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—ditor's Note

Kay Gabriel

Try this exercise. Two interviews in this issue talk about the productive humility of moving from one genre to another—that is,
of not being a natural. And that means taking seriously how genre makes meaning possible and different by conditioning a reader’s
formal expectations that can be met, inverted, negated, surprised. The process of switching genres also requires a stark level of
discipline, even if it doesn’t look like that.

In his interview with Niko Hallikainen, Dennis Cooper talks about his shift from writing poems to writing novels. Personally 1
wouldn’t be the writer I am in any genre without Cooper’s novels, which he says he approached as a poet, only with a sense that
poetry couldn’t actually accomplish what fiction can. Actually his words are: “I'll read a poem and think like, oh I want to do that,
but I don't want to write a poem.”

I'm as admiring of Cooper’s drive to push through genre—*“I truly have no idea how other people write,” he says, “because I never
went to school, I never studied writing, I never learned how to write fiction”—as I am grateful for Cecilia Gentili’s reluctant move
from performance to writing. “I hated it,” she told Harron Walker in 2022, in an interview that Harron has transcribed in full for
this issue. “But this bitch [Cat Fitzpatrck, her editor] was relentless.” Why was she relentless? The interview runs through the
“editorial t4t” that brought her book Fa/tas into the world, which is a real blessing, even if it doesn’t duplicate the genius of Cecilia’s
performances, with her special comic timing. And the book isn't just more durable in time and space than a performance. Cecilia
discusses how the book made it possible for her to settle on Faltas’s epistolary format—how the direct address of “mak[ing her]
stories directed at somebody” made her stories make sense differently. We continue to mourn Cecilia’s passing in February of this
year, and it’s particularly meaningful to read throughout the interview her insights and her jokes in her own voice.

I'm reflecting on these examples because I find it comforting to know that people I admire, people whose writing I feel makes
mine possible, struggled through the challenge of learning something new in order to do something extraordinary. I also think
that they provide two illuminating answers to questions that we ask a lot at the Project, and that other writers in this issue approach
as well: for instance, what can genre do, which is to say what it makes possible. In a spring shot through with horror and possibility,
it’s a question that readers, writers, organizers and politically committed people can ask with renewed force and urgency.



1

13

16

18

20

21

24

25

2/(

31

32

contents

REMEMBRANCES | Lyn Hejinian (1941-2024)

REMEMBRANCES | Tyrone Williams (1954-2024)

INTERVIEW | And If It’s Good, It’s Good Forever: Cecilia Gentili with Harron Walker

POETRY | “One Week in Winter” by Michael Cavuto

INTERVIEW | My Art is in Editing: Dennis Cooper with Niko Hallikainen

POETRY | “i spit myself out” by Sahar Khraibani

INTERVIEW | “How can I make a movie of your life if there’s no information about it?”: Amy

Ching-Yan Lam with Kirby Chen Mages

POETRY | “3.0 + 1.0” by Naomi Heron

INTERVIEW | To Politicize Everything: Leén Mufioz Santini with Bianca Rae Messinger

POETRY | “Ancestors” by Bruce Boone

INTERVIEW | A Future that Doesn't End: Vanessa Angélica Villarreal with Kyle Carrero Lopez

REVIEWS | Sy Hammer by Julian Talamantez Brolaski (review by Ken Walker), Fierce Elegy by
Peter Gizzi (review by John Steen), Love is Colder than the Lake by Liliane Giraudon (review
by Shira Abramovich & Lénaig Cariou), 4 Reaction to Someone Coming In by Wendy
Lotterman (review by Bianca Rae Messinger)

Books & Magazines Received

coLuMN | Protocol by Grayson Scott

#2706 — Spring 2024



2\



REMEMBRANCES

Lyn Hejinian (1941-2024

Carla Harryman

A House Remembrance of Lyn Hejinian (excerpt)

Whatever the objects of Lyn’s place, they are intended to give
way to an experience of time that I find more unusual than it
ought to be: it ought to be that one can be as situated anywhere
as one is when there, visiting. There a chair is meant to be sat in
for as long as it takes to listen to an entire CD of Ligetti or
Braxton; a sofa is meant for a conversation with at least two
glasses of inexpensive wine; a pile of books changes their spines
infrequently: the simple dining table stretches into the early
hours of the morning; the photographs in their frames have
long been committed to the wall; a painting by Ostap Drago-
moshchenko animates and arrests the passage of time.

—The Grand Piano: An Experiment in Collective Autobiography,
1975-1980: Part 8 (2009)

As she had done before, here and there in conversations over
recent years, Lyn spoke about her pleasure in and appreciation
for the life she had lived and also of dying and death the last
time I saw her in person. We were drinking wine again in the
Berkeley house she had partly raised her family in and shared
with her husband Lawrence Ochs since 1977. The plan was to
walk to an Italian restaurant a few doors down on College Av-
enue, which we did, and where she would continue on this
theme. She was aglow with urgency, intensely and warmly
present. Eventually the conversation shifted to our collabora-
tion on “time,” which we had begun in January 2023, some-
thing that we had discussed attempting years before, after we
had completed Zhe Wide Road, but we didn’t get started on it
until after the diagnosis of a rare cancer. She was well enough,
responding to the therapies that could prolong her life and was
able to concentrate on books she planned to finish. Among
these were her second critical collection A/legorical Moments: A
Call to the Everyday and her last book of poetry Lola the Inter-
preter,which Lytle Shaw has assembled for publication posthu-
mously. With these priorities in place, we could get started—
without an expectation of how far we would be able to take the
exchange.

Our conversation about our collaboration on that August night
concerned not how long we would be able to keep going with
it, but rather her sense that, in writing on the subject of time,
she wanted to include everyzhing and she was wondering if that
made her writing so abstract that it wasn't about anything. In
her last entry of our unfinished collaboration, she was clearly
thinking about this question of ewverything as she processed
something that had come up in our late-night conversation
about abstraction and the concrete:

My ideas are concrete to me in many ways, and many of them
are about the concrete stuff of the phenomenal world, but a
term like phenomenal world belongs to the realm of ideas.
Even, alas, of abstraction. And yet I see (or “see”) it spinning

around me, I feel its plethora and chanciness.

I didn’t make it back to San Francisco that evening. Alone in
the house, as Larry, a musician was on his way back from a Eu-
ropean tour, we talked until we couldn't stay awake. Lyn gave
me a pair of pajamas to wear and I tucked myself into a bed in
an upstairs room I'd slept in many times, often with my partner,
poet-critic Barrett Watten. The first time Barrett and I slept at
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the house together was in 1980 or 1981 after we had been poi-
soned in our Oakland loft by a misapplication of pen-
tachlorophenol. I think we stayed in an upstairs room in an
office full of Tuumba Press and Metalanguage boxes. We had
had to discard all of our earthly possessions, including clothing.
Lyn gave me two long black dresses with floral patterns, apol-
ogizing to me that her entire closet was black. Other than
jeans, I never saw her in anything but black dresses, skirts, and
sweaters in those days, clothes that would not show the ink she
applied to type with which she set Tuumba chapbooks on the
Chandler and Price hand-letterpress stationed in a utility room
at the edge of the kitchen. In the same Grand Piano essay, cited
above, in which I focus on objects in her house, I indulge a
reverie of Lyn setting the type of my first book:

Percentage (Tuumba 23) came out in fall 1979. 1 watched Lyn
work on it, once or perhaps more than once, conscious of the
stairs on the other side of the kitchen with children running,
bouncing, trudging depending on energy and mood, up and
down them. The pinto beans on the other side of the doorway
had been cooking all day on the stove, slowly. I might have day-
dreamed an old fashioned, cottage industry convergence of
spinning wool or weaving while observing Lyn set type. The
wheel of the printing press doubles as the wheel of a spinning
jenny. A loom rises up, like a platen to meet type.

No matter the activities, moods, and sounds, Lyn’s house felt
calm and as orderly as the pressed, black clothes hanging in the
closet. Our lives—DBarrett’s and mine—even without poison-
ing, were more economically marginal and subject to the exi-
gencies of rentals in various troughs of economic downturn.
During our stay in this most hospitable region of time, signifi-
cant plans began to brew, as it was during this prolonged visit
that Barrett proposed a publication collaboration, which was
soon to become Poetics Journal, a ten volume project that Lyn
and he co-edited from 1982-1998. The international scope, ex-
perimentation, and variousness of this project, including its en-
gagement with performance, narrative, visual art and music as
well as its presentation of poetics as formal and informal essay,
experimental prose, interview, poetry, and artist notes created a
conversation across the boundaries of artistic practices.

This remembrance has been excerpted for print. To read the full
piece, please visit: www.poetryproject.org/publications/newsletter/
276-spring-2024/remembrances-lyn-hejinian-1941-2024/carla~
barryman

Alan Bernheimer

Anyone who has ever set type by hand knows it is a labor of
love. Meticulously assembling slivers of lead to spell out words,
lines, and pages for an imagined book is not for the faint
hearted or stumble fingered. It takes patience and pleasure in
miniature physical intricacy, driven by desire to send writing
out into the world in practical, handsome packages.

Lyn Hejinian started her series of 50 handmade Tuumba Press
pamphlets in 1976 as a social literary undertaking. “For poetry
to exist,” she wrote, “it has to be given meaning, and for mean-
ing to develop there must be communities of people thinking
about it. Publishing books as I did was a way of contributing to
such a community—even a way of helping to invent it.”

Lyn Hejinian. Image courtesy Graybird Images.

She made the first 11 Tuumba books in Willits, a northern
California timber and cow town where she learned letterpress
printing as a cleaning lady volunteer in a local job shop. She
printed the rest on an old hand-fed press in a small room off
the kitchen in the Berkeley house where she and her partner,
musician Larry Ochs, settled in 1977, about the time she became
part of the nascent community of poets and writers in the Bay
Area and beyond who would later be known as Language writ-
ers. From then until the series was complete in 1984, she
mostly commissioned manuscripts from that community and
its extended network, averaging six titles a year. With editions
usually of 450, ranging from a dozen to 40 pages, the amount
of work for a solo publisher/maker was prodigious. A local au-
thor might be invited to help collate and staple the finished
product.

A word from Lyn about staples: “I wanted the Tuumba books
to come to people in the mode of ‘news—in this sense, rather
than ‘chapbook’ perhaps one should say ‘pamphlet.’It is for this
reason, by the way, that I didn’t handsew the books; they are all
stapled—a transgression in the world of fine printing but
highly practical in the world of pamphleteering.” The distinc-
tion is worth noticing. Tuumba books were made to be read,
not collected. But they were lovely to hold and behold, often
with a small linecut cover image or two, using colored ink,
sometimes carried over to the title page.

Lyn’s publishing ventures continued, with the Atelos and Nion
Editions collaborative imprints, as well as occasional offset-
printed Tuumba titles. But I want to locate in the Tuumba se-
ries the early expression of Lyn’s overarching generosity and
unstinting care for the writers and writing that she believed in.

It was a case of lifelong care and attention that didn't just bor-
der on love, it often crossed over, as anyone who came within
her sphere can attest.

Lyn’s quotes are from her Tuumba Press history at Steve Clay’
“From a Secret Location” website.
































































































