the U.S., (Latin American

Writers Instituce, CUNY, 500 Gru_ld Concourse, Bronx,

10451, Spring 1994). Bilingual publication. No price listed.

Cover (Jeff Wright, ublisher & editor; P.O. Box 1215 Coo-

per Sulgm, NYCsth;n. Summer 1994). 42 pages. $2.00. Po-

ems by Bernadetce Mayer, Gerrit Henry, Andrei Codrescu,
Sparrow.

Crazyhorse #46 (Dept. of English, Ur!ivcrs.i(y
of Arkansas at Little Rock, 2801 S. University,
Lictle Rock, AR 72204, Spring 1994). 182 pages.

$5.

Dreamtime Talkingmail #6 (Miekal And &
Patrick Mullins, editors; Xexoxial Endarchy,
Route 1, Box 131, LaFarge, W1 54639, Summer
1994). 29 pages. $3. An interview with Gary
Snyder & “The No Go Zone” by Hakim Bey.

Big Allis #6

Hanging Loose #64 (231 Wyckoff Street, Brook-
lyn, NY 11217, 1994). 96 pages. $5. Ed Friedman,
Chuck Wachtel, Joel Lewis. Amazing “poetry
reading” etchings by Jean Holabird.

Heaven Bone #11 (Steven Hirsh, editor & pub-
lisher; P.O. Box 486, Chester, NY 10918, 1994).
96 pages. $6. Poetry, fiction, reviews. Featuring
“New Surrealism: An interview with Image Psy-
chologist Dr. Akhter Ahsen.”

Indiana Review (Gretchen Knapp, editor; Indi-
ana University, 316 N. Jordan, Bloomington, IN
47405, Volume 17/ Number 1). 206 pages. $7.
Kathy Acker, Barrett Watten, Diane Glancy.

L

Lifc 13 (Joseph Torra, editor; 10-Rear Oxford Screer,
Somerville, MA 02143, 1993). 73 pages. $4. Edward Barrett,
Lori Lubeski & Gian Lombardo.

MA! (David Kirschenbaum, editor; Boog Literature, P.O. Box
2?1. lOceanside, NY 11572-0221, May 1994). 15 pages. $3. Spe-
cial impromptu issue for NYU’s Beat Conference. Critical
analysis of Beats. Drawings by Meg Arthurs.

Manoa: A Pacific Journal of International Writing (Robert
Shapard & Frank Stewart, editors; English Dept., University
of Hawaii, Honolulu, HI 96822, Summer 1994). 211 pages. $15.
Special Feature: Chinese Poetry After Tiananmen Square.

Poetry New York: A Journal of Poetry and Translation #6
(Burt Klm_melma.n, Senior Editor;, P.O. Box 3184, Church
Street Station, NYC 10008, Winter 93/ Spring 94). 52 pages.
$5. Nathaniel Tarn, Colette Inez, Lewis Warsh.

Sensitive Skin #2 (Buddy Kold, Editor, P.O. Box 20344, NYC
NY 10009, Spring/Summer 1994). 39 pages. $4. Chris Kraus,
Richard Hell, Max Blagg, Carl Watson, Lola Rodriguez.

The Linle_ Magazine #20 (Daniel Coogan, editor; English

Dept., University at Albany, State University of NY, Albany,

NY_I 222,1994). 196 pages. $7. Anne Tardos, Chris eroffolino‘

l;n: Yates. An interview with Robert Grenier by Rebecc;
ush,

Tight (Ann Erickson, editor; P.O. Box 159 i
; P.O. 1, Guemneville, C
95446, 1994). Volume 5, number 2. 272 pages. $4.50. e CA

West Branch #34 (Karl Patten 82 Robert Love Taylor, edi-

tors; Bucknell Hall, Bucknell Universit i
b k ¥y, Lewisburg, PA
1994). 99 pages. $4. Denise Duhamel, Bay Stevens.rgary Flu::i:'
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hisanthology to help him select their poems: “1
invited about 80. ... poets to join me in making
a selection of their work ... [this] helped me to
avoid one of the pit falls common to antholo-
gies by directing my attention away from a
fetishization of particular poems to a perception of
the whole body of each poet’s writing.” [Empha-
sis mine] This view is abit curious because even-
wually one wants a book filled with great po-
ems. A poet’s reputation is not made by
an anthology; however, an
anthology’s life span can be
determined by how many
“great” poems are in it. Mr.
Messerli hopes that by focusing
on “representative work,” rather
than “anthology pieces,” he can
avoid the pit falls of “fetishizing”
certain poems & losing sight of
the work in general. I, however,
want anthology pieces in an an-
thology. Which leads me to ask
the questions: Representative of
whar? & How can apoet’s best
work {my understanding of the
term “anthology piece™} not be
representative? The bread &
butter of “Anthology” is “an-
thology pieces.” They are the
why & wherefore of people
who buy it. The general pub-
lic, on the one hand, buys the
anthology because of the great
poems that are in it! The
American Professoriate, on the
other, assigns the anthology
because great poems are easier
to teach—students actually like
good poetry! Which puts us
back in school. In his intro-
duction Mr. Messerli states
that one of the reasons this
anthology is sorely needed is
“for use in college & univer-
sity courses.” Perhaps he is
hoping that it will become a
standard library volume?

Without “anthology pieces”
Messerli has given us an incred-
ibly homogeneous work. Mr.
Messerli attempts to create,
from an experimental tradition,
a seamless fabric{k}: a mono-
lith of similiude sprouted from
afield whose focus & swrength
has always been that of great
diversity. Even so, it is almost impossible to be
unable to find much good poetry in a book this
size. The problem for me is that it all seems to
be by the same author.

More directly what this anthology attempts
to demonstrate is that “A” pardcular movement
in poetry—one which tends to use disjointed
& disjuncuive language as a poetric “Texture”™—

the pOetry project

descends from The New American Poetry of
the first half of this century. Mr. Messerli tries
toachieve this demonstration of pro-generation
by arranging each of his sections in chronologi-
cal order—as if contiguity implied congruity.
This method gives us Amiri Baraka in the same
section as John Cage, Jackson Mac Low, &
Kenward Elmslie; & Allen Ginsberg in the same
group as Charles Olson, Fanny Howe, & bp
nichol. On the one hand these are allimportant

ve poets
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— HarperCollinsPublishers
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poets, & on the other, it is unclear how Mr.
Baraka, Mr. Elmslie, & Mr. Ginsberg fit into
this book. Mr. Messerli hasn’t seen fit to ex-
plain this. Here he misses the point, if one wishes
to get into the academy—on their terms—
(which seems to be the real point about this
anthology) one must use their terms; that is to
say, BE part of a movement. At various points

50

in his literary career Uncl’Ez thought of him-
self as an imagist, a vorticist, a fascist, an econo-
mist, aConfucian scholar & a patriot, We tend
to think of him as 2 Modemist, perhaps The
Modemist, or even a Postmodernist, etc. Liter-
ary history writes what it will. One should not
become overly concerned with what it might
have to say 25 years or more after one’s death,
{Or even 25 years before.}

Finally, to retun to one of my earlier bautles,
one very interesting aspect of
this anthology is the work that
is missing (e.g. Hannah
Weiner’s early visionary
work). Although I realize this
remark resembles that rather
trite little anthology game,
“Can you name what’s miss-
ing?” I make reference to the
“leaving[s] out” in order to
raise the question: “Why?”
Clearly, one of the reasons is
related to aquestion of aesthet-
ics; however, I would like to
propose that the politics of
marketplace has indeed had a
profound effect on the selec-
tion of poems in this anthol-
ogy. Mr. Messerli seems to be
steaming straight toward a
confrontation with Paul
Hoover's A Norton Anthology
& Eliot Weinberger's Ameni-
can Poetry Since 1950. Which
brings me to another consid-
eration inherent in the con-
temporary literary market-
place: which poems are avail-
able for publication. Clearly,
larger publishing houses such
as Norton can control the
rights to poems more easily
than the smaller houses. Thus,
many poems which Mr.
Messerli may have wished to
include in his anthology may
have been unavailable. On the
one hand, this is unformunate
aswe cannot purchase just one
anthology & “haveitall.” On
the other hand, this is fortu-
nate as we now have more an-
thologies which are available to
us than ever before.

If you are saying to your-
self, “I just bought the new ‘A
Norton,’ do I really need another indefinite an-
thology?” The answer is YES! The book itself
is a keeper. But to quote Robin Williams in
that horrible movie, my advice is rip out
the introduction [emphasis mine].
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$11.00 paperback

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR WELCOME
More anthology reviews next issue.
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AND THE BEAT GOES ON

ALLEN
GINSBERG

COSMOPOLITAN
REETINGS

POEMS 1986-1992

One of the founding fathers of the

Beat Generation speaks his heart on sex. death. poetry. and politics. His first collection since the acclaimed
White Shroud, Cosmopolitan Greetings demonstrates Ginsberg’s undiminished capacity for anger and

compassion. sorrow and wit—a timely salute to the fiftieth anniversary of this legendary movement.

“Ginsberg is both tragic & dynamic, a lyrical genius, con man extraordinaire

and probably the single greatest influence on American poetical voice since Whitman.” —Bob Dylan
"[His] powerful mixture of Blake. Whitman. Pound. and Williams, to which he has added his own volatile,

grotesque. and tender humor. has assured him a memot ible place in modern poetry Helen Vendler

— HarpcrCollinsPublisbers

Abso available from | larper( ollinsCanadal.td.
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| YES, | wish to become a member of The Poetry Proient b-- I

membership gift: '
I $50 $75 $100 o |
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| No, | do not wish to join at this time but here is my t Ij Z[} - 2 5
| (For your gift of $20 or more you'll receive a _—
i Project Newsletter. —
I Name
| B i
] Address o |
I city State Zip 1
I NOTE: If your gift is $100 or more, you will also receive a FREE subscription to The '
World, the Poetry Project’s literary magazine. I
I All gifts are tax-deductible to the full extent allowed by law. Please make all checks pay- I
able to The Poetry Project. . I
I

| DETACH HERE AND MAIL TO THE POETRY PROJECT, C/O ST. MARK’S CHURCH, I
131 EAST 10TH STREET, NEW YORK, N.Y. 10003
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Your Tax-Deductible Gift entitles you to these Membership Benefits:

Participating Member [$50] FREE admission for a year to all regularly scheduled Poetry
Project events! The opportunity to take writing workshops with reknowned writers. PLUS dis-
counts on admission to special events. PLUS a year's subscription to The Poetry Project
Newsiletter

Supporting Member [$75] FREE admission for a year for you and a guest to all regulardy
scheduled Poetry Project events. PLUS discounts on admission to the annual New Year's
Day Marathon Reading and other special events. PLUS a year’s subscription to The Poetry

Project Newsletten

Sustaining Member [$100] All of the $75 membership benefits. PLUS a FREE subscription

THE POETRY PROJECT wishes to
thank its new and recently re-
newed members and contributors:
David Abel, Dominick Arbolay, Martin
Bienstock, Barbara Bristol, Theresa Cain,
Andrei Codrescu, Mort Cohen, Todd & Lisa
Colby, William Considine, Fielding Dawson,
Anne Delaney, Georgia Delano, Joseph
DiMattio, Maggie Dubris, Stephen Facey,
Bonny Finberg, Merry Fortune, Jane Freilicher
& Joe Hazen, Willard & Alina Gingerich, Maria
Gitin, Alani Golanski, Morms Golde, Michael
Gottlieb, Marlene Gottlieb, Ted Greenwald,
Sylvia Guirey, Yukihede Maeshima Hartman
& Susan Greene, Lyn Haejinian, Mr. & Mrs,
Emest S. Heller, Marjorie Henning, Barbara
Henning, Mitch Highfill & Kimbery Lyons,
Erica Hunt & Marty Ehrlich, Kenneth Koch,
Doris Komish & Phil Hartman, Wendy Joy
Kuppermann, Gary Lenhart & Louise Hamlin,
Rose Lesniak, Stan Leventhal, Jerry Long,
Kathy Maschke, Gerald Mazza, Mimi
McDemott, Doug Messerli, Hank O'Neal &
Shelley Shier, Ric Ocasek, Alfred Olivi, Nat
Oppenheimer, Ron Padgett, Peter Pennoyer,
Bob Perelman, Marjorie Perloff, Elena
Prentice, Anna Rabinowitz, Jack Rojas,
Michael Rumaker, Marvin A. Sackner,
Raymond Saint-Pierre, Christy Sheffield
Sanford, Peter Seidler, Miriam Solan, Sheryl
Treshan, Judith Volkmann, Craig Watson,
David Wechsler, Susan Wheeler, Zoey &
Daniel Wilson, Fred Wistow, Jeff Wright, Don
Yorty, Gary Kott, Susan Levin, Victoria Par-
sons-Pennoyer, Chin Sung, Mary McRas, Lois
Hirshkowitz, Rochelle Copeland, Lisa Holzer,
Ken Rosenblum, Benjamin Lin, Eric Boltax,
Barbara Esgalhado, Nicole Karsin, Terry
McMillan, John Barlow, Dennis Barone, Paul
Von Drasek, Larry Lieberman, Herbert & Vir-
ginia Lust, Al Silverman, Katherine Culkin,
Elizabeth Muldering, Audrey De La Rosa, and
John Fowler.

to The Worid, The Poetry Project’s literary magazine.

Sponsoring Member [$250] FREE admission for a

year for two to all Poetry Project events, including

the annual New Year's Day Marathon Reading fea-

turing over 100 poets and performers. PLUS a FREE °
subscription to The World. PLUS a boxed set of re- ’
cordings of Allen Ginsberg's readings. aI‘ { S
Benefactor [$500] FREE admission for a year for
yourself and two others to all Poetry Project events
PLUS a subscription to The Worid AND grateful pub-
lic acknowledgment.

Patron [$1000] All of the $500 membership benefits
AND all 1994-1995 Poetry Project publications.
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