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Cornelius Eady
A SMALL STORY WHICH INVOLVES ME

The two guys behind the counter are black,

But the point about Jackie Robinson (says one) is

The man died a lot sooner than he ought:

You know all the shit he swallowed, had

To keep down. And we nod our heads,

It's just the three of us there, and I nod,

Hey, you bet, you better believe, and there

We are, waiting for my card to clear; not friends,

Not strangers.

Cornelius Eady is the 2000-2001 visiting writer at City College
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Marvin Bell
SOUNDS OF THE RESURRECTED DEAD MAN'S FOOTSTEPS #20

1. Shouting from Their Church

Artifice to make of it a boy's perception.

Handful to try to hold it long enough to see.

Imagine the wind-wrapped hallelujahs, the torment he heard outside.

Outside, the smell of tar and dead fish in the arm of Senix Creek.

The tabernacle at the raunchy end of town.

Bodies thumping, and their silver fillings glinting when parishioners cried out.

He stood away, curious, afraid.

It must have been Hell in there, and everyone frantic to be saved.

He could smell a thick coating of wax by the door. 

2. Murmuring from the Synagogue

His family temple an ark for the Torah.

The old men straining to kiss the cloth that touched it.

The dizzying fast, the yearly ram's horn.

Inside, men rocking from the waist, their voices breaking.

It must have been Heaven that listened to their sad minor key.

Scent of sweaty jackets and the massive days of prayer.

Artifice to make of it now a boy's perception.

He did whatever he was told to.

Terrified by their pain and the smell of ashes.

Marvin Bell
SOUNDS OF THE RESURRECTED DEAD MAN'S FOOTSTEPS #21

1. I & Thou

The pantry so cold winters the cooking oil froze.

And the wind sweeping in underneath the kitchen door.
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Necessary to warm the pipes in the little bathroom.

Wastewater in the cellar every two years, how fast the trees grew roots.

A bedroom built without a t-square, askew.

You, and the books and papers accumulating around you.

Your rooms awash in words, who needed few.

The birds getting in, the raccoon, and one busy day a wall of bees.

A cavalcade of roofers and carpenters.

A procession of dimensions: space, light and time, especially time.

2. They

The drapes closed summer mornings against the torrid sun.

Ice by the buckets-full, refrigerated fruit.

Crucial to suck the cool night air in with a fan, then close up tight.

The worst heat and humidity wrapped us in torpor.

In the inoperable fireplace chimney, an abandoned nest.

The swifts fled from safe brick for the yard's abundance.

Years must have passed, where are they?

Our sons became men. 

The high ceilings that spoiled us for caves.

The mortality that slept like a baby.

Marvin Bell teaches half the year in Iowa City, IA, and also lives in Sag Harbor, NY, and Port Townsend, WA. His recent books of poetry include ARDOR, and THE BOOK OF THE DEAD MAN. A selected poems, NIGHTWORKS: POEMS 1962-2000, will be published by Copper Canyon Press in September, 2000. He is a longtime member of the faculty of the Writers' Workshop. In March, the state of Iowa named him its first poet laureate.
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Robert Bly
MOSES' CRADLE

The Pharaoh's wives touch the mud with their toes.

You and I float in Moses' cradle.  Dear friends, you and I

Are parted by a thin skin from the ignorance of the Nile.

Ghosts compose themselves from ground mist.

Friends, our souls are moist.  "Dry souls are best,"

Plotinus said, but he was nursing at eleven.

Some children hear the thin words the dead speak.

Men piece out secrets hidden in prime numbers.

Women report what Eternity has told them to say.

Our cradle, like Moses', is porous to the Nile.

You and I will never have one whole day of light.

At three o'clock, a wall will creak, or a hare will die.

Beauty has reached us drenched in birth blood.

As our eyes open, bright blood splashes on the floor.

The baby's descent gives us a taste for war.

Some souls remember well, climb so high

They are remembered forever.  But Macbeth fell

A thousand miles when the feathers touched his face.

Robert Bly's most recent poetry publications are EATING THE HONEY OF WORDS: NEW AND SELECTED POEMS (Harper Collins), THE LIGHTNING SHOULD HAVE FALLEN ON GHALIB: SELECTED POEMS OF GHALIB (with Sunil Dutta), (Ecco Press), and THE BEST AMERICAN POETRY 1999, ed. (Scribner)
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David Lehman
tc "Lehman"JANUARY 12

Time with an insolent

toothpick in his mouth

asks a stranger for the time

the stranger is a woman

wearing rouge a levre

and boucles d'oreilles

because we're in Paris

and she asks

Do you play piano?

and he says

No, I play attitude piano

that's the way it goes

unlike hateful married life

where he feels angry she feels guilty

she says she's sorry he doesn't give a damn

and hours go by before the remorse code

is deciphered, repealed

David Lehman
JANUARY 14

We have a name for it

in the South:

asshole buddies.

It means we've known

each other so long

it doesn't matter

that he's an asshole

in my opinion

or I'm an asshole

in his opinion

or whatever

And I want you to know

I'm not from the South

and you're not my buddy

and it doesn't matter.

David Lehman has been writing a poem a day as an experiment. "THE DAILY MIRROR: A JOURNAL IN POETRY, consisting of a selection of 150 of the best of his daily poems, was published by Scribner in January 2000. The poems in this issue were written since the 
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completion of "The Daily Mirror." He is the series editor of "The Best American Poetry," which he initiated in 1988. His most recent prose book is "The Last Avant-Garde: The Making of the New York School of Poets," now in paperback (Anchor).
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William Heyen
WALDEN

Henry Thoreau in a helicopter passes over

Yankee Stadium where eighty-year-old ex-

President Jack Kennedy tosses out the first ball,

a world teeming with plants hosting insects

in whose intestines our Milky Way is one of countless

clusters in the eye of Time....  "Moose, Indian,"

Henry mutters.  The copter reverses its blades

& retrogresses to the point of disappearance....

William Heyen
tc "Heyen"SUBWAY

From her bulletproof, fireproof booth,

she speaks through a microphone

to answer your question.

You can see her lips move.

Above you, the city darkens into neon....

Later, a cop will knock

at her steel door.

Her own shift over,

she'll pass through a turnstile,

ascend to her apartment

in a building whose elevator

more often than not is out-of-order.

The city below her,

she'll heat her dinner,

chicken this evening, with mashed potatoes

& corn or peas; or beef, ditto.

In the aluminum tray, too,

a few spoonfuls of dessert,

usually apple cobbler....

In grade school,

she heard about Johnny Appleseed,

a wino who walked our country planting orchards.

Every spring, the countryside bloomed white,

& then tons of red fruit

weighed down the boughs.
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William Heyen has had poems in recent issues of Ploughshares, Michigan Quarterly Review, Ohio Review, Ontario Review, Coffee House I (England), and Maverick (online).  A story, "The Babies," appears in the current issue of Witness.  His books Erika and The Host: Selected Poems are in print with Time Being Books; Crazy Horse in Stillness--winner of 1997's Small Press Book Award for Poetry--and Pig Notes & Dumb Music: Prose on Poetry are published by BOA. He lives in Brockport, New York. 
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Joy Hewitt Mann
IN THE MOVIES

Even Death is seeking love, wants

that joy, that

feeling that the heart will burst

and blood run warm into the dark.

Here the birds are singing desperate notes

scrambling in a wheal of dust, looking

like violence is being done.

A woman up the street

had boyfriend number six move in this week.

He'll last three months, as did the rest. But love

is never timed like boiled eggs, or those

that bird lays in her nest.

What we seek: a

carbonation of the blood.

a flinging off, a flying up, a

scrambling in the dark.

Lips to lips, hearts

clinging like Death, who's

in the movies

seeking love.

Joy Hewitt Mann, after publishing in print for ten years, has ventured into online publication with work most recently on The Paumonok Review, Poetry Now and Rose and Thorn. She is this years winner of the Acorn-Rukeyser Award.
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Vince Clemente
HOPKINS FISHES THE ELWY
for Peter Thabit Jones

The creel leaned in the thicket,

rickety, too modest for sound;

the line cloud-drifted its way to the outbank

and sank, neither ripple nor root

pock-marked the surface,

the cast was that perfect, only

a long wisp and slip, the sound of some daft insect,

The morning too early for matins, dawn's

flickering wingbar along his shoulder,

and with the heart's ivy-patience 

he waited, certain a trout would take the fly,

already feeling the tug of the line, the ever-so-

slight winch in the wrist, so much like that time

between the raising of the Host

and the breathless taking in.

Vince Clemente, SUNY English Professor Emeritus, is a poet-biographer whose books include JOHN CIARDI, MEASURE OF THE MAN, PAUMANOK RISING, and seven volumes of verse.
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Barry Spacks
THREE TANKA

the great poet

named himself basho, 

"banana tree,"

an herb really: broad-leaved, unstiff,

full of juice

taken for a Buddha

just because of having

square toes long ears 

a bump atop the head

and 84,000 teachings!

Weston's curves: 

shells, women, hills,

and even a halved artichoke 

photographed as lips 

humming

A long-time teacher of writing and literature (M.I.T., UC Santa Barbara), Barry Spacks is widely published in paper and pixel (seven collections, including SPACKS STREET: NEW & SELECTED POEMS from Johns Hopkins)
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Diane Wakoski
WALKING IN THE ECSTATIC VILLAGE 

Each oyster clean sidewalk
rushes by our feet, kisses our chanterelle shoes,

whiffs moments of

waveless path - a saltless ocean -

and sends us unrippled,

wandering our village streets.

It's a holiday

and everyone's at the shore,

or mushrooming in Morel-woods,

no humans

but Robert and me,

the unmarked cement without

even a red autumn leaf

shaped like a hand,

or a boat,

left to clutter its swath.

We touch each other

with hedgehog abandon, for the field

mushroom wet emptiness,

the clarity,

the lack of expectation.

A perfect truffle of an afternoon.

So glad to be walking in our shitake brown shoes,

so grateful for our infinite

mushrooming, gliding,

ecstatic

puffball feet.

Diane Wakoski is the author of several recent volumes of poetry through Black Sparrow Press, including ARGONAUT ROSE, THE EMERALD CITY OF LAS VEGAS, JASON THE SAILOR, MEDEA THE SORCERESS. She lives and teaches in Michigan.
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Lyn Lifshin
THE WOMAN WHO FALLS IN LOVE WITH THE DEAD

ghosts clog her drains like

old hair. She is drowning in

what is over, gone. Each birth

day she remembers those no

longer left to send gifts. Her

best present this last birthday

was words from a reporter that

the dead lover who died to her

longer ago than she knew him,

told even his wife how much

he loved her, vague enough for 

her to read a lifetime together

in, a ghost in itself. The woman

in love with the dead surrounds

herself with photographs of what

never was, camouflaged on

her freezer. When she reads,

"Under Antarctica Ice, Bacteria

Redefines Life on The Edge,"

she thinks of being in lightless,

fishless water in the only lakes

on earth perpetually covered

with ice, too cold to open or move.

She thinks of how they found little

oases inside the ice covers where

for 150 days each summer the ice

softens enough that tiny pockets of

liquid water form like what melted in

her before, one after another, those

who mattered left fast. Life on the

edges. Strangers in a strange place

getting by. Something thriving in 

places you'd assume nothing could

survive. She thinks of the dash to

parking lots before the night shift,

of the phone calls searing any stillness.

A little light from lips melting ice on

top of what was lower, deeper, re-froze,

something still alive, to her amazement.

When she finds a scrap of paper, 

handwriting that jolts, a face in

the drawer, she's distracted, she's

lost in loss. She's so cold but she
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beans she'll grind later. She wants

to make you love the cold, the quiet,

wants to listen with ear plugs so she

can make up words she can't hear.

Lyn Lifshin's new book BEFORE IT'S LIGHT (Black Sparrow) won a Paterson Prize Award. The film about her LYN LIFSHIN: NOT MADE OF GLASS is available from Women Make Movies in NYC and a reading of her poems is still available from NEW LETTERS ON AIR> Her website is www.lynlifshin.com.
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Jim Tyack
FORMULA FOR A LOOSE SONNET

First say something about the stuff

that's lying around outside the house,

on the deck, in the driveway,

and about the grackles and sparrows

moving their beaks in clumps of sumac, 

catalpa, and oak. Now slip in something 

philosophical, some question concerning 

choice or hope. Perhaps a generality about

mortality, love or the news of how our 

disappearance is not news to many of us, how

we often slowly fade fully aware of our thinness,

the transparency of our being. Leave this 

as a question to be pondered by the reader, 

then make sure the lines are arranged right.

Jim Tyack
LILITH

Lilith is smoking in the mall

her tits hard and throbbing like 

arcade pinball

some guy in Sear's keeps looking

down her top and when she looks

up at him his eyes dart to the 9 foot 

Sony showing Cher flicking her hair

she wants to grab him by the nuts

in a Vulcan Death Grip and monster

his ass out the back door

into some virtual hell

blue light sunshine backyard barbecue

Brian Gumble Martha Stewart

dogs with no teeth

vampires with awls and straws
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mech-age insurance salesmen

in bangs and leiderhosen

small town folk with spirit to spare

and yards of quick-lynch nylon

death metal crews on acid and Italian ice

Oh the mall

Oh Cineplex III

Oh The Gap

Oh Baskins

Oh robins

Jim Tyack
OPERETTA tc ""
If I sing at all I sing with whatever

is handy. Words and wood, some paper

and a smudge of paint, the praises cutting

a piece of cardboard just right, 

the perfect vowel sound before

a fricative, snap of wrist flicking 

the brush to transform

night to nitre.

Oh to have the power to undo curses.

Unfold them. Wrinkled psalms, cold

translucent cracks in logic, absorb

them like rainstorms absorb artifice,

like Arm and Hammer absorbs odors

from an old refrigerator.

I'd love to know what Dionne Warwick

knows about tropical fish.

On the kitchen table

a stainless steel spoon

in an empty ice cream carton.

"You ate the whole quart?" she asks.

"How about the beer?"

"No, that's still in the car." I say.
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After breakfast and the N.Y. Times

I walk the mall, flying through indoor clouds, 

the floating ghosts of Guernica, 

against shoppers' psychic storms

the abrasion of unseen currents, 

up the steps of some monolithic secular church 

where demands for sanctuary are ignored.

The Gestapo know I am a Pisces,

and they won't take a raincheck.

If in front of a firing squad they ask me 

my last wish, I'll tell them I want the house 

special, and hope that when my toast falls 

off the plate it lands jelly-side up. 

I won't ask for a final cigarette, 

just tell them I have already read Camus. 

It would be nice if they could turn down the lights.

Jim Tyack
WEATHER

It's the night when blue dogs

come with pitchforks

to eat our eyes

the mirror's last legacy

a flaking silver rage

unconditional surrender

the color of the moon

bad weather ten miles high

filled with fists and broken glass

the only sound a static hiss

tape loop of a snake in heat

giving form to silence

and the rattle of the nerves

the shaking window panes

somewhere in the spleen stained 

with blood's rushing thrum

our shattered bones

picked clean
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Jim Tyack, born in Brooklyn in 1938,  has worked as a land surveyor, bartender, clown, art critic and college professor.  He has published numerous books and chapbooks of poetry, including: THE RENTED TUXEDO, A LIMOUSINE TO NOWHERE, and TUNDRA. His work has appeared in many magazines and periodicals (Down Here, Exquisite Corpse, Prairie Schooner, The Village Voice, etc.) and has been widely anthologized (Starting From Paumanok, On Good Ground, 

Paumanok Rising, The Stiffest of the Corpse: An Exquisite Corpse Reader, Thus Spake the Corpse, In Autumn, The McGraw Hill Book of Poetry). He is currently living in New Hampton, NY with his wife, Ellen.
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Carolyne Wright
BLUE MOONS OVER MIAMI

At first you wanted me, and not the other,

My body tuned to yours, like strings across a frame.

Between blue moons, we played the body's weather.

You bent the blue notes in my lunar name.

My body tuned to yours, like strings across a frame;

Meltdown between the thighs, moon cycles long.

You bent the blue notes in my lunar name.

Your downbeat filled my Cotton Club with song.

Meltdown between the thighs, moon cycles long.

You waxed and waned in me, but dreamed the other.

Your downbeat filled my Cotton Club with song

Before your dawn in my bed, moonrise in the other.

You waxed and waned in me, but dreamed the other,

Made love 'round midnight by the body's time

Before your dawn in my bed, moonrise in the other.

Silence between us:  your new lover's name.

We loved 'round midnight by the body's time

And I lay awake in the heart's pre-dawn,

Silence filled with your new lover's name.

Blue moon's woman without a song of my own.

I lay awake in the heart's pre-dawn,

Late stars swimming in my river of heaven.

Blue moon's woman without a song of my own,

I played my own hand: lucky and unlucky seven.

Late stars swimming in my river of heaven,

I asked you, What takes longer than the heart?

I played my own hand, lucky and unlucky seven,

Touching myself where all the rhythms start.

I asked you, What takes longer than the heart?

In the palms' crowns, the nightbirds' lunar cry

Touched me where all the rhythms start.

My body knew already what you had to say.
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In the palms' crowns, the nightbirds' lunar cry.

Between blue moons, we played the body's weather.

My body knew already what you had to say.

At first you wanted me, and then the other.

Carolyne Wright has more than 10 book of poetry published.
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Barbra Nightingale
AT 3 A.M.

Miranda has made a discovery:

she knows who she is.

All this time (it's been years)

she thought she was someone else.

She's excited.

You can tell by the way she sits

through the night, working puzzles

in her mind, worrying her lip.

Watch as she puts down the pen,

takes a puff and a sip.

She'll say something like

The train whistle takes me

a long way nowhere and back.

Then get up and look for the moon.

She'll listen a long time to the music

of the stars, the wind through trees.

Night will move closer to morning.

She shuts out the light

and burrows her pillow under her neck.

The cat will curl in.

Her body feels familiar

yet inside she's different.

She drifts into sleep.

The music plays on.

Barbra Nightingale has had over 100 poems accepted for or published in numerous poetry journals and anthologies. SINGING IN THE KEY OF L (National Federation of Poetry Societies, 1999), her first full length collection, won the 1999 Stevens Poetry Manuscript Award. GREATEST HITS, a chapbook of 12 poems spanning 20 years, is expected out with Pudding House Press  in June, 2000. She holds a doctoral degree in Higher Education and is Professor of English at Broward Community College, South Campus, Florida.
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Lawrence Carradini
CATCHING MY BREATH

My days in the jungle were absent

of terror. It was my time in absentia

that proved most frightful. The hiding

from anything that challenged my sense

of anonymity. The idea that someone

would notice. I could not believe that

this kept me from living. But it did.

Too many times I scared myself into

believing. Too many things that were

untrue. And it all seemed so real to me.

It all played to my not-so-tardy time-felt

backyard lag-behind. The bird that fished

for water. The fish that couldn't swim.

Why does a personal history have to stick?

Someone said to me that I should get out

of my shell. That I should get into the game.

That "that" doesn't happen anymore. Yeah?

Did it happen to you? What do you know?

It really doesn't. It really never did, except

in the moment that it was "real." Reality

keeps on changing its mind.

I bought a pair of rollerblades.
Lawrence Carradini is the author of BURNING HEADS, VB Documentation Enterprises, Natick, Massachusetts. Numerous publication credits include recent publication or acceptance for publication in The Cafe' Review, Mobius, and Contemporary Foreign Literature, Nanjing University (Nanjing, China). He is currently living in Lowell, Massachusetts.
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Star Black
LISTENING

How to love gracefully and stay out of the way?

Let's get to the bottom of this scalding resonance,

the forsythia's emanation, the vehement Etruscan

relevance of antique maps and smashed motifs; pause

a bit, take stock in the tweaking cluster. We are

indefinite. This much we know. We are transients

in a silver bateau. We, not the precious metal, will

go - diminished, wrathful, stubborn - leaving the

bateau to be filched, sold to a manic-depressive

interior designer, I hope, someone with flagrant

gumption and unhinged ideas and more than two

clients, someone who likes apricots and arugula.

I'm dying of sophistication, you talk. I'm leaning

back into cushions of aeolian silence, all yours.

Star Black's books of poems include DOUBLE TIME, WATERWORN, and OCTOBER FOR IDAS. This poem is from BALEFIRE, a collection of sonnets that was released by Painted Leaf Press in November, l999.
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Samuel Menashe
EYES

Eyes have their day

Before the tongue

That slips to say

What they see at once

Without word play,

Betraying no one

Be deaf, dumb, a dunce

With cleft palate

Bereft of speech -

Open eyes possess

That wilderness

No tongue can breathe

Samuel Menashe
THE VISITATION

His body ahead

Of him on the bed

He faces his feet

Sees himself dead,

A corpse complete

With legs and chest

And belly between

Swelling the scene

Of the crime you left,

Taking your time,

Angel of Death

Samuel Menashe lives in New York City. In 1943 he enlisted and was sent to the Infantry School in Fort Benning, Georgia. He was awarded a doctorat d'universite by the Sorbonne. THE NICHE NARROWS: NEW AND SELECTED POEMS (Talisman House, Jersey City, NJ) is due for publication soon. Acknowledgement to The Sunday Times of London, in which these poems first appeared.
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Yevgeny Yevtushenko
THE UNTIED SHOELACES

Like a ghost in a crowd

I don't leave any traces.

I am snagged in the web 

of untied shoelaces...

Each one of the shoelaces

it's owner chases...

You,

guys with the untied shoelaces

aren't you bored with such stupid races?

I don't think

you are able to fly over the clouds.

With your laces

you're tied up with the faceless crowds.

You will be tripped

by your laces

like a baby, down.

You will be swaddled in military uniform

or professorial gown.

You'll be lullabied by the customers

of McDonalds, bars, launderettes

like obedient marionettes.

You are proud to boast

of your fragile freedom

Are you proudly free not to read?

So many great books,

and no time to read 'em?

You want to be rich and famous?

So be prepared and plan it.

But you drag your shoelaces

over our planet

incredibly lazy

like overcooked spaghetti...

I don't think you are lucky like Bill Gates or Paul Getty.

So many bloodied knots

whether it is our fate

To untie or to cut them

is equally great!

But you are afraid 
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to untie anything beside your shoes

such cowardice is a self-abuse.

Do not sneak away,

generation of sneakers! I suspect

It would be poetically incorrect.

Where are your songs of protest

you guys with untied shoelaces

but with fatally tied-up hands?

Guys, you walk on the streets

over lost human faces

suffocated by your own laces...

Translated by the author. Distinguished Professor in the Department of European Languages, Queens College New York, Russian poet, novelist, essayist, film director, movie actor, photographer Yevgeny Yevtushenko was born in 1933 in Zima Junction, Siberia. In 1961 he published his sensational poem against anti-Semitism, Babii Yar.
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REVIEW & COMMENTARY

George Wallace
REMEMBERING JACK KEROUAC: An Interview With David Amram

Three decades since his death - and nearly a half century since he emerged with incredible force somewhere distinctly off center stage in this nation's culture - author Jack Kerouac's place as a touchstone to the American consciousness is secure.

Communities form Kerouac hometown Lowell, Ma. to Orlando, Fla, Ozone Park, NY and Northport, LI (among the places where he lived) celebrate the man's life and times in their midst. Scholars and historians, from New York to New Orleans to Colorado and beyond, explore his continuing influence on literature and popular philosophy. Jazz musicians celebrate Kerouac in song. Poets celebrate Kerouac in verse. Small independent filmmakers celebrate Kerouac in documentaries.

There's even a group in Florida that has opened up a Writers in Residence project in a house where Kerouac lived.

Perhaps most significantly, members of yet another generation of young Americans seem to have taken Jack Kerouac to heart. No less a figure than historian Douglas Brinkley, who is writing Kerouac's authorized biography, maintains that each generation rediscovers Jack Kerouac "on its own terms."

Want evidence? It is no further away than a survey of member profiles online - and the surprising number of young people who identify themselves with references to Kerouac and the Beats.

It might be said that the internet generation has stuck a fresh copy of On The Road in their back pockets and headed out on the virtual highway. Or as at least one commentator has put it, the "Byte Generation" has met the "Beat Generation."
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Yet to composer David Amram - colleague and contemporary to Kerouac - there is still important work to be done in shaping the reputation of the author.  Why? In Amram's view, the negative aspects of the Beatnik "myth" still need to be overcome for a full understanding and appreciation of the accomplishments of the man from Lowell Ma.

"I'm referring to the whole picture of the Beatniks, the stereotype," says Amram, somewhat in the face of those who would glorify the Beatniks. "There are people who think he just got drunk out there. The idea of the Beatnik as a stoned out sociopathic self-loathing ignoramus was an effective way of dismissing a whole generation of painters, composers, authors, poets and actors in the 1950s. Nothing could further removed from that."

You hear and read the stories of Kerouac writing on rolls of wallpaper, or stuffing sheets of notepaper in his knapsack as he traveled the byways of America. Or of a hard-drinking fellow who was a magnet for those embracing a counter-cultural point of view.

To Amram, Kerouac was much more than that - and in his view confining Kerouac's importance to the Beat movement or emphasizing more flamboyant aspects of his personal behavior is a disservice to the author of important literary works. Rather than being merely a "Bop Angel" or an increasingly dissipated drunk, Amram paints a portrait of Kerouac as "above all" a diligent classicist with an impressive work ethic - a man with an "enormous knowledge" or European literature, art and classical music and the beauties of indigenous French Canadian, Latin American and traditional folk music, as well as jazz from the United States. 

"Jack had an extraordinary knowledge of comparative religions," adds Amram. "He was reared in and practiced Catholicism his whole life, but he had an exensive knowledge of Buddhism and Judaism."

But wasn't Kerouac King of the Beats, the highway rambler, the hard-drinking free-wheeling fellow 
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immortalized in On The Road? Wasn't Jack Kerouac the epitome of a Beatnik?  Not just, according to Amram. "People claimed him to be the leader of that movement, a so-called movement of which he was never a part," says Amram. "He never wanted to be a leader of any  movement - Jack was just so big hearted and compassionate that he never excluded anybody, and included those who claimed to be "Beat" once the success of On The Road made this term popular."

"The Beat label was an albatross around Jack's neck," he continues. "And is still a collective albatross around a lot of people's necks today - Larry Rivers, Ferlinghetti, me, Dennis Hopper, Joyce Johnson, Sonny Rollins, Alfred Lesley, Diane DiPrima."

There are a number of contemporary comments by Kerouac which corroborate this point of view - including a Playboy article, in June 1959, in which he distinguished the "wild eager" hipsters' "crazy, talkative, shining eyed (often innocent and openhearted)" he admired and associated with from the later, "cool" beatnik stereotypical figure "whose speech is low and unfriendly, whose girls say nothing and wear black." By 1964 Kerouac was calling Beatniks "just plain phonies, phonies walking around...talking to painters and writers. They say they're painters and writers too, but they're not!" (recorded interview, Northport Public Library).

Whether Kerouac was a Beat spokesperson or no, there are plenty who agree with Amram's uplifting view of the author's talents, manner and seriousness of purpose. An upcoming exhibition at the Northport Historical Society Museum, set for a big opening on July 9, 2000, includes comments by "regular residents" of the small seaside Long Island village who recall Kerouac's gentlemanly ways and intellectual vitality.

"He talked to us, not down to us," said Carol Watson, who was a teenager when Kerouac was in Northport in the late fifties and early sixties. She lived in an apartment downstairs from the Orlovskys back then, and Jack would visit from time to time. Watson recalls how Kerouac could be found sitting in her mother's kitchen ("My mother used to bake, and everyone would come by for some 
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cookies"); in deep dissertation with large groups of young people. "He was probably the first philosophy teacher I had," she says. "He made us think about basic precepts of philosophy, who we were, where we came from, where we were going. He made me a thinking person, opened my eyes."

Northport architect Larry Smith, one of those who played baseball with Jack most Sundays, openly says he preferred the "intellectual Kerouac" to the one who attracted attention because of his more public boisterous behavior. "There were times when I would say to myself I don't care if I see this SOB again," said Smith, who fortuitously recorded on tape and film one of Kerouac's last nights in the village. "But then again there was the charming, winsome, creative, appealing Jack...He was sincere, very respectful around women, gentlemanly. And he could call up things in an amazing way, quote from Shakespeare, the Bible, from literature. Jack was very well educated, self-educated. Was he a classicist? I would say so."

What about the tales of hard drinking, then? "Hemingway was a big drinker, Faulkner, Scott Fitzgerald, Tennessee Williams, thousands of other people in the arts then, most of them drank a lot," says Amram. It was a whiskey and nicotine fueled culture, and Jack was from a working class town where the social clubs for men were frequently the local bars. "Now in the new millennium if someone is getting drunk a lot, an army of friends will come along and get him or her into a 12 step program!"

To illustrate the gulf he says existed between Kerouac and the Beatniks, David Amram likes to recall the day in 1959 that he and Jack, dressed in ordinary working men's clothes, went to a coffee house where they used to have impromptu poetry performances before On The Road was published. "Everyone was sitting there with their bongos, with the price tags still on them, and wearing berets," he remembers. "Jack said to me - Dave, this is like being in Catholic schoool - everybody's in uniform!" According to Amram, the patrons of the coffee house gave he and Kerouac "funny looks, because we looked like outsiders intruding on a Beat scene. There were pictures of us on the wall, but no one knew who we were." 
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So if he isn't to be considered simply a Beat figure, who is the real Kerouac? The answer to that question, says Amram, lies in the author's writings. "The extraordinary thing about Jack Kerouac in the year 2000 is that the power of his writing has transcended forty-three years of misinformation and confusion which he was never personally or artistically responsible for," he says. "Everything you want to know about Jack Kerouac you can find out by reading his books - the beauty of his spirit and his humor, his talents, his lyricism, his originality, his capabilities as an improvisational scat singer, are built into the pages of everything he ever wrote."

This is the Jack Kerouac Amram hopes more people will get to know. One of the foundation 1950s era artists - abstract expressionist painters, method actors, avante garde writers, pioneers of world music like himself - who helped define the terms of discussion regarding artistic expression for decades after they emerged on the cultural scene. 

" It turns out in retrospect we set the standards - and continue in the new millennium to set a standard - that inspiration and discipline, combined with spontanaeity and hard work and humanism, have more value than ever in an increasingly technological society," says David Amram. "We were in fact on to something back then that was not just for six months. These were artistic principles of enduring value."
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Roberto Tejada
CECILIA VICUNA, THE PRECARIOUS: The Art and Poetry of Cecilia Vicuña + QUIPOem

edited by M. Catherine de Zegher, translated by Esther Allen (Hanover: University Press of New England, Wesleyan University Press, 1997), 96 pp + 140 pp.

As if to mimic the outwardly opposing nature but inseparable link between poetry and visual culture, this flip-book is partitioned into a critical assessment of Cecilia Vicuña_s

corpus to date and, on the reverse side, into QUIPOem, a logbook and mid-career recounting in verse, transcription and citings, by Vicuña herself on her own varied artwork and performative interventions.

 The Precarious: The Art and Poetry of Ceclia Vicuña features contributions by Lucy Lippard, M. Catherine de Zegher, Billie Jean Isbell, Regina Harrison, Hugo

Méndez-Ramírez and Kenneth Sherwood. Together, the essays and interview reveal how Vicuña_s poetry and visual art are interchangeable, each taking its essential grammar from the notion that art- and speech-forms can be intimately linked to natural shapes, and the stories woven to account for their meanings. De Zegher does well by locating Vicuña_s practice as grounded, on one level, in work that emerged out of the Brazilian neo-concrete movement during its second, less constructivist _povera¨ phase (as in the art of Lygia Clark or Hélio Oiticica). Lippard places Vicuña_s work alongside artists such as Jimmie Durham or David Hammons who "respect and rehabilitate in very different ways the discards of mainstream society." And Kenneth Sherwood does a cohesive job of underlining the peculiar crux of Vicuña_s aesthetics: the material nature of her poems_ orality, and the conversation her work performs "between poetry_and what has all too often been defined as its opposite_myth."

 Wood, bone, thread, clay shards, matches, nails, shells, cardboard cut-outs, stamps, feathers, rags, tiny containers of all kinds, twigs, and sundry rubber and plastic debris 
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all conspire in a work that enacts_between the city and country, between culture and nature_an archeology whose end results are diminutive markers of presence. With titles like Cemetery, Guardian, or Tree of Life, these tiny flagstones or altars are borne of the question as to whether we are in fact destined to recycle the endless flotsam of an

increasingly disposable world; to reconstruct the constellations found in urban streets or natural vistas_a pressing accountability that speaks of the fragile nature involved in all refiguring.

Vicuña belongs to a tradition that harks back to early modernist poet-painters in Latin America like Xul Solar and César Moro, or to contemporary artist-poet practitioners

like Jorge Eduardo Eielson. Her poetry and art have also featured a series of unagitated political interventions. In a documentary filmed in Bogotá (where the artist lived for

many years after the fall of Allende in her native Chile), Vicuña posed the question "What is poetry to you?" to passers-by, beggars, prostitutes, and policemen. Also in Bogotá, when it was revealed that 1,920 children died each year from contaminated milk_to total indifference on the part of the State_-Vicuña photographed herself tying a yarn

around a glass of milk set out in the street in front of a government building, and then pulled the yarn so that the resulting white spatter of spilled contents resembled a large blood stain.

Because many of these acts remain only in transcription and document, they are forceful reminders that Vicuña_s work, at its very essence, is "a way of remembering"_-as if exile and recall joined to unravel an "autobiography in debris;" as one personal story within a larger narrative:

The No

The first precarious works were not documented, 

they existed only for the memories of a few citizens.
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History, as a fabric of inclusion and exclusion, did not 

embrace them.

(The history of the north excludes that of the south, and

the history of the south excludes itself, embracing only the

north_s reflections.)

In the void between the two, the precarious and its

non-documentation established their non-place as another

reality.
Vicuña_s practice is aware of the ceaseless transformations involved in the passage of commonplace objects and events into the realm of art-making, whereby object equals word, speech equals act, and action equals artifact_-as if to stave off the weathering effects of time and decay. In her writing and art, the transient nature of the physical is made manifest, and the arbitrary nature of the invisible world is revealed: "Desire is the offering, the body is nothing but a metaphor."

Roberto Tejada was born in Los Angeles, California and he presently lives in Buffalo, NY. From 1987 to 1997 he worked in Mexico City, where he founded the English-Spanish annual Mandorla: New Writing from the Americas. His art writing, photography criticism, literary essays, and translations appear regularly in catalogs and journals in the United States and Latin America. GIFT AND VERDICT, a collection of poems, was published in 1999 by  the Leroy Chapbook Series.
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Nancy Kuhl
AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF THE NOW: Denise Duhamel's The Star-Spangled Banner
Duhamel, Denise.  The Star-Spangled Banner. 

Paperback - 84 pages (April 1999). Southern Illinois University Press.  $11.95.

In a climate where most books of poetry go unreviewed and a great many go nearly unnoticed, it is interesting and intriguing to find a book of poems that inspires readers to either whole-heartedly embrace it or complete dismiss it. Denise Duhamel's The Star-Spangled Banner is just such a book. 

Reading reviews of The Star-Spangled Banner, I noticed that the poems in this collection have been praised and criticized for the very same qualities - what one reviewer calls "all personality and pose," another refers to as "witty and engaging." Both reviews play off the final lines of Duhamel's poem "The Therapist's Funeral," which read "You knew more / about me than anyone, but your quickly forgetting." An unsigned Kirkus review states that Duhamel's "jokey poems are quickly forgotten;" the other claims that this is "a book not to be missed - a collection readers will find themselves not 'quickly forgetting.'"

In spite of the compelling voice of the poems collected in The Star-Spangled Banner and the interesting and challenging subject matter they take on, it is easy to imagine why some readers might dismiss this book. To begin with, Denise Duhamel is a writer who found an audience for her early work outside the poetry establishment. Though Duhamel has an MFA from Sarah Lawrence College (a mark of the establishment if ever there was one), she is well known as a veteran of the Nuyorican Poet's Café, a venue often associated with a poetry defined by its performance rather than its craft, a poetry known for its in-your-face quality rather than its commitment to established poetic conventions. Duhamel's early publications, too, mark her as a kind of outsider.
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In comparison to the small press-run, saddle-stapled chapbooks published early in her career by tiny, little-know presses (to 
name a few: Skirted Issues, Stoplight Press 1990; Its My Body,

Egg in Hand Press 1992; How the Sky Fell, Pearl Editions 1996), The Star-Spangled Banner, published by the Southern Illinois University Press, looks like the big time.  

Perhaps Duhamel has remained outside the poetry establishment for much of her career in part because of the very qualities her fans admire in her work: an assured, unacademic, feminist voice addressing, with intelligence and humor, issues that are often difficult and uncomfortable.  Duhamel is a post-Barbie feminist writing unashamed, unabashed, unflinching post-confessional narrative and lyric poems. The conversational voice and the relaxed, matter of fact treatment of sometimes-controversial subject matter are, in fact, reasons some readers will resist, dismiss, even ignore this book. 

I describe Duhamel's work as post-confessional because while it perhaps evolves from confessional impulses, it differs from work commonly referred to as confessional in its approach and stance with regard to difficult subject matter. The term confession is problematic in relation to Duhamel's work because it implies transgression from the start--before there can be confession, there must be sin. Duhamel's work has none of the guilt and shame often evident in confessional poetry. If confessional poetry is about

sensation and shock, Duhamel's work is about exploration and assertion. The poems in The Star-Spangled Banner are acts of articulation rather than acts of confession.  The lack of apology and disgrace in Duhamel's poems coupled with her fluid expressiveness may, in fact, make some readers uncomfortable. 
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Take for instance the Kirkus review I already mentioned. The reviewer calls The Star-Spangled Banner "exuberant in a breathless, inarticulate way" and he or she comments that "misunderstanding is at the center of many of  

Duhamel's flighty poems."  Misunderstanding is, in fact, a central theme in The Star-Spangled Banner and many poems collected here address 

misheard speech, mistaken exchanges, and the struggle to grasp that which is almost understood. "I have this blind spot," the speaker of  "The Difference Between Pepsi and the Pope" tells us, "a dark line, thin as a hair, that

obliterates / a stroke of scenery on the right side of my field of vision." "How easy it is" Duhamel writes later in the same poem, "to get so many things all wrong."  And yet Duhamel's casual voice seems not flighty but grounded, comfortable; in "Insomnio," she writes "Sometimes I think I'm here and am amazed at my own breathy sounds and hard teeth."  

Duhamel's voice, which is both confident and self-conscious, is one that will seem familiar to many women of her generation. What the reviewer calls "inarticulate" is, in fact, an investigation of the difficulty of articulating truths about issues that are at once central to women's lives and nearly unmentionable. The grace and honesty with which Duhamel writes about menstruation, buying "feminine protection," and the inevitably

complex relationship between daughter and mother do not reflect an inarticulateness, but rather call attention to the fact that our culture often lacks language that would enable one to speak easily about these topics.

 Duhamel's work often takes as its subject issues that are emphatically and unapologeticly female, feminine, and feminist. Some of the poems in The Star-Spangled Banner address ideas that are likely to be taboo in even the most liberal circles, topics like masturbating after being aroused by the photos in Playboy magazine. In "House-Sitting," Duhamel asks "What is the proper response of a woman looking at Playboy?" 
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The woman in the poem knows "how she feels about it politically anyway-angry, threatened, misrepresented." Nevertheless, "her clit begins 

rising against her will" and "she hates her body for being aroused."  This poem's strength is in its complicated structure of images both compelling and unattractive, the rich layering of images used to describe the body of the house-sitter and the bodies of the models in the magazine.    The speaker of  "Scared About What Was There," describes starting her period and traces the 

rituals of menstruation through the women in her family. Sanitary pads "held up by belts . . . tabs of gauze in the front and back that had to be worked elaborately into the metal belt hooks" replace "corners of an old bed sheet" pinned "into the crotch of . . .

bloomers." In spite of the "lucky pairing of sanitary napkins and adhesive," the reality of menstruation never matches the "ad with that woman with the blond swept-up hair smelling daisies, who was serenely menstruating, taking a week off to spend in a field." In "Where to Find Feminine Protection While Traveling in a Foreign Country," Duhamel

exchanges the American ideas about menstruation with Spanish superstitions about the power of menstrual blood to attract lizards, who "love the warm blood that's thicker and browner / than anything succulent in the desert."

The misunderstandings at the center of the poems in The Star-Spangled Banner point out the inadequacy of language: "Nothing comes out / when I scream," Duhamel writes in "Surgery," "for a moment I have no language . .  I can only think in visuals, raw and red." Poems like "Yes," "Husband as a Second Language," and the title poem are about the difficulties inherent in language. The humorous results of her husband's misunderstanding of American idioms are the subject of "Husband as a Second Language" which ends "his pen is mightier than your Ford."  Duhamel deals with the more serious implications of similar misunderstandings in  a poem that explores the possible meanings of the word "yes" according to a guide to Filipino 
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customs. circumstances, and the ways in which culture, race, gender, or class further obscure the 

meaning (and the emotional weight) of even a simple word like "yes." 

The Star-Spangled Banner explores and inhabits the spaces and tensions between what was said and what was heard, between popular culture and private life, between fairy tale and reality, between the secular and the spiritual, between two bodies. The collection's prose poems and free 

verse narratives explore, too, the distinctions between poetry and prose, between short, lyrical lines and long, unhurried lines (in "Skipping Breakfast," Duhamel writes, "Prosepoems are the look-alike cousins of the shortest short stories").  And what Duhamel finds there, in the spaces between, is a kind of memoir of the  moment, an autobiography of the now. Duhamel's poems are meaningful, if sometimes casual, criticism of cultural ideas and norms which prevent easy articulation of women's lives. And we need such utterance to prevent our experiences-however embarrassing or difficult or painful -- from sliding into the cracks, forgotten because we could not voice them, because we did not know how to say them.   

Nevertheless, the truth is that I read The Star-Spangled Banner three times before deciding that I liked it. The poems seemed, at first, flat and prosaic. It took returning to the book several times to recognize the quiet appropriateness and honesty of some of the images Duhamel constructs. It occurs to me that in the bold, exact language with which Duhamel addresses her subject matter is a particular risk, that of losing sight of poetry's relationship to music and its dependence on precise sensory image.  To be

honest, during my first reading of The Star-Spangled Banner, I was too distracted by the narrative of some poems to absorb them as poetry-I read them as one might read a compelling magazine article. 

My experience learning how to read these poems reveals much about the risks one takes in approaching the kind of subject matter Duhamel deals with in The Star-Spangled Banner 
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I am grateful for the risks Denise Duhamel takes in writing these poems. To discount The Star- 

Spangled Banner as "quickly forgotten" serves to place restrictive limits on the subjects poems might explore and the risks poets might take. Dismissing any poetic mode reduces poetry at large, making it smaller, closing off its

possibilities. I applaud Duhamel and The Star-Spangled Banner for the pressure they exert against poetry's boundaries and against reductive assumptions about what a poem can or should be.  
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Richard Deming
FINDING THE WAY: 3 from Scissors by Graham Foust (Meow Press, 1998); Surge by Matthew Cooperman (Kent State University Press, 1999)

I must confess-I've never quite understood what William Carlos Williams meant when he said, "no ideas but in things."   Clearly it's both an insistence on the concrete, and a plea for the poet to let the world say itself.  But the poem is, as Williams also says, "a small (or large) machine made of words." That seems to me entirely a modernist claim that

also feels a bit limiting.   Can we make our way  to a poetry that sees self, culture, and language as being in motion?  In other words, can we think of the poem as the act of the mind in finding itself?  There's reason enough to think that's possible.

Robert Duncan in writing about his poem, "The Structure of Rime I," said that "It has seemed to me that I wrestle with the syntax of the world of my experience to bring forward into the Day the twisted syntax of my human language that will be changed in that contest even with what I dread there."  He goes on to conclude that he has come to think of poetry as "a wrestling with Form to liberate Form."  Duncan, of course, often considers his poetics through a lens of mythos: "Myth is the story told of what cannot be told," the poet writes.  Clearly this resonates with Wittgenstein's idea  that "Whereof one cannot speak, thereof one must be silent."  Read in conjunction with Duncan's definition of myth Wittgenstein's is merely a statement of fact, and not a moral injunction.

In either case we see that poetry takes as its project to assay language's, and thus the world's, limits.   Poetry, even more than philosophy, is an activity and not a doctrine in that it explores the unspeakable by "displaying" or negotiating the speakable as a complex system of relations linked by semantics and sound. In this way culture and ideology are always the implicit subjects of poetry. 
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But part of what we need poets for is for articulations, even enactments of what that feels like. That is to say, here in the 

thick of postmodernity, what does it mean to be a subject?

 Johnny Lydon (formerly the infamous Johnny Rotten) in a song by Public Image Ltd. bellows out that "Anger is an energy."  Graham Foust's small collection, 3 from Scissors, is I think a collection that moves by a kind of anger.  It's a quiet, complex anger that largely goes unspoken and yet not unnoticed.  If Americans are, by and large, a violent lot, it may be because of this subtle and complicated tension that Foust foregrounds,

edging into the surface of things.  In "The Teeth Lying on the Beach Apparently Belonged to No One," he writes "far-broken / and all but outsaid// hushed rust the meat /of tunes beyond moving // another word for water is lost / and lost," and we see there is evidence of an anger that's both persvasive and unresolved.  

This isn't some manipulative confessional poetry about anger, but in its unsatisfied desire for resolution 3 from Scissors enacts a pervasive yet unformulated frustration. Here in Foust's poem sequence, signifier and signified slip further and further apart, making clear that what needs to be said is "all but outsaid,"  and entropy and mortality enter into that space where words become wounds, and wounds become the world.  Our time to say anything grows shorter and shorter, while our need to express the inexpressible grows keener and keener.  The violence of our silence turns inward and there are "no moments / when bruises hide."

3 from Scissors uncovers its meditation by studied degrees of revelation. The field of these poems is an intense, spare place, altogether defined by its activity.  Foust sees that careful attention to languaging the world affords an opportunity to say something, anything.  In that the world compels us to speak, the language which forces us to articulate is also simultaneously, because it is always inadequate, what makes it impossible for us to finally utter the world made flesh.  Foust writes:
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today's an egg

a project lost

the last of August

in an unopened window

sworn in

its glass sentence stays blown

extinct by default

the room enters us

Throughout Foust's book, we see that each subject can also become an  object--every thing, every person encountering forces that they can neither control nor hide from--even the day is an egg, both fragile and fecund.

Even language, the means by which we could make sense of it all is, by turns, a delicate thing and that which imprisons us in "a glass sentence." While we are captured by language, it is also the means by which we see the bright obvious of the world, even if only at a remove.

Running like a thread throughout Foust's work is the belief that things, ideas, sounds, move associatively. But the associations are diverse and\ divergent and connections are arrived at not merely by sound, not merely by idea, but by a complex, rhizomatic interlacing. But in all that there are small provisions for the casual visitor. In Walden, Thoreau writes; "I fear chiefly lest my expression not be extra-vagant enough." If as Wittgenstein says, "We are everywhere in language," Foust seeks to expand the bounds and possibilities of that "everywhere" by increasing (or rather reminding us of), the means of language, by being inclusively extra-vagant. Freed from limiting conventions of discursivity, the reader becomes a poet by also becoming (in a compensatory and complementary way) extra-vagant. Language is a various relationship of relations-a dwelling. It may be ultimately contingent, but a community springs from that contingency.  Foust's is a difficult music and the reader earns his or place in that community by its sympathies and attentions. 
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We are thrown together, for better or for worse, Foust's poems tell us, by our mortality and our articulate hesitancies.  We have no consolation, no respite from the unlocatable pain and anger 

at having arrived here in the moment of where we are, and Graham Foust's 3 from Scissors finally gives no real respite.  In "Man Carrying Thing," Wallace Stevens tells us that "We must endure our thoughts all night, until / The bright obvious stands motionless in cold." In the arc of its motion, 3 from Scissors shows us how

one might endure even "when / pain's the face / trembled by / as absent" by a willingness to face that anger and rewrite it into a troubled and troubling beauty.

If Foust's locus is the unlocatable frustrations of closure and desire, in his book Surge Matthew Cooperman's locus is place itself. "The trail of waking's a complicated dream," he tells us in "Success." In his attempts to locate himself Cooperman's work strives to strike a balance between various poetics in order to go after "the big game."  Usually we'd reach here for the metaphysical mumbo-jumbo of the "ineffable." But Cooperman's work isn't interested in the metaphysical. Instead he investigates the materials of the self, and how intention orders the chance collages of happenings. "Where is it you're from?" the poet asks in "Field Trip." Surge reveals the difficulties of addressing such a question. The principle encounter is one of determining subjective form itself. Where do we locate the "I"?  Is it in language?  Is it in the body; does consciousness disclose the "I"? 

Don't get me wrong, Cooperman is writing within culture (well, we always are-but Cooperman is aware of it, and that's far more rare) but there is that space of resistance between the public and the private, that arena of negotiation, that for want of a better word we can call (after Foucault but differently) soul or-to use a term with somewhat less baggage-self. Anything and everything suggests how we come to know ourselves as

inhabitants of our historical and cultural moment.  
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Tiny Tim, a can of Tab, a poem by Keats,  a sagging red chair, are not just objects: they are actions of memory that evoke "the idea of home."  To find our way back to "the bright cathedral of childhood," these poems show us, is to discover where we are now in this, the dialogue of the present tense, and to do that we 

must learn to read the signifiers of  what we might call "elsewhere."

Surge's disclosure is the erotics of self fashioning. "Atoms, our rise, our ink: of that /  which is blood, / substance of color, / where it begins and ends: of love / living, when it touches last its nature / not knowing its last," he writes in the title poem. The body, Cooperman seems to tell us, is the memory made sensuous. The poet finds the intimacies that place, in its exactitudes, affords-how "it seems possible," Cooperman tells us, "with the bathroom light flickering, and the howl of the winter wind passing over the newly fallen snow, that the world has intention."  In his montage of images and the concrete particulars, Surge places things together to find their affinities, the way place is a text, a web, a tissuing together of particles and participles that make appearance

possible.  In the ratio of then and here we find memory tells us to ourselves, "We are the lost light of what's said, you say, taking another drag."  Surge unfolds in its eloquent insistences what it means to be here.

Nothing more than this? Nothing less. In "A-8," Zukofsky writes, "Come we to full points here; and are et ceteras nothing?" The et ceteras, as Cooperman and the serious, elegant lyrics of Surge tell us, are the place to begin. 

These are books that help us disclose what Stevens refers to as the "A B C of being" and yet Surge and 3 from Scissors are small books from small presses and are apt to go laregrly unnoticed.  They are, however, ambitious in their intensities and acute disclosures and require serious considered attention. 
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Outside of will and intention, these books make their way through the world as if it were possibility and not explanation. And that is no small thing.  In fact that may be the very thing that poetry's for.
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Gary G. Gach
ARTLESS ART: On Translation and 
Co-Translating Ko Un

We all become 

something 

else

TRANSLATION is, for me, a way of seeing, thus a practice, a path, an active principle embracing human possibility.  Expanding my horizons; of what I'd define as family, the family of humanity.

For me, translation is an aesthetic and a philosophy, like phenomenology or dada -- creation-as-transformation, America-as-a-translation), as well as a vital poetic craft.  

Having been translated into Greek, Czech, Italian and Arabic, my translators have been ideal readers. A translator's questions to an author often throws into relief what was unconscious in creation. Other times a translator's questions exhume structural problems left unresolved in the original.

It's also more fun  than, say, stamp collecting, as Rexroth explained to me.  The joy of finding a word that unlocks a gridlock of text is like getting a letter in the mail with a stamp which completes a page in an album.  Just yesterday, I pulled out a draft of one of Ko Un's poems, I'd already gone over a dozen times when it hit me, like a bolt out of the blue, right between the brows: unrotting could easily be imperishable and the rest of my questions all resolved around that.

I started translating in 1967 because there wasn't any English version available of poetry and essays of Rene Daumal. Translation as Do-It-Yourself. A decade later, I was invited to translate Chinese poetry  with C. H. Kwock, a seamless relationship enduring as I write.

True, I don't know 50,000 Chinese characters.  Like Arthur Waley, I can use a lexicon and have studied classical Chinese grammar.  
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Moreover, I've found Ipossess a proficiency in what Asia-hands call "polishing." To the degree that it advances a paraphrase to a translation, then I've been a co-translator, more recently, of the work of a marvelous Korean author, Ko Un.  Maybe it's just glorified editing; but then one of my mentors  is Pound (cf. the facsimile edition of The Wasteland, particularly the sections on Cathay, as well as, more directly, George Oppen.

[A paraphrase is a word-by-word translation, such as Confucius'  "new day day new."  A translation might be "Sing a new song unto the Lord."  A better translation -- by Pound:  "make it new." (Canto LII.)
Conveying the brevity and concision of the original.

Or translate the epigram which paraphrases, character-by-character, as "OPEN DOOR SEE MOUNTAIN." "He who hesitates is lost"?  Just do it.

Ideally, you don't notice it.  If it's good, you don't say, "This poem translates well" anymore than "This poem is nicely typeset." You notice it's a good poem; better, it transforms your world.

KO UN  first came across my radar screen as a complete fluke.  1995, I'd sent out a call over the Internet for submissions of poetry influenced by Buddhism for an anthology I was gathering,  [now What Book!?].  From the void of cyberspace a few dozen remarkable poems materialized on my monitor, like this:

RIPPLES

Look!  Do all the ripples move

because one ripple starts to move?

     No.

It's just that all the ripples move at once.

Everything's been askew from the start.


Enigmatic, in your face, deft, wry and slightly lunatic, like those riddles zen buddhists call "ko ans."  And the poet's name was Ko Un. (In Korea, 

   
An Online Magazine for the 21st Century
Page 50


PoetryBay.com, Summer 2000
"zen" is called "son," where it flourished for a century before migrating to Japan.)

The translations, by An Sonjae?Brother Anthony and Prof. Kim Young-moo, went down like a hot knife through butter.  Brother Anthony later asked me if I could recommend the manuscript to my publisher, and the result, Beyond Self sold 3,000 copies in the first month.

I'd combed through the whole ms., at his invitation, for minor tweakings.  "Pshaw!" (rather than, say "Ugh!") for example, reflected Brother Anthony's grounding in British poetry -- of Geoffrey Hill, R.S.Thomas, Seamus Heaney, and Jon Silkin (He was born in Cornwall and has lived in Korean 20 years, naturalized in 1994). But when he sent longer poems, and prose, I began to roll up my sleeves.      

As I'm learning, Korean can be a difficult language, such that at times Prof Kim, the native speaker, has had to consult Brother Anthony's initial English draft as an aid to figure out what the Korean means.  So, I begin as referee.  First, I look at diction, phrasing, and logical order of thought.  Once I had my paws on a page that I had marked up more three or four times, then I'd open it out to see if a variant reading might be possible.  Much querying back and forth over the Net and by post, between co-translators, and, ultimately, the poet, himself. The original remains the final arbiter, especially the tone and cadence. And the silences.

Ko Un and I spent some quality time together while he was a visiting professor at UC Berkeley last year.  Shoehorning his career into a paragraph or two is like trying to negotiate reunification of North and South Korea with plastic paperclips as diplomats. 

Nevertheless -- Ko Un (b. 1933, North Cholla Province, southwest Korea) became a Buddhist monk at 19, two years after the outbreak of the Korean War.  Following a period of dark nihilism, he was a leading spokesperson for artists and writers opposed to the dictatorial regimes of the '70s and '80s, for which he was jailed four times.

Imprisoned from '80-82,  (along with Kim Dae-jung, now President of South Korea),  
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following the brutal, tragic massacre of the Kwangju Democratic 

Movement, he conceived of an epic cycle, Ten Thousand Lives, to include every person he'd ever met.  Fifteen volumes published, an equal number remain to be seen in Korean. 

The publication in '98 of his 60-volume collected works may be a premature inventory. Ko Un himself does not know how many volumes he has published, but guesses about 120. Prof. Kim notes, "He's simply pouring out, doesn't care about style, and rarely revises. While other Korean poems are far too aesthetic or designed to be looked at, Ko Un's poems are widely read and recited."

Here's a typical example, in English, with which we began: 

SONG

The wind blows

solitary.

You are grass.

You are a tree.

The wind blows some more.

The twilight sea

crashes on the shore.

We all become

something

His poetry's return to his Buddhist roots is utterly and refreshingly nondogmatic, more akin to the universality of most all native spiritualities:
CLAY

Winter's coldest days have come

and gone.  Spring is already near.

The last snow lies wretched in the ditches.

If you are human, human

or animal, surely you're a child of clay.

Listen hard.

Hear the drumbeats in the clay?
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At least once a month, you should lie

on the ground and listen hard.

Hear your grandfather ringing like a bell

inside the clay?
Could Clay bear a message about reunification?  How could it not!  It's all intimately bound up with the intertwined attentions of poetry, meditation, and activism. When he was in America, Ko Un stated:

Reunification is our destiny.  It's beyond theories.  But when reunified,

our lives are likely to be trouble-ridden since the vast differences

between the North and South will come to a head.  So we need to make

sufficient preparations so that refunification emerges in the renewing

process of history.
So the work of preparation for such passage, translation, is implicit in his life, inherent in his poetry.

DRAWING MAPS

I was drawing maps again today.  I drew

the North Sea between England and Norway

and the shores of the Gulf of Pohai in the east.

Then I tore up all my maps.  This was

not it, I felt. This

just wasn't it.  The wind

spoke at just the right moment,

knocking at my window.  "Poor

little guy, you should draw a new world,

not the contemporary, everyday one."  Not only

wind, but wind and rain spoke

together, knocking at my window.  Trying to ignore

my growling stomach, I began

drawing maps again.

Not like before,

but tomorrow's maps,

with no America ... or Asia ...

For the inaugural launch of an international magazine, such a map might be an apt terminus, for now.

Translations in progress by Ko Un herein are from a forthcoming selection of poems The Eyes of Sailors' Wives.  Works in English by Ko Un (b.1933) include The Sound of My Waves -- Selected Poems  1960-1986 (Cornell East Asia Series, 1993) and Beyond Self -- 108 
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Korean Zen Poems (Parallax Press, 1997).  Brother Anthony of Taize is Professor at Sogang University, teaching  Emedieval and Renaissance English literature and culture.  Professor Prof. Kim Young-moo, Seoul National University, is a well-known in Korea as a literary critic and has published two volumes of his own poetry.  Together they have co-translated and published poems by Ch'on Sang-Pyong, Kim Kwang-kyu, So Chong-Ju, Shin Kyong-Nim, as well as a 

gathering of poems by Kim Su-Young, Shin Kyong-Nim, and Lee Si-Young.  Gary Gach is most recently editor of What Book!? -- Buddha Poems from Beat to Hiphop (American Book Award, 1999).  Celestial Arts will publish his next book of poems, tentatively entitled Black Snow.
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