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Tori Spelling’s Marc Jacobs Khaki Cargo Jacket/Camping
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $32.00
 $12.00 2d 22h 09m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Damsel Stretch Jersey Gaucho Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 22h 13m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Carolina K. Red Jersey Tiered Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 22h 17m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Jenny Han Peasant Dress W/Beaded Detail
   This seller accepts PayPal  10 $43.00
 $12.00 2d 22h 20m  
  
Tori Spelling’s Margaret Loves Feta Dyed Peasant Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  3 $29.00
 $9.05 2d 22h 24m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Ya-Ya Beaded Paisley Cream & Gold Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $27.00
 $12.00 2d 22h 29m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Yellow Peasant Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 22h 32m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Roxy Eyelet/Embroidered Peasant Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 22h 35m  
   
Tori Spelling’s T-Bags Jersey Tube Dress W/Stripe Waist
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $34.99
 $13.00 2d 22h 37m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Aqua Eyelet Pleated Pink Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 22h 44m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Denim Pleated Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 22h 47m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Alice Roi Brown Lace Tunic W/Sash
   This seller accepts PayPal  6 $75.00
 $13.00 2d 22h 49m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Vintage St. Laurent Rive Gauche Tunic
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $49.99
 $14.90 2d 22h 54m  

Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Lt Blue Peasant Linen Top
   This seller accepts PayPal  5 $31.00
 $8.05 2d 21h 23m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Prada Black Lace Cocktail Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $499.99
 $15.90 2d 21h 27m  
    
Tori Spelling’s Vint. Best Co. NY Black Spanish Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  5 $52.99
 $16.80 2d 21h 32m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Cotton Ruffle Camisole
   This seller accepts PayPal  9 $60.00
 $9.05 2d 21h 35m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Pink Linen Sun Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  3 $31.00
 $9.05 2d 21h 42m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture White Linen Sun Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  3 $31.00
 $12.00 2d 21h 42m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Eberjey Swim Sleeved Cover-Up Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  6 $31.00
 $13.00 2d 21h 48m  
 
Tori Spelling’s Corey Lynn Calter Rainbow Sundress
   This seller accepts PayPal  5 $82.00
 $12.00 2d 21h 48m  
   
Tori Spelling’s T-Bags Tube Sun Dress W/Pleated Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 21h 51m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Leisure Khaki Striped Capri Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 21h 55m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Joie Pink Embroidered Tunic W/Sash NWT
   This seller accepts PayPal  6 $35.00
 $12.00 2d 21h 57m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Zara Woman Pink Linen Weave Fray Jacket
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $27.00
 $13.00 2d 22h 01m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Green/White Tennis Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $9.05 2d 22h 05m  
   

Tori Spelling’s Marc Jacobs Khaki Cargo Jacket/Camping
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $32.00
 $12.00 2d 22h 09m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Damsel Stretch Jersey Gaucho Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 22h 13m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Carolina K. Red Jersey Tiered Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 22h 17m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Jenny Han Peasant Dress W/Beaded Detail
   This seller accepts PayPal  10 $43.00
 $12.00 2d 22h 20m  
  
Tori Spelling’s Margaret Loves Feta Dyed Peasant Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  3 $29.00
 $9.05 2d 22h 24m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Ya-Ya Beaded Paisley Cream & Gold Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $27.00
 $12.00 2d 22h 29m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Yellow Peasant Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 22h 32m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Roxy Eyelet/Embroidered Peasant Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 22h 35m  
   
Tori Spelling’s T-Bags Jersey Tube Dress W/Stripe Waist
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $34.99
 $13.00 2d 22h 37m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Aqua Eyelet Pleated Pink Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 22h 44m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Denim Pleated Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 22h 47m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Alice Roi Brown Lace Tunic W/Sash
   This seller accepts PayPal  6 $75.00
 $13.00 2d 22h 49m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Vintage St. Laurent Rive Gauche Tunic
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $49.99
 $14.90 2d 22h 54m  

Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Lt Blue Peasant Linen Top
   This seller accepts PayPal  5 $31.00
 $8.05 2d 21h 23m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Prada Black Lace Cocktail Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $499.99
 $15.90 2d 21h 27m  
    
Tori Spelling’s Vint. Best Co. NY Black Spanish Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  5 $52.99
 $16.80 2d 21h 32m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Cotton Ruffle Camisole
   This seller accepts PayPal  9 $60.00
 $9.05 2d 21h 35m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Pink Linen Sun Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  3 $31.00
 $9.05 2d 21h 42m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture White Linen Sun Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  3 $31.00
 $12.00 2d 21h 42m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Eberjey Swim Sleeved Cover-Up Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  6 $31.00
 $13.00 2d 21h 48m  
 
Tori Spelling’s Corey Lynn Calter Rainbow Sundress
   This seller accepts PayPal  5 $82.00
 $12.00 2d 21h 48m  
   
Tori Spelling’s T-Bags Tube Sun Dress W/Pleated Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 21h 51m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Leisure Khaki Striped Capri Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 21h 55m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Joie Pink Embroidered Tunic W/Sash NWT
   This seller accepts PayPal  6 $35.00
 $12.00 2d 21h 57m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Zara Woman Pink Linen Weave Fray Jacket
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $27.00
 $13.00 2d 22h 01m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Green/White Tennis Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $9.05 2d 22h 05m  
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Tori Spelling’s Tracy Reese Woven Blazer W/Beaded Trim
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $14.90 3d 21h 36m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Miu Miu Eyelet Strapless Peasant Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  6 $50.00
 $17.80 3d 21h 41m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Jon Guil Neiman Marcus Sateen Lingerie
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $65.85 3d 21h 45m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Rebecca Taylor Stone Skirt W/Lace Trim
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $26.00
 $9.05 3d 21h 47m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Alicia Lawhon Flare Panel/Striped Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $9.05 3d 21h 51m  
 
Tori Spelling’s Corey Lynn Calter Pink Striped Tube Top
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 3d 21h 54m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Ernsdorf Jersey Diagonal Striped Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 21h 57m  
   
Tori Spelling’s William B Denim/Jean Flare Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 3d 22h 00m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Lizzy & Johnny Lucero Lace Slip Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  3 $31.00
 $12.00 3d 22h 05m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Shoshanna Linen/Crochet Peasant Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  3 $27.00
 $12.00 3d 22h 07m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Saja Black Sequined Cape Short Jacket
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 3d 22h 11m  

Tori Spelling’s Single Silk Paisley Beaded Detail Top
   This seller accepts PayPal  4 $31.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 12m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Love From Ya Ya Stretch Jersey Sundress
   This seller accepts PayPal  3 $36.00
 $12.00 3d 22h 13m  

 Tori Spelling’s Vintage Oscar De La Renta Beaded Gown
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $249.99
 $18.95 2d 22h 58m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Lure Tunic Dress/Crochet Lace/Wood Bead
   This seller accepts PayPal  6 $36.00
 $12.00 2d 23h 01m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Lure Peasant Dress/Crocheted Lace/Beads
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 23h 04m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Milly N.Y. Tweed Blazer/Mother of Pearl
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 2d 23h 07m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Jersey Diagonal Striped Pink Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 23h 14m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Ella Moss Jersey Turquoise Sundress
   This seller accepts PayPal  6 $33.00
 $12.00 3d 21h 17m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Rubber Ducky Orange Chiffon Halter Top
   This seller accepts PayPal  4 $30.49
 $9.05 3d 21h 23m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Please By Kabian Top & Silk Skirt Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $14.90 3d 21h 24m  
   
Tori Spelling’s C&C California Long Yellow Tank Top
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 3d 21h 27m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Please By Kabian Top & Silk Skirt Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $14.90 3d 21h 29m  
   
Tori Spelling’s William Reid Embroidered Linen Blazer
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $13.90 3d 21h 32m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Generra Long Ruffle-Edge Tank Top Black
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 3d 21h 33m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Cresciente Raw Edge Side Button Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 21h 35m  

Tori Spelling’s Tracy Reese Woven Blazer W/Beaded Trim
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $14.90 3d 21h 36m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Miu Miu Eyelet Strapless Peasant Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  6 $50.00
 $17.80 3d 21h 41m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Jon Guil Neiman Marcus Sateen Lingerie
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $65.85 3d 21h 45m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Rebecca Taylor Stone Skirt W/Lace Trim
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $26.00
 $9.05 3d 21h 47m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Alicia Lawhon Flare Panel/Striped Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $9.05 3d 21h 51m  
 
Tori Spelling’s Corey Lynn Calter Pink Striped Tube Top
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 3d 21h 54m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Ernsdorf Jersey Diagonal Striped Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 21h 57m  
   
Tori Spelling’s William B Denim/Jean Flare Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 3d 22h 00m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Lizzy & Johnny Lucero Lace Slip Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  3 $31.00
 $12.00 3d 22h 05m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Shoshanna Linen/Crochet Peasant Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  3 $27.00
 $12.00 3d 22h 07m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Saja Black Sequined Cape Short Jacket
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 3d 22h 11m  

Tori Spelling’s Single Silk Paisley Beaded Detail Top
   This seller accepts PayPal  4 $31.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 12m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Love From Ya Ya Stretch Jersey Sundress
   This seller accepts PayPal  3 $36.00
 $12.00 3d 22h 13m  

 Tori Spelling’s Vintage Oscar De La Renta Beaded Gown
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $249.99
 $18.95 2d 22h 58m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Lure Tunic Dress/Crochet Lace/Wood Bead
   This seller accepts PayPal  6 $36.00
 $12.00 2d 23h 01m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Lure Peasant Dress/Crocheted Lace/Beads
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 23h 04m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Milly N.Y. Tweed Blazer/Mother of Pearl
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 2d 23h 07m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Jersey Diagonal Striped Pink Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 2d 23h 14m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Ella Moss Jersey Turquoise Sundress
   This seller accepts PayPal  6 $33.00
 $12.00 3d 21h 17m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Rubber Ducky Orange Chiffon Halter Top
   This seller accepts PayPal  4 $30.49
 $9.05 3d 21h 23m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Please By Kabian Top & Silk Skirt Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $14.90 3d 21h 24m  
   
Tori Spelling’s C&C California Long Yellow Tank Top
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 3d 21h 27m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Please By Kabian Top & Silk Skirt Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $14.90 3d 21h 29m  
   
Tori Spelling’s William Reid Embroidered Linen Blazer
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $13.90 3d 21h 32m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Generra Long Ruffle-Edge Tank Top Black
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 3d 21h 33m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Cresciente Raw Edge Side Button Skirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 21h 35m  
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 Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Pink Corduroy Jeans/Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 4d 21h 25m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Corduroy Jeans/Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 21h 29m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Bell Silk Woven Blazer W/ Rose Belt
   This seller accepts PayPal  3 $31.00
 $14.90 4d 21h 31m  
   
Tori Spelling’s 12th Street By Cynthia Vincent Jacket
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $13.00 4d 21h 35m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Tracy Faith Smocked Floral Sun Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  8 $40.00
 $12.00 4d 21h 42m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Vertigo Poncho W/Bronze Coin Fringe
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 21h 47m  
  
Tori Spelling’s Sonia Vassi Knitted Multicolored Poncho
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 21h 52m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Tora Olive Green Wool Poncho
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $25.49
 $13.90 4d 21h 55m  
   
Tori Spelling’s C&C California Long Sleeve Green Tee
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 4d 21h 58m  
   
Tori Spelling’s C&C California Long Sleeve Wine Tee
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 01m  
   
Tori Spelling’s C&C California Long Sleeve Wine Tee
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 04m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Camp Beverly Hills Chenille Poncho
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $13.90 4d 22h 07m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Tracy Feith Silk Poncho W/Bead Fringe
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $49.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 12m  

 Tori Spelling’s Jaded by Knight Embroidered Blazer
   This seller accepts PayPal  8 $56.00
 $14.90 3d 22h 16m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Frankie B Dusty Blue Velour Hoodie
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 18m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Diane Medak Uneven Hemline Jersey Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 19m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Camp Beverly Hills Sweatshirt Poncho
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 21m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Vanessa Bruno Antique White Lace Tank
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 23m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Ella Moss Embroidered Tank W/Beads
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 26m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Lemon Lace Peasant Skirt W/Floral Print
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 29m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Saint Grace Stretch Jersey Gaucho Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 33m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Corduroy Maroon Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 36m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Levi’s Corduroy Pants/Custom Altered
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $9.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 40m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Corduroy Black Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 41m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Purple Velvet Pants NWT
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 44m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Corduroy Jeans/Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 21h 22m  

 Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Pink Corduroy Jeans/Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 4d 21h 25m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Corduroy Jeans/Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 21h 29m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Bell Silk Woven Blazer W/ Rose Belt
   This seller accepts PayPal  3 $31.00
 $14.90 4d 21h 31m  
   
Tori Spelling’s 12th Street By Cynthia Vincent Jacket
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $13.00 4d 21h 35m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Tracy Faith Smocked Floral Sun Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  8 $40.00
 $12.00 4d 21h 42m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Vertigo Poncho W/Bronze Coin Fringe
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 21h 47m  
  
Tori Spelling’s Sonia Vassi Knitted Multicolored Poncho
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 21h 52m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Tora Olive Green Wool Poncho
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $25.49
 $13.90 4d 21h 55m  
   
Tori Spelling’s C&C California Long Sleeve Green Tee
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 4d 21h 58m  
   
Tori Spelling’s C&C California Long Sleeve Wine Tee
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 01m  
   
Tori Spelling’s C&C California Long Sleeve Wine Tee
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 04m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Camp Beverly Hills Chenille Poncho
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $13.90 4d 22h 07m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Tracy Feith Silk Poncho W/Bead Fringe
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $49.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 12m  

 Tori Spelling’s Jaded by Knight Embroidered Blazer
   This seller accepts PayPal  8 $56.00
 $14.90 3d 22h 16m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Frankie B Dusty Blue Velour Hoodie
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 18m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Diane Medak Uneven Hemline Jersey Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 19m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Camp Beverly Hills Sweatshirt Poncho
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 21m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Vanessa Bruno Antique White Lace Tank
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 23m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Ella Moss Embroidered Tank W/Beads
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 26m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Lemon Lace Peasant Skirt W/Floral Print
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 29m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Saint Grace Stretch Jersey Gaucho Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 33m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Corduroy Maroon Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 36m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Levi’s Corduroy Pants/Custom Altered
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $9.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 40m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Corduroy Black Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 41m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Purple Velvet Pants NWT
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 3d 22h 44m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Corduroy Jeans/Pants
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 21h 22m  
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Tori Spelling’s Antique White Sheer Lace Pleated Top
   This seller accepts PayPal  4 $32.00
 $12.00 4d 22h 44m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Ella Moss Embroidered Tank W/ Bead Ties
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $26.00
 $12.00 4d 22h 46m  
   
Tori Spelling’s BeBe Knitted Watermelon Tie Sweater
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 5d 21h 23m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Ella Moss Pink Jersey Diamond Camisole
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 5d 21h 25m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Lure Pink Jersey Boat Neck Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 5d 21h 28m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Baby Phat Blue Denim Jeans NEW W/ TAGS
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $13.90 5d 21h 31m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Ella Moss Green Asian Embroidered Shirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 5d 21h 35m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Joy Stick Jacket/Warner Bros./Tweety
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 5d 21h 40m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Marigot Turquoise Ruffle Sleeve T-Shirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 5d 21h 43m  

Tori Spelling’s Purple Arrow Ruffle Sleeve T-Shirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 5d 21h 45m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Laurel M. Blue Terry Track Jacket
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 5d 21h 49m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Camp Beverly Hills Black Hoodie Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  8 $45.00
 $12.00 5d 21h 53m  
   
Tori Spelling’s C&C California Lavender Tank Top Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 5d 21h 56m  

 Tori Spelling’s Knitted Turquoise Shawl W/Knotted Tie
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 15m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Lauren June Blue V-Neck Wool Sweater XS
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $28.00
 $12.00 4d 22h 18m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Rebecca Taylor Black Peasant Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 21m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Petro Zillia Pink Floral Silk Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 4d 22h 22m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Brown Cashmere Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 25m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture White Terry Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 25m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Blue Linen Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 28m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Hot Pink Eyelet Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 30m  
   
Tori Spelling’s M5 Teal Jersey Stretch Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 32m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Lux Black Jersey Stretch Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 35m  
   
Tori Spelling’s North Face Black Skiing Jacket/Camping
   This seller accepts PayPal  11 $73.00
 $16.80 4d 22h 37m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Heart Moon & Star Black Camisole W/ Bow
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 4d 22h 40m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Free People Purple/Pink/Blue Floral Top
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 41m  
   

Tori Spelling’s Antique White Sheer Lace Pleated Top
   This seller accepts PayPal  4 $32.00
 $12.00 4d 22h 44m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Ella Moss Embroidered Tank W/ Bead Ties
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $26.00
 $12.00 4d 22h 46m  
   
Tori Spelling’s BeBe Knitted Watermelon Tie Sweater
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 5d 21h 23m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Ella Moss Pink Jersey Diamond Camisole
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 5d 21h 25m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Lure Pink Jersey Boat Neck Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 5d 21h 28m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Baby Phat Blue Denim Jeans NEW W/ TAGS
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $13.90 5d 21h 31m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Ella Moss Green Asian Embroidered Shirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 5d 21h 35m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Joy Stick Jacket/Warner Bros./Tweety
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 5d 21h 40m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Marigot Turquoise Ruffle Sleeve T-Shirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 5d 21h 43m  

Tori Spelling’s Purple Arrow Ruffle Sleeve T-Shirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 5d 21h 45m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Laurel M. Blue Terry Track Jacket
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 5d 21h 49m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Camp Beverly Hills Black Hoodie Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  8 $45.00
 $12.00 5d 21h 53m  
   
Tori Spelling’s C&C California Lavender Tank Top Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 5d 21h 56m  

 Tori Spelling’s Knitted Turquoise Shawl W/Knotted Tie
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 15m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Lauren June Blue V-Neck Wool Sweater XS
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $28.00
 $12.00 4d 22h 18m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Rebecca Taylor Black Peasant Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 21m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Petro Zillia Pink Floral Silk Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 4d 22h 22m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Brown Cashmere Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 25m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture White Terry Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 25m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Blue Linen Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 28m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Hot Pink Eyelet Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 30m  
   
Tori Spelling’s M5 Teal Jersey Stretch Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 32m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Lux Black Jersey Stretch Miniskirt
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 35m  
   
Tori Spelling’s North Face Black Skiing Jacket/Camping
   This seller accepts PayPal  11 $73.00
 $16.80 4d 22h 37m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Heart Moon & Star Black Camisole W/ Bow
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $9.05 4d 22h 40m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Free People Purple/Pink/Blue Floral Top
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 4d 22h 41m  
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Tori Spelling’s Lux Blue Floral Print Smocked Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $26.00
 $12.00 5d 21h 59m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Ernsdorf Red Striped Ruffle Front Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 5d 22h 02m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Sweetees Yellow Jersey Strapless Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 5d 22h 05m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Tracy Reese Lace Peach Jacket/Blazer
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $49.99
 $14.90 5d 22h 10m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Primp Large Weave/ Tweed Crop Jacket
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $13.90 5d 22h 12m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Heart Moon Star Double Button Blazer
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 5d 22h 15m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Marc Jacobs Head Shake Jean Jacket
   This seller accepts PayPal  2 $26.00
 $13.90 5d 22h 18m  

Camille PB

 Tori Spelling’s Earl Jeans Western Pocket Jean Jacket
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 5d 22h 23m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Juicy Couture Velour Smocked Tube Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $12.00 5d 22h 25m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Frankie B. Striped Terry Tube Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $12.00 5d 22h 27m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Marc Jacobs Single Button Jean Jacket
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $24.99
 $14.90 5d 22h 31m  
  
Tori Spelling’s Marc Jacobs Denim Blazer/Jean Jacket
   This seller accepts PayPal  1 $24.99
 $13.00 5d 22h 36m  
   
Tori Spelling’s Corey Lynn Calter Cameo Cocktail Dress
   This seller accepts PayPal  - $199.99
 $16.80 5d 22h 45m  
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MERCURY VECTOR ONE

Damaris and Clair public relators
preparing for the crisis management seminar
are unable to control       
the information they are given          

                                                mercury cursor
   trying to get away from itself

“try to click when it is on something 
                          useful! it’s on crack!”
     says Damaris
to Clair       who is also
    called Lucy.   Lucy is
  
 all the way black and Clair is 
all the way white, they are
 the same person.
(A crack along the line btw
  Clair and Lucy is public 
lair, loose Lair       where piles of weather
are licked.)    
 
Damn clicks on the cingular 
square-moving orange person—like a
standard MAN-symbol 

has head detached        can’t CING through that

   sings a song from the middle
of the x      

in a human the arms and legs
don’t cross at center
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in the cingular figure
the engine heart is
missing     but not the action
when the xinger cings xings

moving square/rooted in the server

*  *
*  *

Crisis management women   working for                            
Proctor [sic] & Gamble          
who watch over our exams 
                     

working for Cingular flying to
the mercury disposal site

inside an enormous airfilled sac of mercury.

Their plane doesn’t have to look like
a real plane, it can be an existence-plane.     

The mercury cursers in their portables
 repelled by the sac in their likeness
try to fidget free 

which motion
powers the plane

silver uterine delivery servix 
crankshaft hooks up to the cerver.
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hydragyrum       watery or liquid silver
heavy

transition metal

obtained by reduction from the mineral
cinnabar

once used in the amalgamation
process of refining gold and silver ores

still used by garimpeiros of the Amazon basin

gaseous mercury in some neon signs
and fluorescent lamps

Calder built a mercury fountain
it’s in Barcelona

sabotaged German planes—mercury paste
applied to bare    aluminum causing

metal to corrode.  caused
mysterious structural failures

Islamic Spain used mercury for filling decorative pools

Made hatters mad (felting process) (process feeling) made haters

or found in hot springs/ volcanic regions (rocks of
high density forced to crust of earth

HgS + O2 � Hg + SO2

heating cinnabar in a current of air and
condensing the vapor

mercury is not allowed aboard aircraft!

is the fastest planet.

Firework: “Serpents in the Grass”

Structure: rhombohedral (crystal structure)
rhomboid (cube-like)

(not orthogonal,
that is, vectors do not need to

be at right angles to one another)
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*  *
*  *

To get out 
they climb into the
    crack in Lucy/Clair.

               LucyClair

      \ /
      / \
                          Lye Air cc:

   —“scrubclear air carbon copy:” or “harsh air also going to:”
              gone into the crack,

                          turned inside out

she addresses them in low-cut
  intestine dress 

             at the crisis management event

in another plane   CASINO-PLANE,     
          
  all the men and women around the craps table, I   
thought it was a boardroom table
but of course they are gambling.

Present: Proctor, gambling, Cingular executors, Damneris, 
LucyClair/Lair 

is dressed perfectly
 in her crap dress.
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Now one of the crap they are throwing:

  “They won’t buy a green phone”

      (means an expensive cell phone
         with no mercury in it)

    Damn says “1/5 of you colorblind

(1/5 of men are colorblind)

“will look at that green phone and
      see a blood phone

“sell it as a blood phone and they
will
the colorblind men

“buy a green phone”

It is good then to be colorblind?
 

 Here we have a suggestion

 that colorblind people
     want violence, will pay for violence.

 Well they will, everyone does.

  The lair will now have her period.

Damn says “use the urge for blood

to pay for green phone”
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*  * 
*  *

In another room, the Proctor sings
   a song           a jingle.    Maybe 
        he sings a commercial
   jungle

 I am breathing in
 The takers of this test
 They have forty minutes
 Nothing here but creepers 
 Creeping on the creepers
 No roots or sky
 A tumble jungle
 Winding on its vines
 Birds in nests
 And monkeys in cartoons

Lair:  My address is moving
           Peristalsis

Proctor cont.:

 Collecting the papers
 On this Jungle
 The song of the attendant
 Who passed out pencils

Are you done Proctor?
The Proctor is a representative
     of absent authority

*  * 
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 They—store collapse

 Fly into the regibee

 They stove/stone collapse

 The jungle flew on

 satellite tracked

*  *
*  *

“Will it work as a commercial jungle?
  will it persuade people of aught?

“is it a catchy jungle?”

“Maybe they will mute it, and not buy
        anything.”

 “Oh I love the jungle
It’s where the medicine comes from” 

*  *
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It’s not unusual to be loved by anyone.
You cannot get my time in a flood of anyone.
When I push your eyes with my thumbs
       the blood it comes.    I saw it in a zombie flick
 da da, da da da da da
I cannot blame you all fuh-ore
     be-he-hinge alive.
It’s not unusual—   any jungle

gets smaller and smaller, it’s a 

Rattlecage     hanging On a leather

String from my ceiling—  What’s that?

It was a jungle.      O my god,

I’ve never seen one of those before. 
  May I touch it?    Sure, sure
it’s mine
What’s mine is yours
when you’re staying in my house.

Catherine Wagner
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3 poems from MIRTH (Chax Press, 2006) 
<http://www.chax.org/poets/russo.htm>

“His Ideological”

      Let’s kick out 
         his ideological 
        video image

                                        the weather prediction 
                                            comes back negative

                  the nouveau riche returning to India

           the senate drafts his ideological exclusion provision

     we’re back to the bottle full throttle
    we’ve made up with our minds against
         we’ve learned crafts we’ve earned independence of pieces of minds
                 we’re earsplugged 
             we’ve rates of transmission

                            we honest gropers need spastic plastic digits 

             else what you want
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“Wiggles Plus Moans”

She is wiggles plus moans [or means]

in an apiary plot 
[or topiary]

               to defeat terrorists through urban renewal

        surplus statisticus
                & spell-binding beautification

unlearning football will be our downfall
oh, that makes me bellow, fellows

whose cheeks are fresh
whose minds are fresh
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India Day Theme Song

this leisurely pace, the quiet room is killing me

                       remind me, again, where I am

                                     democracy’s kitchen souped-up with lobbyist sit-ins

                                                              Take only one – only 
                                                              under pressure can I, dear, be me

        Go ahead, I’ll pay for dinner, mix and sweeten in post-production,
                         I’ll admire my shell in the pharmaceutical gleam in your eye.

Not knowing what I’m looking for I can’t explain. 
            I can’t feel my sentence. 

             Let’s share technology while I establish safeguards and show the world they don’t 
understand – the people just have to understand! You just have to understand! 

                  Pride is the fearless financing of crimes: 

                                    Carbomb in Carachi – that’s catchy.
 
                          Seeking inspiration in other’s books, we benefit. 

                                        Indira day or Sandra Day. India needs more energy.

 

Linda Russo
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Scene       from Mallarmé

The Nurse — Hérodiade

N

You’re alive! or is it the shadow of a princess I see here?
To my lips with your fingers and their rings and stop
walking in an unknown age…

H

       Get back.
The blond torrent of my spotless hair
when it bathes my solitary body freezes it
with horror, and each hair, wound up in light
is immortal.  Old woman, a kiss would kill me
if beauty were not death…
                                 By what lure
am I drawn and what prophet-forsaken morning
pours its sad feasts on the dying distances —
do I know?  You have seen me, winter nurse,
enter the heavy prison of stones and iron
where the wildcat centuries of my old lions drag
and I walked, fated, my hands unharmed,
in the desert perfume of these ancient kings:
but have you already seen what frightened me?
I halt, dreaming of exiles, and unpeel,
as if by a pool whose fountain welcomes me,
the pale lilies that are in me, while loving
to follow with their eyes the languid fragments 
falling in silence through my reverie,
the lions, sweeping away my lazy robe,
look at my feet which would have calmed the sea.
Calm the shivering of your senile flesh:
come while my hair adopts the savage
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style which reminds you of your fear of manes,
and help me, since you dare not look at me,
to comb myself nonchalantly in a mirror.

N

If not gay myrrh in sealed bottles, my child,
would you like to try the funereal 
virtues of essence stolen from the old age
of roses?

H

      Less of these perfumes!  Do you not know
I hate them, nurse, and would you have me feel
their drunkenness drown my languishing head?
I want my hairs, which are not flowers,
to spill forgetfulness on human sorrows,
but gold, forever virgin of aromatics,
in its cruel glint and its matt pallor,
to maintain the sterile coldness of metal,
having reflected you, jewels of the natal wall,
armour and vases since my solitary childhood.

N

Pardon!  Age had erased your prohibition, queen,
from my mind, faded like an old book or black…

H

Enough! Hold this mirror before me.
                Mirror!
cold water frozen in your frame by boredom,
how many times, and for hours, bedraggled
by dreams and searching my memories which are
like leaves in the deepest hole under your ice,
I have appeared to myself in you as a distant shadow,
but, horror! some evenings, in your frigid fountain,
I have known the nudity of my scattered dream!

Nurse, am I beautiful?
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N
                A star, truly,
but this curl is falling…

H

       Arrest your crime
that chills my blood back to its source, and kill
this gesture, great impiety: ah! tell me
what certain demon cast you in this sinister mood,
this kiss, these perfumed offerings, and, will I say it?
O my heart, this still sacrilegious hand,
for I believe you wanted to touch me, make a day
which will not end without misfortune over the tower…
O day Hérodiade looks upon with dread!

N

Strange times, indeed, and heaven protect you from them!
You wander, a solo shadow and new Fury,
watching your own precocity with terror;
but always adorable as an immortal,
my child, and horribly beautiful and such
as…

H

         But were you not going to touch me?

N

                  …I would love
to be the one for whom destiny keeps your secrets.

H

Oh, shut up!

N

                       Will he come one day?
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H

        Pure stars,
do not listen!

N

  How, except among shadowy
terrors, to imagine one still more implacable
and for supplicant the god who awaits
the treasure of your grace!  For whom, eaten up
by anguish, do you keep the unknown splendour
and empty mystery of your being?

H

              For me.

N

Sad flower that grows alone and has no other emotion
than its shadow on the water seen listlessly.

H

Go, stick your pity with your irony.

N

Explain, though: oh! no, naïve child,
one day this triumphant disdain will fade.

H

But who would touch me?  I am respected by lions.
Besides, I want nothing human, and, if you see me
sculpted, with eyes lost in paradise,
it is when I remember your milk I drank long ago.
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N

Lamentable victim offered to her destiny!

H

Yes, it’s for me — for me — that I flower, deserted!
You know it, amethyst gardens, buried
endlessly in dazzling wise gulfs,
unknown golds, hiding their antique light
under the sombre sleep of a primal earth,
you, stones from which my eyes’ pure jewels
borrowed melodious brilliance, and you
metals that give to my young hair
a fatal splendour and its massive impetus!
As for you, woman born in malignant centuries
for the evil of sibylline caves,
who speak of a mortal! You say, from the calices
of my robes, aroma of fierce delights,
the white shiver of my nudity will exit,
prophecy that if the summer’s lukewarm azure
before which woman naturally undresses,
sees me in my trembling starlike modesty,
I will die!
     I love the horror of being virgin and I want
to live inside the fear my hair causes me
so that, at evening, withdrawn on my couch, inviolate
reptile, I might feel in my unused flesh
the cold scintillation of your pale brilliance
you who die, you who burn with chastity,
white night of icicles and cruel snow!
And your solitary sister, o my eternal sister,
my dream will rise towards you: already so,
rare clarity of a heart that dreamt it,
I think I am alone in my monotonous homeland
while all around me live in the idolatry
of a mirror reflecting in its sleeping calm
Hérodiade of the clear diamond glance…
O final charm, yes! I feel it, I am alone.
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N

Madame, will you then die?

H

               No, poor grandmother,
be calm, and as you leave, pardon this hard heart,
but before, if you will, close the shutters: the seraphic
azure smiles in the deep window-panes,
and I hate the beautiful azure!
                 The waves
rock and, far away, do you not know a country
where the sinister sky has the hated glance
of Venus, at evening, burning in the foliage:
I would go there.
       Light for me again, childish
you call me, the torches whose molten wax
weeps strange tears over the useless gold
and…

N

            Now?

H

   Farewell.
    O naked flower of my lips,
you lie.
   I wait for an unknown thing
or perhaps, not knowing the mystery and your cries,
you emit the supreme, bruised weeping
of a childhood sensing among dreams
its frozen gemstones breaking off at last.

Peter Manson
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Petrarch.1

The insignificant details of a younger man’s parts

Have ramped the stops & called the cold off

The cows forgotten algebra cakes sorrow

Ben Vegetables wakes up with a horse’s head

But fears crowds    his limpid eyeballs   attachment

Towards other

Channels on a big dish   & my raving    at the absent

Feminine portal reasons   that even reason doesn’t use

No longer      forlorn

Secure in the knowledge  of center partings   in June 

So that the pen wipes        for        miles

That the ends of the songs   stay apart  from whatever

& repentance & clear knowledge    pleases        Dream

in the world      after all      is a messy brief
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Petrarch.2

in the meat packing industry

meat packers hearts harden

forever against life

in the Colliers Wood valley

woodsmen no longer

work nor succour’s rabbit

punch punches celibate spring nuts

the final word is an urge

to eat Polish   waiter  

I thought there was marriage

at the top of the mountain

but there is cabbage

hallelujah  now I speak as a rabbit

I wish     to order    but cannot
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Petrarch.3

Love of the welfare state

Did not prepare me for its or my own extinction

All the I’s    in one book

Did not read the road map right at the fork

A cowboy’s life does not extend much

Beyond rimming & riding

Like an arrow does    through the eyes

To the millions of past lives

It must have taken    to commute

Body fat into amorousness

One day on a rock in Lerici

I saw a woman  etc  her passport & her chair

3 fingers’ width away   from the stars

Light    their fierce scrutiny & Italian cars
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Petrarch.4

Studying in Montpellier

High on dog latin & pot

Like Paul Blackburn   & strangely   unlike Paul Blackburn

I was walking by Bon Marche

Kill A Queer For Christ Sunday bumper stickers

From    the molecules that fill the skin

The joy of sex only  equals La Vita Nuova

Among educated Marxists

Between Avignon & Vaucluse 

Even Wittgenstein could not

Understand it        While peeing

A great clap of thunder

The secret     overturned by a village girls 

Like boullabaise     is always in the soup  
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Petrarch.5

What Robert 

Graves didn’t know about women he called The White Goddess

He made up     

dreams    and went barefoot   in the spring mud

the Laura of this

who never really left Great Malvern

waves in the light

whenever anyone calls you

beneath 

the solar onions 

of love

the cowboy went on to say

A woman is a woman

But you can do things with wood
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Petrarch.6

Making love in another man’s

Autobiography   is always better   in real life

Worthy of a lover have I

Been loved    for what under    what light?

Orange constellations

Constellate   upon the 

Orcadian    water

What does it mean    to be loved

On this Earth?  

You have to ask

The coarser

Invective genres

Highlight    the penetration

!Viva Zapatos!
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Petrarch.7

As bequeter means to peck or to pick up crumbs in France

So do lazy men on Tooting Broadway

Conquered by custom & almost ceasing to function

Lie on the iron sign pointing towards Amen Corner

The same struggle of Mind     to reach the Thing

By which human rife

By which I mean

Massive blunts made me      a philosopher

Gardening with a handful of seeds

& a book of J.C.

As a roadmap

I have no choice   to do this

Only because I have no choices     Laura

All I do  All I do-be-do   I do for you  
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Petrarch.8

Despite the summer

Attractions      & the joy of making love

At the end of the blaze

Arms work only for limited spells nowadays

In the cool of the evening

When placing the forehead flat

On the earth or iced genitals

Why do the sirens never go silent

When death has come

In a hairdressers called Snips

I lay myself down & take my rest

Near my end     a greater chain

If you are going to have a mania

Then pyromania is one of the worst
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Petrarch.9

co-dependant to the cone

guilty about everything astrological    or was it moon

days grow & pavement light

creates thoughts

of what motherhood

silenced his new personality plan

sucking on sun maid    acts 

like an actor acts

bending down to smell small spring flowers

in the emptiness of things

I was able to find only emptiness

on the Volga    the sound of a paddle

forked between    boredom & remorse    once more

in the breast    of the      dark jazz beast  
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Petrarch.10

Blue ground lands

Burden our booty with thoughts

When looking at the bloom on purple fruit

& the nearby 14th Century mountain

Pecking birds

Like tractor             Or uvula

Abandoned by god

Zigzag back thru these states

As in a room

My handsome coat

My handsome whiskers

Le Monocle De Mon Oncle

Was cool & plain

Miaow

This was the message on the window pane

Tim Atkins
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4 poems from Dig Oubliette
(yt communication, 2007) 
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EPYX FASTLOAD

into lung ingestion bop an intro:make-out
bell a snake riff /
               invade-a-load DOS wedge
teh cosplay transpark bullets maul sigh
out a
child full of conkers/ i’m
                   busting my flange
                   for you
earjacking in some
                 ota c’est plus fort que toi
mirrored in a limpet retexturing scheme

leap non-static up low-end NO$GBA cobra,
let’s compare equivalent data now:
the july report states that,
       contrary to our
Q1 projection
       , which was way out by the way,
the lick price peeled a bloom gat
    got hit by the low-rise couch setting
and we now expect that
    as we enter the third quarter
the connective will be a necessary will
    shines itself through the playground
inviting a shit-storm
                     codenamed:katana
reduce in stint loss radiant
       suns wrapped in lung again
kip a stick at shifts in tins of you
       slight duff lepton in cubicle
it holds you and will
       lick your starry paws you’ll
purr into later parks         you’ll
interplay here in some massive panzer hinge
minted shorty
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              reaps in synch dynamic hot wage
quick sleet along by late night ball play
giving rises to breaks time into blunting
sockets moments shortly predicated
after iso pin searing crop diskette function
                                    exit fastload
live on in unshifted blunt exchange idle in
synchronous group delay , as suggested,
parallel yearning re: niner glyph interchange

Jefferson Toal
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Magus Flower

plastic plates and 
                      she left with a 
cork and her thumb 
         for the Caesars and 
       the Czars and butter 
  sticks that stick 
out and squirt 
       chicken Kiev 
plastic plates and 
   rye bread 
            pink handbags
         hold ‘em up handbags
 a leak in the tar
     all the bawdy plows

                             trip and tick around 
                             forget the longhouse 
     oh’s and the oh’s and the oh’s and the oh’s
   shifts to the sanguine 
            shifts to the emerald 
      champagne supports pepper habits 
                                       heater beans 
                                          and burned amber neck drops
                                yellow chairs
                                 twitch your twat 
                   pick and dine on L.A.’s McDonald’s duck 
                

  wooden box 
                     your ears no space no space
                                                                no space no space no space 
                    muted cuticles nails clicking 
                    on plastic plates 
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                                    splashes on the bark 
and a leak in the tar 
         on talons on snows and 
dirty hands and clicking nails

wood grain
   pasty peel your veins back
 parry favors in your party box
keep your beard in strings and please
    punching bowl punch bags
                dinner tickets on your sloth
wicks in Arizona welfare carriers 
        tapping into tar trench coats
beetles scuttle sidewalks

                   burning beetles bug guts
     crystal Vaseline staplers
  Shea Stadium promenade decks now at
  picket white and bloo blights 
                       where’s your living will
               your jail lotions and lip glosses
shredded anthrax Harlem churches
         tipple white tipple 
  tricks and fixes on the fire escape
                         cake batter

      rhymz and miliraty
military
      or what
                    short places
and a leak in the tar
           drug activity in the car
                   in the Denny’s parking lot
   blow jobs
                 trickle gold chains
                                      with little charms
          pill box icons and white lights
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keep your hands
                         where we can see them
        and the oh’s and the oh’s and the oh’s and the oh’s
 oh, and oh
        shopping carts with might
                          when Ames closed
    plinko’s where the pink goes
         this is where the plin koes
         this is where the ok nilps
 
white grates of grapes
         silk yellow jacket sleeves
no access
no space no space no space no space
no space no space no space no space
              make
                      spagehttio’s
    magazine cotton balls 
              gray nets

      spelunking for marble teethbrushes
                       for eye creams 
                       for sugar-free diabetic hard candies
       arteries blow up
                     the purple and greens of blues
            white party dresses
                          paperclips worn as earrings

      what’s that you said
 no space no space no space
                pork-u-pine handmaids rush
        to the Giant Eagle triple coupon sale
                        xuddux is away for now
        dietetics got me nowhere but
              monis(ivy)stat
 you’re what’s with the orange cards
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     like marriage licensees given away 
                 up your spinal cord

           circle left and circle right
                           this drainage bag is getting full
                      or half-empty 
        why not have some bass for dinner
                       tickle your 
                                       tips
                                tipsy sewn
        but excuse me puh-leaze
              I like buying my hammers and pants 
                          in the same place

      a Chinese large is a medium
a leak in the tar
             puddle 
 pluck your personage
            chuck
                        hundred gribble bill
     tuck and tickle my fingernails
 clicking
           cutting on the bathroom floor

hundreds of dollars worth of crackers
            oh oh oh oh oh
    rat poison lasagna
 both barrels
                    what’s your trap
        bite pattern prisms
                        mangonie
    exterm
               exxxxxxxterm
     teriyaki walnuts
     teriyaki Atlantis
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until the evidence pointed to baboon
          trip wires 
      mega lo
           lo and lo
      oil and joints
                               finger bones
    plasma in your blood
    plasma on your screen
clacking nails
    deluxe tryptophan 
  blender ringworm on your upper thigh
           teriyaki oak tree
 no space no space no space
and tar
          in your lungz

Rachel Smith
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1. GRØT : the limit of a yawn

I can’t remember the name 
of that steaming beige-looking 
porridge strewn with a few peeled almonds 
sink a little into it 
are swamped by it – 
Being a thick white nameless 
substance poured slowly 
it slops formlessly 
from the saucepan to the bowls 
on the table – 
Every year come christmas 
it would insist – 
Something always insists 
that is known and felt 
yet not named 
or remembered – 
Not unlike the wave 
of a bioenergetic shiver 
surprises the skin from the feet up 
complements a train of thought 
or surges it – 
“In My Pushkin, Tsvetayeva says in passing: 
it begins with a burning in the chest 
and afterwards it is called love”– 
Hélène Cixous writing this concludes: 
“writing deploys itself before 
‘it is called’” – 
There’s psychic thrust to the physical syntax – 
The outer limit of the shell to the fruit 
the inner limit of the fruit to the shell – 
The limit of language to laughter 

THREE NORWEGIAN WORDS
Caroline Bergvall
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the limit of laughter to language Punctures 
the conversation increases blood flow – 
The limit of the yawn to the jaw 
is a cracked jaw – 
A thing collapses into action 
A car crashes into the spine 
The hard fact between two Cannot 
be crossed until it is – 
Clarifies their boundary 
collapses into carSpine spineCrash – 
All week he’s been dying 
it takes her old father the greatest effort 
She sends distressed notes: 
“death is a puking shitting agonising state for him 
and still he breathes“ –

2. PUPPER : border branded

What is soft and grew erect excited 
into two small chestnuts not yet lemons 
two small breastnuts not yet fruits 
got me whistled out of the pool 
would dread a coming up 
from blue water to skin – 
To surface or not 
to be let through 
and in what or on what Condition – 
It adds to the confusion of the lexical body 
that they’re not featured 
in practical usage Norwegian–English dictionaries – 
Waiting waits for ground – 
Things disappear 
each side of the waiting – 
Suspended on the line 
the fence kebabs the straddler 
A straddler makes a skewered offence – 
The line eats at the overspill 
makes a long line of corpses 
a crowd of lined corpses 
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lines a crowd of corpses 
army barracks industrial hangars 
stadiums full of drowned corpses – 
Etched in the border’s longer than the journey – 
Something crosses overcomes – 
There’s always the plant’s tendency to grow towards light 
and many insist on standing – 
Standing generates tropic response 
releases a strong current – 
Look to those who cross on trust 
who cross in sheer despair – 
To all those who didn’t know yet crossed 
who didn’t know what to cross 
yet crossed – 
or know without knowing 
and cross – 
When the Dead Awaken – 
In 1971 Adrienne Rich writes: “the awakening of consciousness is not 
like the crossing of a frontier –  one step and you are 
in another country” – 
Safely is safely crossed – 
Crossed dangerously and at great cost 
yet Crossed
all the same is Crossed -
The urgent rumour the vital burgeoning of change
that follows -

3. BERGVALL : outskirts

How would I be taken up now 
that kissing girls had aroused the crude growth 
of unknown volumes 
that pleasure had sprung the outer casings 
that subtle spheres soundwaves electric currents 
had been released – 
What complex sets of allegiance would adjust 
or intercept the inseams of pleasure 
the process of knowledge – 
The acceptable gaps between units – 
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The way I’m expected to walk down the street – 
Access to my own roots remained long unrealised – 
Love’s mind to serve also derided – 
How does one walk with her a langour called Inger – 
Your name! What is your name! insisted the faces bent over passed out in the club – 
Remembering not 
had the advantage of not knowing – 
A negative decision proves temporarily salutory – 
Wider participation will require the acceptance 
of some degree of being 
some degree of awkwardness – 
Rooted – 
Not alone 
Rooted – 
Not alone 
Tibetan monks allocate a lineage of spiritual merit 
to (still mostly male) apprentices 
it provides them with specific expectations 
of training and behaviour 
rhythm and devotion – 
Pre-empted by their delivered root name 
their living presence in the collectivity 
commits to the future through this unique past – 
This unique path – 
Exposes any other origin to the raw hide of semblance – 
I wondered if this could be applied to a lineage of love and lovers – 
And towards what liberatory purpose – 
What if someone had told me 
I would be Federico Garcia Lorca 
My name is Berg – a sharp wave of heat 
had invaded my tongue as though the muscle 
had suddenly been pulled or
had simply become detached 
just as I had tried to speak my tongue 
had split into two equal halves – 
Vall A Berg 
Not a ringer a Bell! – 
The name Fell 
Then Rose from my lap –
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I Am Not Jow Lindsay

If I were a poet I’d be John Ashbery.
You can hardly hold it against him.
Take me to your butterfly, I’d say,
to every stamen in this stinking town.
I’d be John Ashbery floating downhill,
then uphill towards a poplar tree
in some garden I almost remember
where flowers are all too insolent,
anyway not in bloom. It doesn’t matter.
Infinitesimal if not invisible me
would watch myself slipping into
John Ashbery’s elegant wrinkled skin
like any germ in this gem of a city.
In New York there’s lots to do
even if you want to do it just once
like I want once to be John Ashbery.
It would keep me going that
as I did this and that, the big sweat
of the famous city with its tourists
like cashews dressed in chipotle sauce,
millions of heads jerking around
speaking languages half understood
and pointing cameras smaller than fingers
at somebody who looks like me,
only boggled, uncomfortable at first
in a body lithe and phosphorescent
like John Ashbery’s before I met him
or read his poems and thought I wanted
to be John Ashbery.  Once smacked
upside his head by a loser like me
no hero poet can hold on long.
John Ashbery might as well be dead
or surrender the thrills of his obsolete quill,
his dull celebrity to my anonymity.
It’s splendid to know he’s willing to row
my little boat of the impossible back
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to this blah shore and its forgotten
sentimental bandshell. I’ve set up a mic
to perform my new identity in vapors
I’ll exhale while assembling idioms
rich as illegal cigars. It’s happiness
I’ll smoke in the tweeds of John Ashbery
while up in flames goes melancholy
and the glum serenity I make do with
as the rain rains a little and day turns
to something less like endless night.
It’s true.  In the end you can’t blame
John Ashbery for writing too much,
or inhabiting some fey little house
of being up a tree like a nut. Nuts.
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is what story over now
exactly

pattern this day with glass
forgotten pins rotating beneath

the end of there 
then land

movement needled
velvet under

keeping up speed
neither a living statue mimicked

splitting mist to practical feat
maybe so wet 

our glimmer reached this barely dense place
where fences disperse 

and regroup her here 
map falters under drying music gaze

eyes close skimming power above station
sites heap and 

inscribed names wear out
the moon’s approaches

we will swim to nowhere
sand to grass

hope disappoints following no map
in there the today of a naked rock

can a rock be any other way
the between underturn reading

visible ‘til 
excerpts shift the moon joke 

topped and dry
just a little while longer

dark she mountains in him
and hums

similarity in wonder
with sinister capture

a plasticine self is lost her
her here

camouflage voices the wrong reality tannoy
fascinating knife
double edge lack

lottery results awoke
in abject dreaming
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tonight at place something announcing cross
empty table sad desk this behind chair

what is she not doing over here there now
pleasing

happen would should could shift to thought
even reverse is better than neutral 

work must be returned and double stuck
appear space stage slowed but knowing 

dreams’ hair pin bends touch dislocated mountains 
in today’s patch work fields

way note
escape stop

lifeguard 
shift over now

hazed to what avoidance
walking full these cathedral strata

small and early loss
tearful grandeur jointing 

collapsed arches conceal footprints’ mean sandals
empty words dissipate processing

sleep drafts 
rocks mark

(a new embrace here )
is what story over

(on the windowsill)                    
 gathering dust

because the magnet is lost
because before before between perhaps

serendipity will intervene
sequence uncertain: writing for luck

narrow twisting oyster blood text  msgs 
hollow trees invisible broken mirror

 sea see sun son hiding
cut crouching bed

roast torn jealousy
 be still

is that a pliable motivation
exchanging privacies

we walked together
wearing impossible sandals

sweat gathering
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whimpers when stones slip
through rain bridge

beneath naked lightning lighting
boy o boy

his picking of his scabby to climb mountains nose
circles are hard to draw

keeping the curve smooth
concealing the join

these are challenges
dense occurrences as yet unclear

(shredded   representation
dressing   nostalgia)

ripples dark and again unsure
sharp instances towards

impossible edge
impenetrable lift (make the effort)

turn
over (heavy)

nothing
(clear)

no after effects
new space

and is what story
still here

into blind footprint between ma(i)ze solution
not quite ripe we could swim

almost again alone
reading down

filling dropped over millennia
traces barely visible

intending not to confuse but to release some sense
this log is slow and sickly sweet

a foundation of sorts
finish builds fragile possibility

strong enough for I underscore  bridge
hand drawn maps drag hard baroque holes

boxes queue surface confession
shoulders flash video trinkets

wonder of such reluctance
tries so hard to pray

pack a dark retake for here
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it must be her
somewhere lost

slipped back
wrong way
bad start
laid out
burning

dark and shuttered house
landscape describes a fist tour

framing dangerously swell difference
eccentric stalactites

desiring roadside similarity
a song you might like ‘cos you’re a woman

pass go direction
grey clouds back left

front boy right
the sea is hiding

in the sky
split

budget glow-worm
SPLIT

to ‘v’ impasse
spillt and spoilt

the tension is between the lines
sitting rock froth

sulking rock table
listening rock silent

tearing at these misunderstandings
and telling shapes headland obligation

patios of intent
a mother sneered

to bridge patois blood
is we at fill at framing our jarrs

when every mosquito one seaweed wanted
one square bites beside her i and i together here

despite the pointed hard on 
read rubble sense

that shadows excerpt to be
her cast fresh tarmac space

going a hand held
to that resolution’s demand
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empty takes get to road
hymn this inevitability 
 a wrong triangular out

presences divide
the however interrupts and

hovering does miss upon her flicks
cloaks by detour

the end turns to ear mountain rushes
and drive artificial senses

to grass over pool
he 2 had another’s words

hurry blue eucalyptus sea
wheel
barrow
syckle
and
mile

stone
sic

dreams escape flowers heaped vomit
this barbed place being a nomansland

sons of over 
mother of wire family

giving anywhere fence odds
them are nowhere and her is out

cast in a game of sulking
is what        

what is 
step look

not at 
family blanket flailing

and the red light threatening
don’t is between torn

too long
lonely square cunt vats of silence

snipped pilgrimmage pocketed and turned
crowds scissor
dictionary’s flag
sunset grapes
balloons light 
witches sea 
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pilgrims display 
come clean 
with fingers in bubbling copper
writing slides here

return
shift

is what story
a trail of silences and deliberate misunderstandings 

oiling heavy 
in creeping shade
fuck (me) you

blue bind and strangle 
hard empty exchange
inside a foreign rhythm

twelfth station
seductively mobile male

simply stagnant pilgrim
sounding voice vomit

is what over
thoughts torn to silts

flick at dredges apart
by thing of crystal weakness

 bat at meaningless truce
wedding hands                                               white flags 
hipped ring                                                     ram throat

this cannot get any worse
couples dance without looking at each other

and fireworks fiddle in the sunlight
will now be a frame

language drifts in flurries
through lichen covered rocks

distance increases
 etching a map of scratches 

processing repeats
plastic 
between road and sea

signal this white sliced crave
recognise now the driftwood released

and ask who was last here waiting 
for peaches and artichokes
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trailing back a “real” wonder 
looking like baby straddled together

will three make beginning different from before on hip
is what over now

inside known mark making
we drew linear routine blaming

here 
there

 in the territory of loss
even only ready words

noise and slippage
are still things waiting

nestled
just before

on the edge
offering to us who embedded this

too small covering
drawing our difference where

in the lagoon
there was no wind

is what story over now
or starting

as everyone leaves
wave one small burger at the end

for the night fountain
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Keston Sutherland 

Basinski Vizpo CRE12

Fri, Oct 27, 2006 at 6:02 AM
From: <keston@fea.st>
To: <justin.katko@gmail.com>

But what finally is accomplished by supplements to poetry which seek to 
recharge its libido by indistinct castigation of some unspecified range of 
alternatives?  Why doesn’t he single out the practices he dislikes and point 
some kind of finger or robot claw at what they fuck up or fail to? That would be 
criticism and an intervention; as it stands, his piece is energetic but without a 
defined target.  I find that the entrepreneurialism of it induces dysphagia, all 
that boardroom euphuism about “poised to exploit the gap” etc; but no doubt 
there’s some truth in that, and no doubt it is a truth more difficult to disown 
than to relish. The problem as I see it with Vizpo is that it was done a very long 
time ago, back in the nineteen teens, and done then with far more impact and 
sociological gusto than it could possibly have today, so that the late revival 
under an institutional banner (as soon as you call it “Vizpo” or anything else, 
it is an institution) looks somewhat curatorial and fetishistic.  And of course, 
advertising is stuffed to the foaming brim with a very similar kind of curated 
visual detritus, and whatever stabbing ironies can be deployed in Vizpo to flag 
up recognition of that fact and resentment of it are nevertheless hilariously 
remote from infringing the autoimmunity of their antagonist.  The same can 
*almost* be said of poetry, except that there still exist a few pockets of heads 
outside the USA where people are thinking hard about what an irreducibly 
poetic language means and looks like, what its social distinctness is, what it can 
finally do that nothing else can, etc -- rather than making sophisticated jokes 
about those questions (which readily enough decode into: vengeance against 
aesthetics for its failure to resolve social contradiction, a stupid vengeance 
since aesthetics could *never* have done that anyhow).

I slightly want to make love,

Akinf.

Email response to Mike Basinksi’s manifesto “Someone Wake Up The Rip Van Winkle 
Vis-Poets...” in Plantarchy 2: Performance & Performativity.
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aesthetics for its failure to resolve social contradiction, a stupid vengeance 
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HANK SOTTO TALKS TO HELEN BRIDWELL
11 Feb 2005 

 
What is real? 
 
Good morning Helen, thanks so much for doing this.  I was trying to come up 
with the best way of beginning this interview and I found myself reading other 
interviews you’ve given. 
 
Yes, three others, for General Musharaff’s Cock and When the Bird Flu Pandemic 
Arrives Fancy Seizing the Means of Production? and Eyes Monthly. 
 
You say some very interesting and provocative things and, I think, also some 
very cryptic things.  In particular, there’s a moment when you take a side-swipe 
at immanent critique, which I don’t think connects – hopefully we can come 
back to that.  But many of your remarks became more clear to me when I 
realised that you are heavily invested in the phenomenological tradition. 
 
Yes I – no never mind. 
 
No, sorry. 
 
Sorry, I was going to do a really stupid joke.  Never mind.  It was so stupid.  The 
phenomenological tradition. 
 
You’re nerves I guess! 
 
Ha ha! 
 
So if we were writing “The Grand Ontological Account of Everything,” what 
we’re calling the phenomenological tradition would tend to avoid scientific 
language, and most of the language of analytic philosophy, in favour of a 
social, cultural, historical and psychoanalytic language.  The notion is that, 
when you ask a natural scientist “What is it, fundamentally, that exists?”, he 
will give you an answer in terms of matter and forces, or perhaps superstrings 
and multiple dimensions.  But his answer is reductionist – when you describe 
bears, shadows, rivers, wars, flea bites, love affairs, all in terms of wiggling 
superstrings, you “leave out” something essential.  Science is one way of 
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describing what exists, and for certain purposes, it indisputably gives the best 
description.  But the social, or what I think you sometimes call the sociological, 
is more than just another way of describing what exists.  It’s more like the sum 
of all the different ways of describing what exists, and also a way of describing 
all the ways of describing.  So I guess my first question is – am I more or less 
right?  Is that what it’s like for you? 
 
Roughly speaking yes, although that sounds more like a contract than 
a question, and I won’t sign until I’m sure what the key terms are, and that 
we’re using them with comparable nuance.  You seem to have hybridised my 
phenomenological approach with pragmatism and postmodernist slash feminist 
epistemology, but I won’t repudiate that, those are vigorous strains.  I will say 
that what you’re describing probably isn’t distinctive of my poetry, it’s a fairly 
typical stance within the broader community of English literature academia.  
 
Sure.  There’s maybe a difference of degree.  You are so immersed in this 
convincing and perhaps true picture of reality, that – it seems like – sometimes 
– you don’t take the time to scoff at someone else’s picture of reality as an 
unknowable realm of noumena. 
 
To my mind there is an issue of whether one can be arsed. 
 
For example, your personae . . .  
 
Hank Beardmore, Kyle Storm Beste-Chetwynde, Dorothy Flash, Axl Prose, 
N P Snow, Hank Sotto, Marianne Munk, Lara Buckerton, Heat Rumor, Colin 
Barrel, Amelia Gilmore, Karen Eliot, 666-66-6666, Jane Scott, Immanence, 
Triptychnician, Brandish Plot, Benjamin Nuns-Priest, Syndrome, Croutons-
Croutons, --- - -- - ----, and of course Jow Lindsay. 
 
Wicked pseudonyms, mate. 
 
Cheers boss. 
 
From the way I read your previous interviews, it seemed like you were sometimes 
perplexed, even a little rattled, that the interviewer should be so interested in 
them.  Then I thought that, maybe, that way of writing seems obvious to you. 
 
Yes it does.  It does. 
 
I think that obviousness is indicative of your habituation to phenomenological 
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thought.  You are deeply aware, maybe even too aware, of the social character 
of objects.  And so when you create poetry, when you lay out your material, so 
to speak, that material is already a social, intersubjective “stuff.”  As such, it 
includes the reader’s full impression of the poet, whether or not that impression 
is derived from the poem. 
 
I’m suspicious of that hypostatisation, that “stuff,” I mean, do you have a glass 
of it by your bed, but I also recognise you’re talking very metaphorically – I 
mean, yes, that sounds good.  I think that many poets start from this kind of 
position, but don’t admit or recognise that they do so.  The consciousness of 
readers is what they steady themselves by when they write, but when they 
brag about it afterwards, they introduce mediating factors.  They pretend they 
did it “look no hands!” and “look my eyes are gouged out by palps!”, yet still 
achieved particular desired effects in the consciousness of particular readers.  
So, yes, there’s a strong connection between my phenomenological attitude 
and my heteronymical methodology. 
 
I am suspicious of your suspicion, Helen.  I wonder if your radical sense of 
the social character of the world isn’t the result of privileging “stuff,” or at least 
objects.  It has been argued that the main constituent of the objectifying event, 
the mental moment at which something is identified as an object, is becoming 
attuned to its social character.  So, to maybe be a little crude, when I see this 
minidisc player as a minidisc player . . . 
 
Despite its geometrical nebulousness, I recognise a continuity of utility across 
the slab and the wires and the mic, and I recognise the marketing and sale of a 
distinct integrated whole, and I attain the sensation of a particular harmonious 
gadgety aesthetic foregrounded against the grain of the wood, and its exo-
rustic aesthetic.  And this is social knowledge. 
  
Sure, you put that much more better than I would have. 
 
But there is more to consciousness than objects.  Therefore, to be more strictly 
phenomenological, we must concede less to the organising powers of society.  
Right? 
 
Depending on the content of those other aspects of consciousness, potentially 
yes. 
 
I disagree.  It is in the parsing of her visual field that the most committed 
phenomenologist would concede that there’s a biological element, with 
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significant autonomy from society.  But you spin object-recognition as one of the 
few instances in which a radical social phenomenology would hold.  Hank what 
you present as a perverse insight is actually a knowing strike into a heartland. 
 
What is immanent critique? 
 
Well – I’m not sure – if you had said that objects dominate the field that we are 
interested in, that of reading poetry, then we could have moved down just one 
notch of abstraction, and talked about immanent critique.  That still might be 
an OK way to proceed. 
 
May I ask whether these pleasing attentions proceed from the impulse of the 
moment, or are the result of previous study?  Why don’t you tell me what I think 
about immanent critique? 
 
I can have a stab at it.  Immanent critique, prohibits the importation of 
transcendental perspective.  But you think, Helen, that either we are in a realm 
of vast interconnectedness – and the unfolding of an object’s perspectives 
is a kind of engine which will take you anywhere within that realm – to any 
perspective – call it transcendental if you like – though when I arrive in a limo I 
don’t call the event a hootenanny – either that, or – I commune with the object, 
which is done like this [hums and crosses eyes], and then make the declaration 
that there is now a new thing in the world, my relation to the object – or more 
bravely, my critique of it, or more bravely, my representation of that critique – a 
new thing which is immune to ideological critique. 
 
Mm!   
 
Sorry, that was a bit muddled – 
 
Let me think.  Let me say what I think you say you think I would have said.  There 
were two parts and I didn’t hear the first part.  Something about . . . hooters.  
The second went as follows.  Axiom: the qualities of any phenomenon depend 
on the society in which it is produced.  If immanent critique were possible, there 
would exist a relation, between the artwork and the critiquer, which would be 
the same in any society.  A relation is a phenomenon.  Therefore immanent 
critique is impossible.  That’s very elegant, Hank, very pat, but probably not 
very robust. 
 
So my guess is wrong.  Why don’t we back-track a little, and you explain how 
you actually think of immanent critique? 
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My conception of immanent critique is standing before a painting and kind of 
nodding your head along with it, until you catch the beat and then break out in 
a frenzy of slickly executed but astonishingly funny knowingly retro moves. 
 
Right.  Could you say a little more? 
 
What immanent critique means to me.  By.  Helen Bridwell.  So.  Yum.  Immanent 
critique derives the criteria with which an object is judged from the object itself, 
rather than importing a transcendental perspective, like “Is it useful?” or “Is it 
moral?”.  Right? 
 
Sure. 
 
In my earlier interview, I probably incorrectly implied that all objects requite 
immanent critique equally, when all I mean to say is that all objects requite it 
adequately.  There is an equalising pressure, which is also the pressure that 
buoys to a level of adequacy.  The equalising pressure is because the object 
appearing to the immanent critiquer is already so thoroughly constituted by her 
mind. 
 
So you do hold the position which I attributed to you just now – that an object 
in critique is matted with the critiquer’s mind and ideology? 
 
Yes obviously, with the added ingredient that any object perceived by a mind 
with the powers of immanent critique is a particular kind of object.  An object 
partly constructed within an elitist albeit oppositional segment of society. 
 
Don’t you think immanent critique can be practiced by those without any 
knowledge of the Frankfurt school – perhaps unable to read?  Those driven by 
their material circumstances to fierce scrutiny of hypocrisy, and in that sense, 
of the immanent tensions of objects? 
 
I don’t kn – care.  That only defers the moment at which the object is flooded 
with the ideology of immanence, which then occurs when we recognise these 
noble savagers as your idiot savant critiquers.  I mean, come on.  I am invested 
in the givenness of social-material reality as a tissue of epistemological 
horizons.  There is no room there for the immanence of objects.  A critique 
which conceives of itself as immanent has simply insulated itself against the 
transformative potential of self embodied in other. 
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Right!  I think your original “side-swipe” at immanent critique was that critique 
which conceives of itself as immanent is really merely needling and probing. 
 
I would have to build up a slight head of steam before using words like “needling 
and probing,” but yes, I think that’s roughly what most immanent critiquers are 
doing.  Constituting objects within hegemony is just about the only thing that 
still makes sense to me in this crazy, messed-up world.  And the problem with 
needling and probing is that it doesn’t fuck with the object enough.  This may 
only be a homology, it may only have that explanatory force, but – immanent 
critique would never overthrow its object, would it? 
 
It could unconditionally despise it. That could be the pre-requisite of overthrowing 
it. 
 
Isn’t contempt necessarily conditional? Isn’t it toothless without conditionality? 
 
Well . . . those are two different suggestions.  Similarly, you seem to fluctuate 
between saying that immanent critique is impossible, and that it is possible, but 
politically toothless.  Which is it? 
 
Well, I don’t mean that, I mean I don’t mean it’s toothless. I don’t really mean 
it’s impossible either. I mean. Like.  There are objects. To the touch, they 
resist. To the faculty of understanding, they exist. They have properties. Those 
have consequences. These may be unfolded. They may fall back upon the 
their surfaces. We can see immanent critique at work. Private Eye has been 
conducting a deeply immanent critique of UK journalism for many years. Checks 
and balances are a conscious attempt to make democracy more susceptible to 
immanent critique, because where else could it roll its soft belly? It must engulf 
that plane, man. 
 
So it seems as if a kind of critical mass is reached once the object constitutes 
a symbolic order. This supplies the tensions which power and shape immanent 
critique. 
 
I think that’s right, yes. But then is it an object or a collection of objects? The 
problem with these Dictionary of Cultural Theory definitions is their reliance 
on a spatial metaphor. I mean like, there is not a kind of goopy art stuff out 
there, clotting in the maws of opportunistic aestheticisers. Insofar as my work is 
harmonised by one critical hobbyhorse, it is against the tendency to lapse into 
thinking of some product of a social manifold, of will and performance, as mere 
stuff. Consequently hypostasization’s also something my work does over and 
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over again, investigating why it is so tantalising, and enacting liberation from 
it. I guess that’s an inefficient method. A rescue party who over and over again 
get themselves locked up, then escape, while shooting heavily significant looks 
at the other prisoners. Maybe that’s off-topic. 
 
Yes, I want to talk about your work soon! But to quickly get back to your 
rhetorical question, “Is it an object or a collection of objects?”  Could you also 
ask, “Which relations with an object would count as transitions to its exterior?  
Does Hamlet contain the revenge tragedy genre? What about The Revenger’s 
Tragedy?” 
 
I hope you’re not seriously asking, because those are exactly the questions – 
 
No, sure, I’m paraphrasing, I mean – the spatial metaphor – 
 
Yeah, OK. When does Elvis leave the building. Can we pinpoint it, even if he’s 
being beamed up. 
 
Yes. The metaphor’s inadequate. But what do we use instead? 
 
I suppose there do exist criteria for circumscribing the quote unquote surfaces 
of complicated aesthetic objects. Generally, people decide whether they are 
outside an object looking on, or inside it poking around, by treating it as a mixture 
between a little homunculus and something uttered by such a homunculus.  In 
other words by positing – however fervently you deny this, Hank – 
 
I haven’t said a word! 
 
– Hank, however fervently you deny this, by positing some sort of author-
function. That’s the convention, there’s your skin. Certainly with reference to 
such a convention, probably with reference to others too, immanent critique 
exists, and it’s got teeth.  Rarr. 
 
Skin and teeth, a real teratoma, definitely immanent critique within social logic, 
not as an alternative to it.  However fervently you deny it, Helen. 
 
Of course!  Now, there may be more passion, and use, and tooth, in suspending 
sociological investigation of immanent critique, in accepting its outskirts, and 
baring oneself to the visions within them.  If the truer picture is the emptier . . . 
it wouldn’t be the first time.
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Yeah, OK. When does Elvis leave the building. Can we pinpoint it, even if he’s 
being beamed up. 
 
Yes. The metaphor’s inadequate. But what do we use instead? 
 
I suppose there do exist criteria for circumscribing the quote unquote surfaces 
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Of course!  Now, there may be more passion, and use, and tooth, in suspending 
sociological investigation of immanent critique, in accepting its outskirts, and 
baring oneself to the visions within them.  If the truer picture is the emptier . . . 
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Epistemologically, sociology always trumps immanence.  Pragmatically, 
immanence tends to have the edge on sociology.  According to you. 
 
Exactly.  And once immanent critique is seen thus nuded, de-metaphysicalised, 
it offers us guidelines for a critique which now seems coextensive with criticism, 
with understanding, with close reading.  How is this immanent critique different 
from a close reading which takes pains to specify its object, in other words, 
which scrupulously corrects its course whensoever it might be said of it, “But 
such-and- such could equally apply to so-and-so” – since the object is not so-
and-so? 
 
As well as good critical practice, it’s good rhetorical practice. 
 
Well, it makes sense not to lose an argument on the basis of agreed facts.  
And yes, it’s a good trick, smuggling a controversial assertion into a baseline.  
I mean, I don’t want to sanitise immanent critique – I don’t want to claim that 
there is a de-polemicised version which is “just as good” and still less that 
those who think they are using immanent critique are actually using my de-
polemecised version. 
 
What do you mean by “de-polemecised”? 
 
I mean definitely possible, but likely toothless.  The provenance of immanent 
critique could clearly be extended from its heartland of legal and social critique, 
where it has proven applicability, to a fringe of aesthetic critique.  My question 
is whether, on that fringe, it can be a methodology with any real currency.  Or 
must it be a virtuoso skill, perhaps restricted to the great – what’s his name, I 
imagine him in a colourful wagon. 
 
Er, Adorno? 
 
Paradoxically, I think immanent critique is something we – we, ha – I think 
is something I should try to do, but I don’t think it is something I should ever 
believe that I am successfully doing.  History decides that, like it decides the 
size of the phallus on the statue of Tony Blair to be installed in Trafalgar Square 
for the month of February. 
 
I can’t await for the Immanence Awards. 
 
You’re not invited. 
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Damn.  OK, let me say a bit, because I’m pleased by your appeal to history.  
If we assigned some alternative to immanent critique the limitless capacity to 
convert sensations of objects into sociological narratives, perhaps we would 
also make our response to artworks available to this power. 
 
That sounds a bit like what you were saying earlier – 
 
It should then be possible to recognise the ways in which a response originates 
from places comparatively distinct from the artwork.  Aspects of the response 
which so originate may be stripped out, whittling a critique into immanent shape.  
Such immanent critique would occur gradually, painstakingly, via multiple drafts; 
it would more likely be collaborative than virtuoso; and it would be completely 
unlike, as you aptly put it, nodding along to a painting. 
 
OK. 
 
But then perhaps, as you have suggested, it is foolish to set up immanent critique 
and sociological critique as contraries.  Perhaps, as you say, immanent critique 
circumscribes a variety of comparatively excellent critical practices, practices 
which supervene on a sociological underlay into which they occasionally dip. 
 
Immanence, being embedded in sociology, becomes embedded in history.  The 
criterion of immanence is socially constructed and changes over time.  History 
is the transcendental category all over again, rather than the reliability of the 
autonomy of objects. 
 
To be honest, we probably can’t get into that now, or we’d never get onto 
your work.  We have found problems with immanent critique because we’ve 
been talking about it; if we’d talked about ideology critique or deconstruction or 
whatever, I don’t doubt we would have found problems with those too.  Criticism 
is fraught.  I’d like to see an account built out of this fraught-ness.  Sometimes 
it seems to me that your poetry looks longingly in that direction, an account of 
criticism that works from its limits. 
 
Certainly it’s concerned with the foundations of criticism. 
 
Sure.  Certain poems seem to resist attempts to found criticism.  I’m thinking of 
the list poems, especially the ones originally published under the pseudonym 
Triptychnician. 
 
‘Moons,’ ‘Jew,’ and ‘Clan.’ 
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They want to have the house built on sand built on them. 
 
Well, those poems are not guaranteed to operate under exposure to the 
radiation of authorial comment.  But I relate them to another poem, ‘Poem.’ 
 
Right, you have a very confusing filing system . . . 
 
It’s the one that tries to sell all the dictions.  “Over 1,000+ dictions, your 
competitors use this, even Shakespeare marked up documents and filleted 
them for dictions,” et cetera.  It’s one of my more tightly targeted poems . . . the 
feeling of one’s own intellectual labour for sale, the dawning that there is no 
legal recourse, or equivalent in the cultural economy . . . these are the squibs I 
sought to control as aestheticised polyps. 
 
These aren’t just poems about poetry?  You’ve been asked that before! 
 
I think that the less-realised ones become poems about poetry.  When I get 
it right, the aesthetic does not fit into the grooves supplied for it in the poem-
object, but is slightly off-set.  It’s a fine line I walk.  I don’t want to write a poem 
about poetry.  I want to circumscribe some component of the life of a poem, and 
make that into a poem, in the same way poets have made pictures or collages 
or strange sounds into poems.  Often, I suppose, there are actually two poems 
– the dummy-poem which I write to invoke the social logic of aestheticisation, 
and the poem I form from some part of that logic.  Bait and wall-mount. 
 
Why? 
 
I want art to disappear up its own arse. 
 
It’s grazing around, it just needs a gentle shove. 
 
Strim, rim, in, innit.  The expansion of the aesthetic, well, a lot of people think 
that if aesthetic reality were so bloated that it longer no constituted a specifiable 
category, but instead animated everything, limned the lines of the real, then 
that would be . . . heaven on earth, I suppose.  I don’t want to mince words only 
fuckers.  Heavenly, not merely art for art’s sake, but being for being’s.  But what 
I do is only a fake expansion of the aesthetic.  Yet perhaps there’s something 
in it.  Not the first step, just the first thought of the voyage.  I’m flagging a bit 
now.  You said “Why?” and I say “Why not?” but not flippantly.  I really think the 
burden of proof is on those who ignore the process of aestheticisation in which 
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their work is embedded, who don’t take care over that aspect of their work. 
 
How odd, Helen . . . it’s as if you see that everything that could possibly be 
aestheticised already has been, except what was under the aestheticiser’s 
nose all along, the social logic of the aesthetic itself.  But here you seem to 
waver between simply checking that last box because it’s there, and a belief 
that in turning the aestheticising gun on itself, you might significantly alter the 
fabric of the real. 
 
Uh . . . aporia . . . utopia . . . whores . . . um.  To be honest Hank, I sometimes 
can’t tell whether I’m carving minute details all over my poem, even into the 
fronds that trail into the dimension of its very aestheticisation, or creating a 
work out of those fronds alone, as I was saying just now.  I push art so far it’s 
own arse that I – there’s a maelstrom effect – uh – 
 
What is art? 
 
This is very – I mean, you talk so much about aesthetics, the dimension of 
aestheticisation, the social logic of the aestheticisaiton process, all these big 
mouthfuls but how do you situate aesthetics in, well, what we’ve described as 
your phenomenological picture of reality? 

I have an aesthetics . . . a loose body . . . of aesthetic speculation.   
 
How does that – because I tend to associate . . . the phenomenological picture 
of reality thing . . . with . . . conservatism by the back door . . . in other words, 
there is some Godhead-instinct, some fantasy of corralling all the subjectivity 
going, some notion that “global economic inequality” is reductive, instead we 
should seek to transmute empirically-known inequality into delicate paradoxes 
of given experience, basically, beauties rapidly subliming into truths in what 
I can only imagine is an infinitely long helix of butteryellow gauze.  Whereas 
empirical truth, global economic inequality, and morality, triangulate a source 
of genuine progressive action. 
 
But the materialist intuition, that any abstraction is akin to lossy compression, 
is most biting and most true under aesthetics.   
 
Lossy compression . . . you mean . . . 
 
I suppose “reductive” in the sense in which you’ve been using it.  Faced with this 
need to begin in, and revert compulsively to, the minute contours of palpable 
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aesthetic objects, I picked those that would sound sexy in applications for 
funding.  Weather – “what a beautiful day!” – hip hop, fucking, and new media 
forward-slash codework forward-slash e-poetry. 
 
Someone, I think it was Geraldine [Monk], posted to the UK Poetry list the other 
day about the “e” in “e-poetry” standing for eclecto, so maybe that’s a good 
place to start an aesthetics.  So to return to that, how do you situate that in your 
ontology, your idea of reality? 
 
First, nominalism with respect to art is true.  Second – 
 
Woah there! 
 
If we move rapidly through some maxims, we can get to the edge, where my 
thinking is fluid, and begins to contribute to my poetry.  This is not – look – this 
is not a sensible discussion about aesthetics.  It’s a kind of intellectual profile.  
Of me. 
 
Sure.  I was going to ask you to say what you mean by “nominalism with 
respect to art.” 
 
“Art is whatever has been called art.”  Even if you only called it art in your 
head. 
 
John Carey has been doing the rounds with this recently.   
 
Call this position nominalism.  Nominalism is correct.  Some argue that 
nominalism defers the central question of art.  Some say, nominalism – uh – 
begins – uh – originates the question of that – so why do we call certain things, 
and not other things, “art,” what is it about them and about us that causes this? 
I believe the problem is not deferred, but dispersed, into a multitude of minute, 
and generally dreary, sociological and historical problems.  These could be 
combined to form the detailed etymology of the word art and its cognates and 
its synonyms and their cognates.  There is no snappy answer to “Why are 
some things called art?”. 
 
But maybe we don’t need a perfect definition of art.  Maybe we just need a 
good one. 

Sure, like “art is secular spirituality” or “art is man-made beauty” or “art makes 
you purrrr.”  In fact, good definitions of art are among the most prominent players 
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in this genealogy of art I’m talking about.  Time and again, someone’s come 
up with an idea which covers 99% of what has been called art – and when he 
comes to the 1% he concludes it can’t be art and stops calling it so.  And when 
he realises it also covers things which have hitherto never been called art he 
calls them art.  That’s the rhythm of the beast.  Remember, these patterns don’t 
usurp the factual messiness of the history of art, they are just, uh . . . 
 
Of course. 
 
Patterns.  People forget that.  It’s so annoying.  Accept the truth of nominalism, 
and you’re free to come up with as many of these pat formulae as you like.  

Sorry, these “formulae,” you mean answers to the question “What is art?” 
 
Yes.  I think of art as a mist-clogged garden, convoluted with stone paths.  Such 
short formulae are like vantage points in the garden.  Vantage points.  Some 
show you pretty much the whole garden, but afford too much scenery beyond 
the fence.  There is no perch which exhibits everything in the garden and 
nothing more, but that’s not surprising, it would be surprising if there were one.  
What is surprising that you still meet seemingly intelligent pilgrims questing for 
such a perch. 
 
Lost tribes. 
 
You can test the accuracy of definitions: do they leave out things that have 
been called art? do they include things that haven’t?  Or you can devise them 
with other virtues in mind. 
 
Have you . . . one in mind, Helen? 
 
Funnily enough, I do!  “Art is a tissue which engulfs and disguises any function 
that attempts to manifest as other than an ingredient of a teleology.”  I apologise 
for that sentence, it was a wadded onion. 
 
Perhaps . . . uh . . . 
 
I’m suggesting that aesthetic experience is . . . a  . . . form of baffled 
consciousness, occurring as one contemplates artwork . . . at such times, quite 
often . . . but at other times as well.   
 
Such as when? 
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Let me say this.  It is often said that art is not to instruct or to entertain, it is an 
end in itself.  But when I consider this quality, this “end-in-itself” quality, within 
an artwork, I find it more like an exotic mingling of end and means.  The artwork 
doesn’t merely rest there, being an end-in-itself, it produces itself as an end-in-
itself, and it performs itself as an end-in-itself. 
 
Kant speaks of purposiveness, in that we are repeatedly recalled to aesthetic 
experience, but it is unavailable to us inasmuch as we would situate it 
teleologically.  According to Kant, the aesthetic’s character of meaning is not 
a consequence of it meaning anything in particular, but a thing born of the 
interplay of the conditions of possibility of meaning.  That’s maybe a provocative 
bowdlerization, but it’s all in his file.  Does that sound . . . 
 
I think a better way to put it is the paradoxical surface appearance of the 
function of having no function.  Thus there is a place for all those awkward, 
function-like phenomena which won’t settle safely into a narrative of intentions 
of outcomes, or some other teleology.  So we tend to conceive of function-
like phenomena in two ways, either as ingredients in teleologies, or as this 
paradoxical appearance, kneaded and homogenised as aesthetic experience.  
I contend that there is a manifold of function-like phenomena. 
 
Could you characterise them? 
 
Nodes of agencies.  Each writhing in a cocoon-patina of latent tool-and thus 
arms-events . . . foreclosed by this aforesaid force-field of aesthetic experience 
. . . exaptive clots and other densities in enormous, completely intact symbolic 
networks, that simply are not activated, stacked up like possible worlds.  Does 
that make sense? 
 
That makes no sense.  Let’s hear some examples. 
 
I can’t remember what I meant, if indeed I meant anything at all.  Highly-
patterned natural phenomena may be function-like prior to their uptake as a 
tool by a particular society.  The irreducible complexity which gets intelligent 
design people so excited is an example of a function-like phenomenon which 
we have difficulty parsing: these guys froth a teleology all over it.  And I suppose 
the dialectical emergence of human institutions with human action, perhaps 
function-like phenomena pervade those institutions, religious, corporate, sports 
such as fishing – 
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We wouldn’t normally think of our experience of those as aesthetic. 
 
Sure, but that’s a kind of counter-example.  There are no counter-examples to 
such formulae.  To think them vulnerable to counter-example is to misconceive 
them – whatever they define, they crystallise them within the nominally 
aesthetic.  
 
You’re an inverse pufferfish, aren’t you, deflating when threatened. 
 
I think it’s sceptical common-sense.  
 
I’m sorry.  We’ve talked about formulae, would there be any difference in the 
case of a multi-tomed aesthetic theory, for example? 
 
Only in how I’d articulate it, the gist would be the same. 
 
Helen, we are way over time, this has been a frustrating and interesting session, 
and I hope there will be more to come.  I’m sorry we didn’t talk much about 
poetry!  Maybe to finish up maybe you could say if you’re working on anything 
at the moment . . . ? 
 
It’s called Cokework.  It is a predictable continuation of my interest in 
the aesthetically illegal, the no-holds-barred manipulation of aesthetic 
consciousness, and aesthetic experience as baffled conscousness.  It is 
Burroughs-influenced, I suppose.  Let me give you a few lines from it.

Helen Bridwell • Hank Sotto
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Epigramaphobia: A Conversation 
between John Bradley and Kent Johnson 

“Only those deserving of scorn are apprehensive of it.”
                                                      – La Rochefoucauld     
     

John Bradley: You’ve recently published a book titled Epigramititis: 118 
Living American Poets (BlazeVOX, 2006), a large gathering of epigrams and 
accompanying pictures dedicated to individual contemporary poets. You’re 
now expanding it to fifty or so more. I think it’s safe to say there hasn’t been 
anything like this in poetry for a long time.  

I’ve been thinking about the growing popularity of social and political satire with 
newspaper, online, and book versions of “The Onion.”  On TV, there’s “South 
Park,” “The Daily Show,” “The Colbert Report,” and a BBCA show called “The 
Thick of It.”    In film, there’s “Bullworth,” “Wag the Tail,” “Thank You for Smoking,” 
and “Borat.” Americans seem fairly comfortable with social and political satire, 
but not with literary satire, specifically satire that goofs on writers.  What do 
you make of this curious dichotomy?  Is the poet seen as off limits?  What 
contemporary poets have been effectively employing satire?  Is it possible that 
poetic satire is more accepted when it mocks social trends or celebrities as 
opposed to particular writers, literary movements, and poetry politics?       

Kent Johnson: Yes, it’s an interesting thing. I’m not so sure that Americans in 
general see “the poet” as off-limits to satire. Poetry is, after all, of little concern 
to the great bulk of the American population—not exactly an issue many 
people worry about: probably a good thing, in the long view, for them and for 
poetry both. But it’s certainly the case that satire aimed at poets by other poets 
is considered an off-limits activity within the contemporary poetry community 
at large. Pointed satire directed at writers by writers is very rare today, and 
when it occurs it’s usually greeted with indignation or contemptuous silence-
-or fascinating symbiotic interactions of these. And this is a curious thing, 
sociologically speaking, given that poetic contest and dueling is a venerable 
tradition—one that’s been a central practice in numerous cultures and eras. 
And of course some great, even canonical writing has come down to us from 
the epigrammatic and insult tradition: the Greeks and Romans, Vedic poetry, 
the troubadours, the English Renaissance, Restoration, and Augustan periods, 
Persian and Arabic poetries, African traditions and their American extensions 
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in “the dozens,” obvious sources to mention a few…   

But here in early 21ST century America, we inhabit a poetic subculture where, 
yes, there is great nervousness, touchiness, and bad humor when it comes to 
roasting the Poet’s legal identity. I’m not sure I have a developed answer as to 
why; someone will no doubt write a book on the matter some day. But I suspect 
it has something to do with the deepening marginal status of poetry within a 
hyper-commercialized surround that’s increasingly driven by celebrity worship 
and media spectacle, from talk shows, to politics, to art, to journalism, to war. 
Well, that’s a banal statement. I mean, Adorno had no idea how prescient 
he was when he began to theorize the phenomenon of “Mass Culture” back 
when, how its power would consume nearly everything, like some giant blob 
that subsists and expands by eating, expelling, and then again eating, with 
gusto, its own shit. The situation’s become so depressing it’s comedic. Truth is, 
even most satire gets consumed. Watch Viacom’s Comedy Channel. Though I 
should say The Colbert Report is still quite alive…

Now, within that broad zeitgeist of ideological digestion and expulsion, one 
within which the poetry-biz industry is something like part of a bowel movement 
going down the blob’s intestinal tract for the fourth time or so since the fall of 
Saigon, Authorial identity comes squeezed out very teeny, very frail, at the other 
end, more and more pathetic and loathsome all the time: a kind of squirming 
parasite in the quickly drying waste. And it’s a truism, I suppose, that the more 
insignificant one feels within the bigger dumping ground, the more anxious one 
becomes about defending the little one still can defend—the smaller the turd-
stakes, the more precious the turf gets, and all that. Well, I guess this is what 
they call starting to mix one’s metaphors, and I’m losing the point… 

Anyway, so Authorship for poets has become something of a sacrosanct 
thing, something not to be mocked, and this is the case across the aesthetic 
spectrum, not least amongst the so-called “avant-garde.” The state of affairs 
that accompanies this is increasingly pronounced and routine: a poetic field 
rotted through by academic careerism and compromise, elitism and cultivated 
insularity, hypocrisy and obsequiousness, corruption and betrayal, all under 
the cover of protocols that proclaim professional and communitarian best 
behaviors, of course.  

In short, if we ever had a poetic era both more afraid of and in need of satire, 
this is it, I’d say. And you? What do you think of the situation?  

JB:  I think the literary scene, as well as the academic scene in general, which 
poetry has more or less become subservient to, is ripe for the plucking.  It 
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reeks of self-importance, pomposity, and insecurity.  If anyone dare use humor 
to expose this, then that person risks bitter personal attack, destroying his 
or her career, losing opportunities for readings, grants, publication, etc.  It’s 
much easier—and safer—to make fun of George Bush, or Brittney Spears, 
or even Mother Teresa, than, say, Dana Gioia.  (By the way, I didn’t see him 
in Epigramititis.)  And so the status quo is maintained by the very weight and 
privileges--though they are meager--of the status quo.  But tell me, who are 
some writers who do use humor in poetry in what you consider subversive 
ways?  The poem “Glimmer of Gold,” by Aleksandar Ristovic, translated by 
Charles Simic, comes to mind.  I love the way he goofs on poetry and kicks the 
reader in the head: “Nobody reads poetry anymore,/ so who the hell are you/ I 
see bent over this book?”

KJ: That’s the whole poem, I hope? I love it. Another loser bent over poetry! But 
no, I guess we’re of like minds on some of these institutional factors. Though 
maybe I’m not as pessimistic on the chances for a satirist’s success-- I’m still 
hoping my epigrams might get me a Pulitzer, a Gertrude Stein Innovative 
Poetry Award, and a reading at Iowa before I retire to my houseboat to write 
haiku until the painful, bitter end.

JB: OK, great. But are you avoiding my question about what poets today are 
effectively employing satire? Satire broadly conceived, let ’s say. 

KJ: Sorry… Yes, among recent or current US poets, I can think of quite a few, 
though almost always in the sense of satire more broadly conceived, as you 
say:  satire, that is, that tends toward the more sustained and diffuse Menippean 
mode—more generally directed at cultural mores, more civically didactic, so to 
speak, in its impulses. That’s to say, there are lots of poets employing satire 
for “political” aims, making great fun of the Bush administration, for example, 
or the lower realms of mass, popular culture. The recent phenomenon of Flarf 
would be one example… 

This fairly ubiquitous Menippean mode, then, would be distinguished (though 
the distinctions can be tricky sometimes) from the more barbed, focused, self-
deprecating, and personally caustic Juvenalian tradition, which is generally 
aimed at specific characters and usually conveyed via the venerable, compact 
chariot of the epigram. Such address often serves a sanitizing purpose 
in the literary culture, calling out charlatanry, hypocrisy, and perfidy (I used 
my Thesaurus for “perfidy”) from under their often decorous disguises. But 
the satiric impulse in its unmediated, traditional, Juvenalian spirit—derision, 
praise, or rebuke projected directly upon the cultural arena itself—is rare to 
non-existent in our period, and for reasons you incisively outlined.
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Anyway, as far as recent poets who have taken the poetic sphere as target, 
three prominent ones stand out for me, very different as they are: Ed Dorn 
(numerous pieces in Abhorrences, for instance) and Kenneth Koch (“Fresh Air,” 
among other works) would be two of them. But perhaps the august example 
is the often-maligned Robert Bly, who in his Fifties, Sixties, and Seventies 
journals pulled no punches and battered the feathers off puffed-up poetry birds 
who deserved it. Bly’s magazine is probably most remembered for bringing 
over poets from afar--and for good reason, since it changed everything, 
however clunky many of the translations may have been. Yet, that project’s 
most important contribution may have been the proffering of satire as healthy 
tonic for the smug poetic scene. Recently, Poetry magazine, of all places, had 
a pretty good section in its “Humor” issue, clearly inspired by Bly’s old roasts. 
This is encouraging. At least a few hundred bucks of the billion-dollar windfall 
is getting well spent… Anyone else you are thinking of? 

JB: Here’s a statement of Bly’s that reflects his literary fearlessness (ironically 
from an article decrying Bly’s “attack” mentality, in Martin Lammon’s “The End 
of the Age of Arrogance”): 

. . . in the fifties the shade from Eliot and Pound and Tate and  William 
Carlos Williams was a heavy shade.  It was necessary to clear some 
ground, so there’d be a place for new pine trees to grow.  That clearing 
is not being done now.  The younger poets are not attacking Galway 
enough, or Merwin, or Wright, or Creeley, or Ginsberg.  They’re a little 
slow in attacking me too.  The women don’t attack Levertov or Rich.  The 
younger poets are being nice boys and girls.      

But I think we’ll see more satire as writers feel a need to defend themselves 
from the almost-suffocating climate of spam, pop-up ads, blog bloviation, 
podcasts, vidcasts, cell phones, and TVs talking at you in the grocery store 
over the eggplants and artichokes.  Not to mention the ever expanding spread 
of proper professional manners, which suffuse the spectrum now, of aesthetic 
tendencies. Or the ever-creeping silent tentacles of the NSA, even… To 
paraphrase Orwell, walk quietly but carry a scathing sense of humor.  

Now, I wonder if you could talk more about my previous point, if you don’t mind 
going back to it: that political figures are more deserving of satire.  They run 
for public office and knowingly enter the tornado zone of public wrath.  Writers, 
however, don’t deserve such scorn as they are not really public figures.  And 
their book photos should be off limits.  Criticize the writing or literary movements, 
but not how a writer appears.  That’s too easy and perhaps cruel.  And don’t 
epigrams about poets, epigrams that name particular poets, reinforce in some 
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way the figure of Authorship?   

KJ: Only in the sense, I’d say, that words like “queer” or “nigger” reinforce bigotry 
when retaken and wielded openly in the faces of the bigoted… As Bakhtin 
argues (rather contrary, actually, to Adorno’s deification of the demanding, 
innovative Modernist artist), the myth of the heroic individual author is fostered 
by capitalist culture precisely in order to manipulate, control, and appropriate 
subject positions. We have to recognize the dynamic and throw it back with 
a smirk if we are going to find a way out of the morass. Honest satire of our 
situation is one of the Stations of the Cross on the way, I’d say. But it needs to 
go beyond individual self-flagellation and become a collective activity: a well-
wrought collective penitence. Of course, this is the last thing upholders of the 
Author Function, Mainstream and Avant-garde alike, wish to countenance. 

But on the earlier point: Actually, I do think that political figures are more 
deserving of satire. They are, after all, much more significant to the social order 
than poets are. Poets are nothing, relatively speaking, so it’s perfectly natural 
there would be an imbalance in the amount of attention the two professions 
receive. But looking at things from the perspective of the tiny poetic subculture, 
yes, Authorship is something not to be touched. The sacred cow. It’s the one 
fancy suit we’re given by the Culture Industry and its ideology—and Authors, 
like those old Veterans of Foreign Wars, do everything they can to weigh it 
down with medals. We need to shed the suit, I’ve been saying for some time; 
we need to start experimenting with different kinds of anti-gravity raiment. 
You’ve done this in enigmatic ways in War on Words: The John Bradley/Tomaz 
Salamun Confusement (BlazeVOX), probably the most original book of poetry, 
I’d argue, since George Bush took office. 

JB: Maybe George Bush is a secret literary influence on me?  But you had 
mentioned Flarf.  I’ve heard a little bit about it.  It’s a kind of satire?  Don’t they 
question the concept of literary ownership? 

KJ: Well, definitions of Flarf are contested. Here’s my somewhat unpopular 
one: Flarf is a fashionable, cliquish grouping of very smart, very gifted younger 
writers who use Google search hits to generate various modulations of 
appropriative collage. Their most common practice is to poach “uneducated” 
discourse from chat rooms, personal web pages, and such (without the original 
writers’ knowledge, of course) and create what some take to be “funny” poems 
and plays. It’s all a bit sophomoric, a kind of urbane put-down of (as they say 
in grad school) the subaltern. And all of it, it bears emphasizing, ends up in 
service of perfectly conservative dress codes of Authorial custom. 
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we need to start experimenting with different kinds of anti-gravity raiment. 
You’ve done this in enigmatic ways in War on Words: The John Bradley/Tomaz 
Salamun Confusement (BlazeVOX), probably the most original book of poetry, 
I’d argue, since George Bush took office. 

JB: Maybe George Bush is a secret literary influence on me?  But you had 
mentioned Flarf.  I’ve heard a little bit about it.  It’s a kind of satire?  Don’t they 
question the concept of literary ownership? 

KJ: Well, definitions of Flarf are contested. Here’s my somewhat unpopular 
one: Flarf is a fashionable, cliquish grouping of very smart, very gifted younger 
writers who use Google search hits to generate various modulations of 
appropriative collage. Their most common practice is to poach “uneducated” 
discourse from chat rooms, personal web pages, and such (without the original 
writers’ knowledge, of course) and create what some take to be “funny” poems 
and plays. It’s all a bit sophomoric, a kind of urbane put-down of (as they say 
in grad school) the subaltern. And all of it, it bears emphasizing, ends up in 
service of perfectly conservative dress codes of Authorial custom. 



103103

These poets rather grandiosely see their aesthetic as—it’s their preferred 
description—a Neo-Dada expression… as if such expression had any useful 
function in a culture where a “Neo-Dada” simulacral fog has become the greater 
part of the ideational air we breathe. Well there is satire and then there is satire. 
As Peter Schjeldahl recently put it, in a review of the big Dada exhibit at the 
MOMA, “What young self-styled bohemian of the past ninety years hasn’t got 
at least briefly high on Dada?” The sad thing is that most of these Flarf hipsters 
who are high on it are now in, or approaching, middle age… What was that 
SNL sketch of the pop singer who would shake his rear end and yell, “Look 
at my butt!”? Well, Flarf is more or less like that: a “Look at my iconoclastic 
hipness!” shaking of the Author booty. Well, a glowing article in The Believer 
magazine no doubt awaits.*

But maybe they’ll find a way of turning things around—becoming “inappropriate,” 
as they like to put it, in more interesting and original ways.  

JB: Of course, the Flarfians might respond that Epigramititis is also a “shaking 
of Author booty.”  And there is the name “Kent Johnson” on the cover. 

KJ: Indeed. But perhaps I’ve in part earned, as you have in War on Words, 
the right to claim—especially on the cover of a book like this—my “own name” 
as a somewhat ironically charged sign? I mean, I think I’m justified in saying 
that I do, in a great portion of my work, satirize myself in rather immediate, 
self-deflating ways—my own hypocrisies and complicities get laid on the table. 
So any moralistic presumption that might slip through does get qualified and 
undercut, to say the least. I’m here, groveling and grappling in the mud. The 
middle-aged Flarf kids, however, sit there grandly, paring their fingernails, 
smugly smirking over their little collages. 

JB: Let’s talk about some of the classic poet satirists.  Who, in particular, has 
caused you to laugh out loud?  And perhaps made you shake your head at the 
nerve of that cheeky so-and-so.  Could you quote us some specific lines and 
perhaps look at a poem or two?  I suspect Catullus is one of those naughty 
boys who helped pave the way for Epigramititis.  What’s the appeal of these 
satirical poems for you?  Why haven’t these poems lost their sting over the 
centuries?   

KJ: Oh, gosh. Well, yes, Catullus is the greatest. But Hipponax, centuries 

* In fact, some months after this conversation was sent to Plantarchy, a glowing article 
about Flarf did appear in The Believer: <http://www.believermag.com/issues/200704/
?read=review_degentesh>.
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earlier, whom the late Alexandra Papaditsas and I traduce in The Miseries of 
Poetry: Traductions from the Greek, among other witty poets of long ago, is 
great too.  

And the satires of Juvenal and Martial, the gentle Ben Jonson, early Donne, 
Wilmot, and Pope. They are wickedly funny and deeply tragic, these folks, and 
it’s the uncomfortable mixture of the two poles, I suppose, that makes us laugh. 
That’s a big part of great satire, I think: the tragicomic honed into a lovely lance 
of cleansing vitriol. The lance is immortal. Even the young Marx had to grant it 
flew largely free of the forces of historical materialism. 

There’s something important here, though, that shouldn’t be left out. Satire, 
when it takes epigrammatic form, however cutting, is always generically framed. 
As such, presented at the remove of so-called art, the sting is mediated by an 
unstated tip of the hat toward its target —a coded form of tribute: I mean, it’s 
clear—or should be—when satire takes poetic form, that the subject of derision 
or praise is in no way entirely who the epigram says he or she is. It’s a slice, an 
aesthetical shot, chivalrously proffered in the put-‘em-up tradition. And in this 
sense, the mature, ideal recipient is the poet who smiles, even if the smile is 
forced, and whose response is to answer epigrammatically in turn. More of this 
spirit is what would be healthy for our poetry, I think, and it would likely help 
pull us out of our delusional, pompous rut…and probably get us a few more 
readers, too: Poets prodigiously and happily roasting one another. Why not? 
What’s the fear and where does it come from? The task of poetry is to remain 
free, and we can’t remain free unless we have the common sense to ridicule 
ourselves without pity.   

JB: Well, you’ve been a target yourself. Recently on the collectively-authored 
“Mainstream Poetry” blog (curated, curiously, by Mike Magee, who published 
the second Yasusada collection, Also With My Throat, I Shall Swallow Ten 
Thousand Swords, with his Combo Books) there was a long poem entitled 
“Kent Johnson is Sentenced to Life Imprisonment,” and it’s full of mockery and 
contempt for your persona. What did you think of that?  What does it feel like 
to be the subject of satire?  

KJ: Actually, yes, I’d forgotten about that piece. There have been a few other 
ones, too. I was honored by it, to tell the truth. It’s pretty good and quite funny. 
By utter coincidence, I was just arrested for trespassing while hunting for 
morels. This violates my probation for the same offense last spring. Totally 
unintentional, but it doesn’t matter. It’s a minimum, automatic one-month jail 
term, unless the charges get dropped. So soon I may be writing The Prison 
Epigrams. What poet can claim this honor? 
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JB: Seriously? 

KJ: Yep. All for mushrooms. 

JB: Robert Pinsky’s “Dissed in Verse: The Art of the Poetic Insult,” recently 
published in Slate, offers a short but informative history of the “insult” poem.  
He includes this marvelous example, from Poems from the Greek Anthology, 
translated by Dudley Fitts, supposedly written by the Emperor Trajan: 

Lift sunward your considerable nose,

Fling wide the’abyss of your mouth,

And you’ll make a presentable sun-dial for all who pass by. 

I was surprised to find Edward Lear, of all people, boldly mocking himself, and 
how T.S. Eliot, trying to pay homage to Lear by mocking Eliot, utterly lacks 
the verve and nerve of Lear.  But I wonder why Pinsky doesn’t include any 
contemporary “dissing.” He must not have read Epigramititis. 

KJ: I was glad to see the essay. He did give some good war-horse examples. 
But my question to Pinsky is, “So what’s happened to in-your-face, poet to poet 
satire?” He never mentions that it’s virtually non-existent on the scene today. 
No, I don’t think he knows about Epigramititis, where there is a poem for him. 
The photo accompanying it is of a questionable-looking used car salesman… 
Now, let me say again, this has nothing to do with Robert Pinsky as a person—
nor even as a poet, speaking in the main. I mean, Pinsky is a magnificently 
gifted person, I don’t think many people doubt that. But talent or personality 
have nothing to do with it: He has a starring role in the whole institutional 
drama titled “Poetry Biz and Its Discontents” and the soap opera (post-avant 
poets as the token minority characters) is just awful—a tragicomedy of stupid 
plot and embarrassingly cheap scenery. Exactly what used automobiles have 
to do with it, admittedly, I’m not certain, but I suspect there is some connection 
there… 

JB: The use of illustrations in your book could be the subject of another 
discussion, on the use of visual rhetoric. Let me repeat, for what it’s worth, 
that across from the Pinsky epigram there’s a photo of a whistling gentleman 
in fedora, white shirt, and tie. He appears to be a used car salesman.  But to 
get back to our topic. . . There’s been some fine satire written by women poets 
over the eras. But it seems there is a masculine preponderance in the genre. 
Any thoughts on that?  

JB: Seriously? 

KJ: Yep. All for mushrooms. 

JB: Robert Pinsky’s “Dissed in Verse: The Art of the Poetic Insult,” recently 
published in Slate, offers a short but informative history of the “insult” poem.  
He includes this marvelous example, from Poems from the Greek Anthology, 
translated by Dudley Fitts, supposedly written by the Emperor Trajan: 

Lift sunward your considerable nose,

Fling wide the’abyss of your mouth,

And you’ll make a presentable sun-dial for all who pass by. 

I was surprised to find Edward Lear, of all people, boldly mocking himself, and 
how T.S. Eliot, trying to pay homage to Lear by mocking Eliot, utterly lacks 
the verve and nerve of Lear.  But I wonder why Pinsky doesn’t include any 
contemporary “dissing.” He must not have read Epigramititis. 

KJ: I was glad to see the essay. He did give some good war-horse examples. 
But my question to Pinsky is, “So what’s happened to in-your-face, poet to poet 
satire?” He never mentions that it’s virtually non-existent on the scene today. 
No, I don’t think he knows about Epigramititis, where there is a poem for him. 
The photo accompanying it is of a questionable-looking used car salesman… 
Now, let me say again, this has nothing to do with Robert Pinsky as a person—
nor even as a poet, speaking in the main. I mean, Pinsky is a magnificently 
gifted person, I don’t think many people doubt that. But talent or personality 
have nothing to do with it: He has a starring role in the whole institutional 
drama titled “Poetry Biz and Its Discontents” and the soap opera (post-avant 
poets as the token minority characters) is just awful—a tragicomedy of stupid 
plot and embarrassingly cheap scenery. Exactly what used automobiles have 
to do with it, admittedly, I’m not certain, but I suspect there is some connection 
there… 

JB: The use of illustrations in your book could be the subject of another 
discussion, on the use of visual rhetoric. Let me repeat, for what it’s worth, 
that across from the Pinsky epigram there’s a photo of a whistling gentleman 
in fedora, white shirt, and tie. He appears to be a used car salesman.  But to 
get back to our topic. . . There’s been some fine satire written by women poets 
over the eras. But it seems there is a masculine preponderance in the genre. 
Any thoughts on that?  



106 106

KJ: I’d say it’s largely a matter of patriarchal history, which unfortunately has 
structured poetry as it does societies at large. But I don’t think it has anything to 
do with the nature of satire proper. Sexism in our trade is a vast and vulnerable 
field for ridicule, obviously. Let it fly on terrible wings, I say. And may names 
get named. But most women poets, like most men poets, are extremely 
professional and cautious these days. One must be, at best, indirect. It’s very 
sad. But it’s certainly not because women are “nicer” or something. Some of 
the most cut-throat, backstabbing, nasty people in the poetry world happen to 
have vaginas. 

JB: Is there ever a situation when humor is inappropriate?  Where it’s funny 
partly because it dares to be politically incorrect, but then it can also be 
inappropriate?  

KJ: This is tough… Maybe one of the other things that good satire does is help 
clarify the ways humor is always contingent and contextual. We can laugh at 
certain times and in certain places. The lance of honest Satire is aimed—and 
this is why it’s honestly funny when it hits—at people who have hypocrisy, 
dirt, and cruelty in their hearts (as we all do) but who shamelessly dissimulate 
blamelessness and good intentions. Like members of the Bush cabinet, for 
obvious example. Or to take an example—let’s say a purely hypothetical one—
from poetry: a poet who claims to be guided by the principles of an ancient 
religion, and who proclaims widely for its compassionate principles, citing 
scripture, etc, and who uses this as cloak for oblique but elaborate defamation 
of another poet, because he perceives that such thinly veiled character 
assassination will curry him favor with certain “inside” groups on the scene. 
And, of course, he will win favor, since the poet he is defaming has strongly 
critiqued the poetics and cliquish practices of these “inside” groups. I mean, I’m 
just talking off the top of my head here, but this would be a theatrical example 
of the wide-scale shadow barter that is now indivisible, as underbelly, from the 
poetry market of the United States. Again, this all goes back to the ways that 
Authorial identity has become ever more fetishistic commodity within the poetic 
economy, its sex drive, so to speak. Perversions proliferate. 

It all gets quite ugly. Everyone knows—hush-hush—that it goes on regularly. 
And that’s certainly one of the most important functions of the satirist: to bring to 
light the very mean-spiritedness and manipulative position-taking that subtend 
the cozy, polite, fake protocols that structure systems of cultural power. And to 
accept, with equanimity and good humor, the price for doing so… 

But let me ask you here: How do you feel about putting, as you have with your 
last book, words in the mouth of a world-famous poet, having him say things 
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he never really said? Talk about cheekiness! And what has been his reaction 
to your transgression? 

JB:  Silence.  Tomaz Salamun has yet to respond, at least to me, on his 
thoughts on the publication of War on Words.  I have mixed feelings about 
my  “act of transgression.”   I hope Salamun has a good laugh and sees the 
parody as it was intended, as the ultimate compliment of his poetry.  And, of 
course, I worry that some readers might misunderstand what I’ve done, see 
it as ridicule.  There’s always that risk.  And yet this risk is what gives satire 
its sting, makes a reader go, “I can’t believe he said that.”   Or am I totally 
mischaracterizing it? 

KJ: I say if the man can’t take a big complimentary zinger, then screw him. 
Maybe you’ll get lucky and he’ll sue you. 

JB: Well, as I said, he’d be suing someone who is merely doffing his hat. 
But going back to Epigramititis: In its “Author’s Note,” you state: “This book 
is fated to be assiduously ignored by the Poetry Establishment, ‘mainstream’ 
and ‘experimental,’ the two sides of its ancient coin… This is to be expected, 
especially from the ‘experimental’ side, where silence has been raised (imagine 
silence being ‘raised’—what could that mean?) to the level of an Occult Art.” 
Why the prediction?  Has it been greeted with arctic silence?  

KJ: In fact, I am delighted to have been so visionary there. There have been 
some reviews, and more discussion of the book is forthcoming, I believe. A 
couple of the reviews have been quite negative, complaining that the poems 
are “clunky” (uh, hello?) and that (even funnier) they don’t rhyme in 18TH century 
fashion. But silence has been the bulk of it. I’m clear that most poets, especially 
younger ones, nervous as they are of their positions, are bound to remain mum 
on a book like this. That’s OK. And there is, too, a heavy dose of dissembled 
indifference from certain manifest quarters. That dimension of the silence is 
most amusing and satisfying. Better than any loud, anxious complaint… So 
yes, I meant it. And like any other sorry failure, I enjoy being—every once in a 
blue moon—correct.  

Kent Johnson • John Bradley
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“The Proper Word”: Donald Rumsfeld 
and Contemporary American Poetry

Evasion Haiku

I’m working my way
Over to figuring out
How I won’t answer.

Dec. 3, 2002, Department of Defense news briefing
[Rumsfeld haiku found by Hart Seely]

I began my meditations on Donald Rumsfeld and poetry with a question: Why 
do so many contemporary poets write about Donald Rumsfeld, invoking his 
name, quoting his words, taking him to task?  I wondered why our obsession 
was with Rumsfeld rather than other players, like Cheney, Rice, or Bush.  
More recently, Alberto Gonzales comes to mind as an administration member 
whose use of language merits attention, if not credence.  Gonzales’s rhetoric 
of unknowing was described recently by one reporter as “Zen-like.”1  But 
Gonzales’s rhetoric is emptier than it is wise, based more on the use of 
practical words like “efficient” and “effective” than on the more philosophical 
“knowns” and “unknowns” of the former Defense Secretary.  I have come to 
the conclusion that we are obsessed with Rumsfeld because he is one of us.  
Like us, Rumsfeld loves words.  Like us, Rumsfeld thinks about words, weighs 
them, balances them.  As he remarked in his farewell address, “You know, 
when you think about words, I have felt just an enormous sense of urgency 
these years.  Some of you may have noticed it. [LAUGHTER]” 2  If you read 
through his DOD transcripts and newspaper accounts, you see that he not only 
uses words “well,” but he also talks openly and incessantly about how he uses 
words.  He aims to use them with precision, not sloppily.  I remember turning 

1 Dahlia Lithwick’s recent article in Slate is titled “Alberto Gonzales, Zen Master: The 
attorney general jiujitsus Congress with a smile.”
2 Rumsfeld’s press conferences were filled with laughter from the press corps, a 
laughter of complicity, not rejection or disbelief.  
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was with Rumsfeld rather than other players, like Cheney, Rice, or Bush.  
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whose use of language merits attention, if not credence.  Gonzales’s rhetoric 
of unknowing was described recently by one reporter as “Zen-like.”1  But 
Gonzales’s rhetoric is emptier than it is wise, based more on the use of 
practical words like “efficient” and “effective” than on the more philosophical 
“knowns” and “unknowns” of the former Defense Secretary.  I have come to 
the conclusion that we are obsessed with Rumsfeld because he is one of us.  
Like us, Rumsfeld loves words.  Like us, Rumsfeld thinks about words, weighs 
them, balances them.  As he remarked in his farewell address, “You know, 
when you think about words, I have felt just an enormous sense of urgency 
these years.  Some of you may have noticed it. [LAUGHTER]” 2  If you read 
through his DOD transcripts and newspaper accounts, you see that he not only 
uses words “well,” but he also talks openly and incessantly about how he uses 
words.  He aims to use them with precision, not sloppily.  I remember turning 

1 Dahlia Lithwick’s recent article in Slate is titled “Alberto Gonzales, Zen Master: The 
attorney general jiujitsus Congress with a smile.”
2 Rumsfeld’s press conferences were filled with laughter from the press corps, a 
laughter of complicity, not rejection or disbelief.  
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on CNN one morning near the beginning of the war—the “shock and awe” 
phase—and hearing Rumsfeld express unhappiness that  the US was being 
criticized for bombing Iraq.  Don’t they realize, I recall hearing him say, that this 
bombing is humanitarian?!3  By which I gather he meant that precision missiles 
are to carpet bombs what Mother Teresa was to Field Marshall Rommel.  In this 
sense, “humanitarian” comes to mean “only killing the people we want to kill,” 
rather than accidentally including the euphemistic “collateral damage,” or what 
might be termed “the loss of innocent lives.”  
  But before considering the poets who are writing about Rumsfeld, we 
need to consider Rumsfeld the poet.4  Let me begin with the story of how 
a small part of one DOD briefing by Rumsfeld became a poem.  On April 
2, 2003, shortly after the US invasion of Iraq and before American forces 
entered Baghdad, a Black Hawk helicopter went down, killing seven; three 
other American troops were killed on that day, as well.  Among them were 
Spc. Mathew G. Boule, Master Sgt. George A. Fernandez, and Chief Warrant 
Officer Erik A. Halvorsen.  Also on that day Slate posted a feature by Hart 
Seely, previously the co-editor of the “selected verse” of Phil Rizzuto, entitled 
“The Poetry of D.H. Rumsfeld.”  Seely had gathered his found poems from the 
Defense Department website’s official transcripts of Rumsfeld’s briefings and 
speeches.  By way of introduction, Seely wrote: “Secretary of Defense Donald 
Rumsfeld is an accomplished man.  Not only is he guiding the war in Iraq, he 
has been a pilot, a congressman, an ambassador, a businessman, and a civil 
servant.  But few Americans know that he is also a poet.”  Rumsfeld is presented 
by way of his first two initials, in the manner of T.S. Eliot or D.H. Lawrence, 
and Seely goes on to compare Rumsfeld’s work to that of important American 
poets: “His work,” Seely opines, “with its dedication to the fractured rhythms of 
the plainspoken vernacular, is reminiscent of William Carlos Williams’.  Some 
readers may find that Rumsfeld’s gift for offhand, quotidian pronouncements 
is as entrancing as Frank O’Hara’s.”  Seely further describes Rumsfeld’s work 
as “paradoxical,” “playful,” as concerning “the most somber subjects: war, 

3 I cannot find the direct quotation, but an article in the Baltimore Sun of March, 2003 
paraphrases Rumsfeld as noting “that American high-tech weaponry and precise 
targeting have been paired in a ‘humane effort’ to topple the Iraqi leader.”
4 Rumsfeld is not the first poetry-loving Secretary of Defense.  Robert McNamara 
quoted T. S. Eliot from the “Four Quartets,” in another poem of knowing:

We shall not cease from exploring
And at the end of our exploration
We will return to where we started
And know this place for the first time. (Donovan, Kimball, and Smith)
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terrorism, morality,” and yet as being “about indirection and evasion.”  More on 
that last phrase soon.5

 The first poem printed on Slate’s website is “The Unknown,” a Gertrude 
Steinish poem that makes no reference to the unknown soldier, but rather to an 
almost metaphysical examination of knowing.  Rumsfeld uttered these words 
on February 12, 2002 at a DOD briefing; Seely found them and provided the 
line breaks:

As we know,
There are known knowns.
There are things we know we know.
We also know
There are known unknowns.
That is to say
We know there are some things
We do not know.
But there are also unknown unknowns,
The ones we don’t know
We don’t know.

This poem and others have since been set to music by Bryant Kong (as 
cabaret music) and Phil Kline (more in the vein of Philip Glass).  Seely glosses 
this poem in the introduction to the full collection, Pieces of Intelligence: The 
Existential Poetry of Donald H. Rumsfeld, published in 2003 by Free Press6.  
“In poems like ‘The Unknown,’ his most disturbing work, Rumsfeld mixes Zen-
like enlightenment and indifference, probably culled from his many trips to the 
Far East.  [Ah yes, they are so enlightened and indifferent in Asia!]  ‘There are 
some things we do not know,’ the poet warns.  ‘But there are also unknown 
unknowns’” (viii).7

 Why is this poem disturbing?8  Surely as written, it could come out of a 

5 Getting into the spirit of things, Seely in his Introduction refers to Rumsfeld “embedding 
the verses within the full transcripts of his sessions,” and to his “precision-guided 
insights” (vii, viii).
6 Richard Handler, of CBC Radio, wrote of the book and this poem more particularly, 
“This poem, and poetry more generally, teaches us humility and complexity and to 
expect what we can’t imagined quite yet.  Rumsfeld, it turns out, is a good poet, but it’s 
a pity he did not heed his own lines.”
7 Bryant Kong, who set Rumsfeld’s found poems to music, told Joshua Kosman, “I 
thought they were hilarious and evocative, and they encapsulate the way that Rumsfeld 
interacts with the Pentagon press corps.  If he captures their attention, he’ll go on with a 
story of joke or aside.  He performs for reporters, in a way.”  But he adds that he believes 
Rumsfeld is selling a war that can’t be sold.  (May 25, 2004, San Francisco Chronicle)
8 Richard Nixon also has a book of poems compiled by Jack S. Margolis, published in 
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New Age handbook as advice to One Who Wants to Know Too Much.  It could 
even be avant-garde poetry, if not quite contemporary in its abstractions.  But 
Seely might have pointed to the full text of the briefing of February 12, 2002 to 
find out what is so disturbing about Rumsfeld’s poem. While Rumsfeld clearly 
plays the sage to his captive audience of reporters, this passage is precisely 
not a moment of transcendent wisdom, but one in which Rumsfeld evades 
historical reality.  Listen to the question Rumsfeld was asked before he riffed 
on the “knowns” and “unknowns”:

Q: Could I follow up, Mr. Secretary, on what you just said, please? In 
regard to Iraq weapons of mass destruction and terrorists, is there any 
evidence to indicate that Iraq has attempted to or is willing to supply 
terrorists with weapons of mass destruction? Because there are reports 
that there is no evidence of a direct link between Baghdad and some of 
these terrorist organizations.

Rumsfeld’s “unknowns,” given a tangible subject, are links between the Iraqi 
government of Saddam Hussein and terrorist organizations.  To “not know” 
whether or not there are links in this case might inspire doubt in the existence 
of those links; to “not know what you do not know” is a more complicated 
proposition, one clearly phrased to suggest the very possibility of the existence 
of these links, and to ask us to fear them.  This is the wordsmith’s version of 
Bush’s more mundane suggestions that, had we not gotten rid of Saddam for 
possessing the weapons of mass destruction he did not have, that he might 
have tried to acquire them.  Thus, Bush and Rumsfeld save us from possible 
weapons, if not from actual ones.  If we do not know something, according to 
their “logic,” then we should be especially vigilant that it not become true in the 
future.  “What we do not know” is a phrase that opens up fear to its audience 
(what we do not know could kill us), while it opens up political and military 
possibilities to its purveyors.  As Slavoj Žižek notes in Iraq: the Borrowed Kettle, 
the problem with such logic “is that it presupposes that we can treat the future 
as something that, in a way, has already taken place” (15).9

1974, by Cliff House Books.  Margolis notes: “The material published in this collection 
originally appeared in The Watergate Transcripts, released by President Nixon.  
Each selection is reprinted in its entirety.  No words have been added or omitted, 
and the punctuation has not been altered in any way.”  Kurtis Davidson has reviewed 
Rumsfeld’s and Nixon’s poetries through the apparatus of Harold Bloom’s anxiety of 
influence in The Southeast Review.  (The review involves a wise poke at criticism and 
contemporary politics.)
9 Žižek is analyzing a bit of illogic perpetrated by former Sen. Fred Thompson in 
February, 2002 (14-15).  
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  What I will propose is that, in his use of language, Rumsfeld erases 
historical context; it is this erasure of context that makes his digressions 
“poems,” according to Hart Seely and others.  His poems ape the lyric form, 
without fulfilling its rigors.  The lyric poem depends upon erasures of context to 
open up the space of metaphysics; among its erasures are metaphors (which 
shift the field of vision) and abstractions.  But these erasures are not evasions; 
they open the poem, rather than closing it down.  And when Gertrude Stein 
replaces abstractions with the material of abstract words (her “meditations” 
are more on words than on what they open as “meaning”), she does so to turn 
our attention onto the words’ contexts as sound or as function, not to turn them 
away from meaning per se.  Rumsfeld’s “poems,” which superficially resemble 
Stein’s, function as evasions of meaning; whatever wisdom may be gleaned 
from the knowing and the unknowing, is an accident of circumlocution, rather 
than an essential part of Rumsfeld’s rhetoric.  
 What contemporary poets who have written about Rumsfeld do is to 
re-place context, re-mind their readers of the historical and moral questions 
Rumsfeld evades in his “poems.”  Poets know best that language carries 
context with it, that each word is the end result of its own—and other—histories 
and ethical conflicts.  It is left to poets to point this out, because journalists were 
often more the laugh track to Rumsfeld’s briefings than skeptical listeners.  
That they so admired Rumsfeld’s pronouncements, providing the laugh track, 
suggests that they, too, “love” the clever use of language, if not its acute use.  
But Rumsfeld seems to be acute, complementing his cleverness with a facade 
of verbal precision, and that may be enough.  His M.O. is often to insist upon 
the very accuracy that he evades; this is Rumsfeld as a “paradoxical” poet 
(Seely).  Hence, in his August 29, 2006 speech to the 88th Annual American 
Legion National Convention in Salt Lake City, Rumsfeld takes on the media’s 
uses of examples and language.  In a series of neatly bullet pointed aperçus, 
Rumsfeld notes that there are “literally 10 times as many mentions of one of 
the soldiers who has been punished for misconduct—10 times more—“ than 
to the first recipient of the Medal of Honor in what he calls the “Global War on 
Terror.”  The next bullet references a Newsweek editor who called “the brave 
volunteers in our armed forces . . . as a ‘mercenary army.’”  The fourth and 
final bullet declares “inexcusable” Amnesty International’s use of the phrase 
“the gulag of our times” to describe Guantanamo Bay’s prison.  To applause, 
he concludes his discussion of false uses of languages by saying, “Those who 
know the truth need to speak out against these kinds of myths and distortions 
that are being told about our troops and about our country.  America is not 
what’s wrong with the world.”
 Under the headline “Rumsfeld’s War On ‘Insurgents,’” Dana Milbank 
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of the Washington Post wrote in late November 2005 about one of Rumsfeld’s 
many quarrels with accepted language use.  “’Over the weekend, I thought 
to myself, ‘You know, that gives them a greater legitimacy than they seem to 
merit,’ Rumsfeld . . . said of his ban on the I-word.  ‘It was an epiphany,’ he 
added, throwing his hands in the air.”  Rumsfeld encouraged reporters to look 
at their dictionaries and then declared that this “group of people” didn’t “merit” 
the word.  (He did not comment on whether his brainstorm merited the word 
“epiphany,” which I hardly need add, is a word he likely got from literature or 
religion.)  When Peter Pace, the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs, declared that 
he didn’t know a better word, Rumsfeld offered up “Enemies of the legitimate 
Iraqi government.”  The acronym would then be ELIG.  Unfortunately for the 
boss, Gen. Pace immediately reverted to the term “insurgents.”  In his farewell 
speech, Rumsfeld took on the phrase “global war against terror,” which he found 
“not perfect.”  It’s not a war between armies, he claimed, but “It is irregular.  It’s 
asymmetric.  And it is not against terrorism, per se, it is against these violent 
extremists who use terrorism, but they also could use other things.”  Elsewhere, 
as Gayatri Chakravorty Spivak has noted (in “Terror: A Speech After 9-11”), 
Rumsfeld uses the lack of military uniforms (not) worn by “terrorists” to claim 
they are not prisoners of war and cannot be treated according to the Geneva 
Convention.10  And Susan Sontag begins her essay, “Regarding the Torture 
of Others,” with another “definition poem” by Rumsfeld:  “My impression is 
that what has been charged thus far is abuse, which I believe technically is 
different from torture,” Secretary of Defense Donald Rumsfeld said at a press 
conference.  “And therefore I’m not going to address the ‘torture’ word.”  
Needless to say, Rumsfeld does not address “abuse,” either, having evaded 
the stronger word, “torture.”  One doubts if he so objected to the renaming of 
Abu Ghraib as “Camp Redemption.”
 In their “Preamble” to “Is Poetry Enough?” presented at the Poetry in 
a Time of Crisis Conference (4/04), Jennifer Scappettone & Judith Goldman 
argue that “Responsibility to social relations and experience demands that 
we register and foreground contradictions: poetry should decrease people’s 
capacity to absorb contradictions quiescently.”  If Seely’s Rumsfeld is a poet of 
paradox, a combination of John Donne and Frank O’Hara, then Scappettone 
and Goldman want another kind of poet, one who does not “[turn] divergent 
schools of thought into one coherent message,” as Seely claims for Rumsfeld’s 
verse.  (I am taking his introduction more seriously than it deserves, because 

10 Seely includes a poem he calls “The Proper Word” in his Rumsfeld collection.  In this 
poem, Rumsfeld quotes himself as saying, “’Gee, that isn’t really as good a word / ‘as 
we ought to be able to find.”  He concludes his found riff by remarking, “I’m still working 
on English though.”  (Sept. 20, 2001, DOD briefing).
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10 Seely includes a poem he calls “The Proper Word” in his Rumsfeld collection.  In this 
poem, Rumsfeld quotes himself as saying, “’Gee, that isn’t really as good a word / ‘as 
we ought to be able to find.”  He concludes his found riff by remarking, “I’m still working 
on English though.”  (Sept. 20, 2001, DOD briefing).
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clearly Seely has dollars in his eyes over these found poems and wants to 
present them in ways a college-educated audience will appreciate for its echoes 
to their own New Formalist training.)  I would further suggest that one way 
in which to deflect contradictions, nay refuse their absorption into our hearts 
and minds, is to force context back into our conversations about language, 
Rumsfeld’s language.  Where Rumsfeld’s poems are all about figuring out 
“how not to answer” questions, as the headnote indicates, then contemporary 
poets must make follow-ups, poems with history.11      
 Jules Boykoff, who lives and teaches political science in Portland, 
writes such poems.  Boykoff’s newest book is Once Upon a Neoliberal 
Rocket Badge, published in 2006 by Edge Books in Washington, DC.  In the 
section “Appeal to Reason,” Boykoff alternates collages of Ronald Reagan 
(surely the adopted father of the Bush administration) with poems in which 
Jamaican reggae musicians (especially) meet public figures (mostly from the 
Bush administration).  Thus, Frederick “Toots” Hibbert meets U.S. Secretary of 
Defense Donald Rumsfeld to talk about “Old Europe,” among other subjects 
(page 27).  The poem begins where Hibbert and Rumsfeld are one, married in 
a rhetoric of belief:

I want you to believe every word I say.
I want you to believe everything I do.
A familiar song of Jamaican
nuptials always in a foreign tongue.

Toward the end of this brief poem we find the following:

Surveillance is just a fragrance
just a silent handshake in 1983

I do not recognize an exact reference here, but google “surveillance” and 
“fragrance” together and you get numerous links.  Look up Donald Rumsfeld 
and Saddam Hussein and you get that 1983 handshake.  David Swanson of 
<truthout.org> writes of that handshake: 

A famous image shows Donald Rumsfeld shaking hands with Saddam 

11 A very incomplete list of poets who have taken on Rumsfeld in their work would 
include Lisa Jarnot, Jules Boykoff, Kevin Davies, Anselm Berrigan, Martha Deed, John 
Latta, Geraldine Monk, Alan Halsey, David Perry, Charles Bernstein, and many others.  
My own contributions to the genre are “Sons and Lovers,” from And Then Something 
Happened (Salt, 2004): p. 92, and the title poem to that volume.
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Hussein. There’s nothing wrong with shaking hands with a dictator.  It’s 
potentially far more productive than slaughtering 650,000 of his nation’s 
people.  . . . The trouble is that Rumsfeld wasn’t meeting with Hussein 
in order to promote democracy.  Rumsfeld was there on December 20, 
1983, as a special envoy for President Ronald Reagan to assist in Iraq’s 
efforts to kill Iranians, including through the use of chemical weapons.  
[November 6, 2006]

So Boykoff not only opens up the context of the Rumsfeld-Saddam handshake 
to the current administration’s history, but also to Reagan’s, making a historical 
point that not only should embarrass Rumsfeld, but also point to the criminality 
of the presidential administrations for whom he worked.  Boykoff’s act of pointing 
to that photograph, easily found on the internet, prevents us from absorbing 
the apparent contradiction that the contemporary proponent of democracy in 
Saddam’s Iraq was also Saddam’s business partner.  Our non-absorption of 
that contradiction is political, if not yet a political act.
 Boykoff closes the 20-year gap between Bush and Reagan 
administrations.  Rachel Loden takes us further back in her poem, “Resurrection,” 
spoken by Loden’s dark muse, Richard Nixon.  Nixon remembers his days in 
the White House, fast-forwarding to the current administration’s White House:

Swept sandstorm with the dead ones, did I?
           Rumsfeld’s spectral legions know me.

Prayed on the White House floor with Henry?
           Dr. Rice is kneeling for me.

In this poem, and in another, called “Sympathy for the Empire,” where Loden 
links Rumsfeld to Teddy Roosevelt, via a quote found on Rumsfeld’s desk, the 
point is that Rumsfeld is imbricated in a larger history of imperialism, what he 
and Teddy call “aggressive fighting for the right . . . the noblest sport the world 
affords.”  Thus, where Hart Seely constructs a false tradition of poets, running 
from William Carlos Williams to Rumsfeld, Loden reminds us of a more apt 
tradition of politician writers, from Roosevelt to Nixon to Rumsfeld.  Where 
Seely finds in Rumsfeld’s work a formal beauty like that of poets before him, 
Loden (with Lisa Jarnot, whose term it is) might refer to that tradition as one of  
“swamp formalism.”12

 Another poem that explicitly fills in the gaps left by Rumsfeld’s “poems” 
is Steve Carll’s “Not To Mention the $100 Billion Dollar Cost (Twice),” whose 

12 Lisa Jarnot’s poem, “Swamp Formalism,” is dedicated to Donald Rumsfeld.
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source text is The Land of Oz by L. Frank Baum.  Carll’s poem is overtly 
formal, though his formalism is not of the swamp, but is instead forensic.  
While Rumsfeld is not called out by name in this poem, his spirit resides in the 
language and tone of the poem, which opens like this:

But war is a terrible thing, said Tip, thoughtfully.
Troops stretched thin and morale low.
This war will be pleasant, replied the girl, cheerfully. Bring it on!

Carll goes on to give the reader numbers of soldiers killed, the story of the 
non-existent yellow-cake, tales of the bogus biochemical labs, only to have his 
speaker Tip conclude:

But war is a terrible thing, said Tip, thoughtfully.
Six to eight thousand Iraqi civilians have been killed by our troops.
This war will be pleasant, replied the girl, cheerfully. Bring it on.

Carll’s use of repetition, within the form of the pantoum where everything is 
said twice, drastically differs from Rumsfeld’s uses of repetition (as in his poem 
about the knowns and the unknowns).  Rather than lead the audience away 
from historical context, Carll plunges the reader back in it, and the irony of the 
girl’s pleasantries grows more bitter yet as the poem ends.   
 But of course this still leaves us with missing histories, not simply those 
that Rumsfeld creates in his and Seely’s poems.  Among the early casualties 
of the Iraq war were artifacts of history from Baghdad’s museums, which were 
looted as American forces stood by.  Rumsfeld, in an April 11, 2003 briefing, 
which became the poem, “Looter and Vases,” asserts that the loss of history is 
simply a repetition of images seen on television.  Once again, Rumsfeld uses 
repetition as a form of evasion, asserting that if something is repeated, it must 
actually not have happened very often:

The images you are seeing on television
You are seeing over, and over, and over,
And it’s the same picture of some person
Walking out of some building with a vase.
And you see it twenty times,
And you think, “My goodness!
“Were there that many vases?
“Is it possible that there were that many vases
“In the whole country?”

Brian Kim Stefans posted “The Rumsfeld Tablet,” by Charles Bernstein, on 
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the website “Circulars: poets, artists and critics respond to u.s. global policy” 
in May 2003.13  Tongue firmly in cheek, Bernstein introduces the tablet with a 
brief discussion of the then recent looting, along with his own speculation that, 
“the destruction might not be the result of a deliberate American campaign to 
target Iraqi antiquities but rather a product of the brutal indifference to culture, 
foreign and domestic, that has been the hallmark of the current Executive 
Branch of the U.S. government.”  Having made that point, Bernstein claims 
that he received an email from “a trusted confederate in the D.C. Area, ” which 
informed him that a new Armand Schwerner tablet had been discovered below 
the residence of Paul Wolfowitz.  Preliminary evidence suggests, Bernstein 
continues, that the Tablet was the work of Rumsfeld between April 10 and 12, 
namely when the museums were being looted.  And the poem?  31 lines of 19 
crosses (or pluses) each.  In the middle of each of the lines of crosses are the 
words “missing part.”  
 Which brings us circuitously to Rumsfeld’s works on paper, or 
“snowflakes.”  According to Bob Woodward, in State of Denial, Rumsfeld 
communicated with members of his staff and others by way of “snowflake,” 
or unofficial document.  (Earlier memos by Rumsfeld when he was NATO 
ambassador in the early 1970s, written on yellow paper, had been less politely 
called “yellow perils.”)  According to Woodward, “There were roughly three 
kinds—administrative . . . simple thoughts or personal reflections, and calls for 
information or action.”  Blizzards of snowflakes fell on the Pentagon each day.  
Karen Kwiatkowski, a retired USAF lieutenant colonel, wrote that “rain might 
be a better analogy, because while snowflakes result in a scenic view before 
it turns to water, too much rain tends to muddy up the landscape.”  And yet 
the metaphor of snow is precise.  Rumsfeld snowed us  under.  He covered 
up the past, his mistakes and those of our country, with his snowfall of words 
that erased landmarks, stories, artifacts.  Snowflakes are cold, and blank.  
Rumsfeld, despite his blizzards of words both spoken and written, speaks in 
blanks.  Susan Sontag wrote, in “Regarding the Torture of Others,” “Words 
alter, words add, words subtract.”  She was referring to arguments over the 
meaning of “genocide,” arguments that lead us away from the killing and into 
semantics, thus paralyzing us.  In Rumsfeld’s case, words, while he adds them 
one to the other incessantly, subtracted from our knowledge of what he and 
others were doing in getting us into a war in Iraq and keeping us there.  That 
poetry need not take us out of history, even in the hands of a military man, Bob 
Woodward gives us Col. Steve Rokoff, who kept a journal of haiku during his 
time in Iraq, wrote such pithy, critical haiku as this:

13 See <http://www.arras.net/circulars/> for more of this site.
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Rumsfeld is a dick
Won’t flow the forces we need
We will be too light.              (Woodward 98)

or this:

Where is WMD?
What a kick if he has none
Sorry about that                 (Woodward 192)

Or, in the hands of a poet, Rachel Loden writes in “Sympathy for the Empire”:

The desert is a sea of rocking, luminous green

as Rummy wields his dictaphone, white memos
drifting through the Pentagon like snow.

The range of Rumsfeld poems currently composed is wide, from Geraldine 
Monk’s definition poem about the remark “Stuff Happens” (again about the 
looting of Baghdad) to Anselm Berrigan’s “The autobiography of Donald 
Rumsfeld,” including the lines, “Nice guy. Loser, until dawn stainfinite droolless 
/ oil the fucker, but gently” (45).  Poets go after his misuses of language 
and his erasures of history.  Is there enough of an audience for these poets’ 
interventions to be effective?  Listen to Rumsfeld speak on this subject (for I 
too can wrench his words out of context):

And it will be known,
And it will be known to the Congress,
And it will be known to you,
Probably before we decide it,
But it will be known.  (DOD briefing, 2/28/2003) 

If you prefer, listen instead to Adrienne Rich, in “Poetry & Commitment,” when 
she takes up the arguments against poetry’s power and responds: “Yet in fact, 
throughout the world, transfusions of poetic language can and do quite literally 
keep bodies and souls together—and more.”  Or to Harold Pinter in his Nobel 
Lecture: “I believe that despite the enormous odds which exist, unflinching, 
unswerving, fierce intellectual determination, as citizens, to define the real truth 
of our lives and our societies is a crucial obligation which devolves upon us all.  
It is in fact mandatory.”  Or listen to Slavoj Žižek, not a poet, but a reader of 
Rumsfeld’s “known knowns” poem, when he writes that Rumsfeld left out “the 
crucial fourth term: the ‘unknown knowns’” (9).  This is the Freudian unconscious, 
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according to Žižek, or in this instance, “the disavowed beliefs and suppositions 
we are not even aware of adhering to ourselves” (10).  Poetry is a place where 
the disavowals of these disavowals can take place, precisely because poetry 
is where the unconscious surfaces.  In the poems I’ve been reading here, the 
unconscious recovers history: it is the lost but easily recuperable photograph of 
Rumsfeld shaking Saddam Hussein’s hand; it is the form in which chronology 
recaptures repetition, rendering it historical rather than metaphysical, and it is 
where the lyric becomes a social and political document.  In the absence of 
critical discourses—journalistic, historical—in our larger culture, the poet must 
make him or herself into historian and critic.  In the meantime, as Alexander 
Cockburn writes at the end of his recent book on Rumsfeld, the former defense 
secretary promises to write a book.  “it would show what a success everything 
had been” (224).
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Notes Towards an Essay on cris cheek 
and the Use of Speech in Contemporary Poetry

Speech1, the product of a human voice, comes from the whole body: it 
is, as Steve McCaffery describes it ‘a polis of mouth, lips, teeth, tongue, 
tonsils, palate, breath, rhythm, timbre, and sound. Less a component 
than a production of a materiopneumatic assemblage of interacting 
bone, liquid, cartilage, and tissue’2. 
 Speech is as immediate and direct as communication gets in 
language, face-to-face with another. But when recorded or transmitted 
it is no less mediated than any other form of inscription, even while it 
retains a naturalistic shimmer of presence. Talk always involves other 
talk, other and previous conversations, and is mediated by speech-
genres3.
 Speech is dialogic, a collaboratory activity. It is also political, 
since people’s interests always diverge from those of their interlocutors, 
no matter to how little a degree.
 Speech is always situational and context bound. If talk is to be 
considered a form of art, or a genre of poetry, then it must be defined 
as a ‘site-specific, real-time’ improvised performance, to echo Ben 
Watson’s description of free improvisation in music4. 
 But speech is always performative as we play out a variety of 
different roles: friend, enemy, lover, spouse, child, parent, colleague, 
statesman and so on. There is no ‘natural’ speech, no speech that is 
not already a cultural, and consequently an acculturated, product. Art 
talk is just one such.

1 An earlier version of this text was presented at the one-day conference New Papers on 
Contemporary British Poetry, held at the University of Dundee on 3 June 2006.
2 Steve McCaffery ‘Voice in Extremis’, in Close Listening: Poetry and the Performed 
Word, ed. Charles Bernstein (New York: Oxford University Press, 1998), pp. 162-77 (p. 
162).
3 For a discussion of performance in speech see in particular V N Vološinov, Marxism 
and the Philosophy of Language, trans. by Ladislav Matejka and I R Titunik (Cambridge, 
Mass.: Harvard University Press, 1986). Although in some respects Vološinov’s 
arguments are closely related to aspects of Pragmatics, especially Speech Act Theory, 
he goes much further in recognising the socially and historically constitutive features of 
language.
4 Ben Watson ‘Haunted Sublimity’, Mute, 29 (2005), 128-29 (p. 128).
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1.

In this essay I want to consider the use of speech, or talk, as a compositional 
material in certain varieties of contemporary poetry. In particular I will look at 
the work of cris cheek, as an inheritor, in some measure, of a form of Olsonian 
poetics as this has been transmitted via the concerns of Beat writing, and 
more specifically the ‘deep image’ poetry and ethnopoetics of writers like 
Jerome Rothenberg and David Antin. This may not be an obvious derivation 
for cheek’s work, but I hope to show that it is not entirely implausible either, and 
that furthermore it may cast some light on an as yet poorly theorised area of 
poetics; the exact form of embodiment of the voice in language and in poetry, 
or the manner in which the body gets into the voice and writing as orality.
 Primarily, however, I consider this paper to be a contribution to the study 
of what prosody might be in contemporary poetics, since this has until now 
been the chief discipline through which such questions have been formulated; 
and by prosody I not only mean the way that poetry is constituted in a series of 
structurally generative equivalences, or repetitions, but also the wider questions 
of how poetry is made and what it does within language; a metaprosody. 
And prosody, because much of contemporary poetic practice challenges the 
assumptions of traditional versification, whose units of equivalence, such as 
metrical feet and rhyme, are perhaps more familiar to us; but also because 
the very basis of prosody as an autonomous field of study has come under 
immense scrutiny since the time of the Russian Formalists at the beginning 
of the last century, and many of the questions posed by these thinkers have 
never adequately been answered5. Critics have not even managed to agree 
the proper field of study of prosody, or which questions it is intended to provide 
answers to6. I do not propose to consider all these problems here, but rather 
to concentrate on one broad theme of romantic, and now modern, prosody, 
the idea of ‘voice’ as something that has been increasingly mapped onto the 
physical body of the poet as ‘breath’ and as ‘speech’; and consequently some 
implications of Olson’s theorisation of ‘breath’ as a prosodic unit for the poets 
working after him.
 In his essay ‘The Music of Poetry’ T S Eliot remarked that ‘while poetry 
attempts to convey something beyond what is conveyed in prose rhythms, 
it remains all the same, one person talking to another’. He goes on: ‘Every 

5 Probably the best single volume introduction to Russian poetics as it tackles these 
issues is Readings in Russian Poetics: Formalist and Structuralist Views, eds. Ladislav 
Matejka and Krystyna Pomorska, Michigan Slavic Contributions, 8 (Ann Arbor: University 
of Michigan, 1978).
6 See for example the very useful discussion in David Crystal, ‘Intonation and metrical 
theory’ in The English Tone of Voice: Essays in Intonation, Prosody and Paralanguage 
(London: Edward Arnold, 1975), pp. 105-124 (pp. 105-07).
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revolution in poetry is apt to be, and sometimes to announce itself to be, a return 
to common speech’7. This is in the context of a discussion of the importance 
of the role of ‘common intercourse’ in the refreshing of poetic language, the 
purification of the language of the tribe. Similarly, W B Yeats expressed a 
concern for the place of ‘natural speech’ in his poetry: ‘I have tried to make 
my work convincing with a speech so natural and dramatic that the hearer 
would feel the presence of a man thinking and feeling’8. It appears to be only 
a short step from here to David Antin’s contention that poetry should be ‘made 
by a man up on his feet, talking’9, although both the implicit misogyny and the 
valorisation of bodily presence have been worked through an Olsonian matrix 
first. On the other hand, behind Antin’s claims there also lies the struggle for 
a specifically American poetics based on an American speech, and we should 
therefore hear a lineage stretching back through William Carlos Williams and 
Walt Whitman too. Pound’s prosody, which it might seem appropriate to mention 
in this context, belongs rather to that ancient tradition which unites poetry to 
music and which dates even further back to the arguments of the metrici and 
rhythmici in ancient Greece, through such luminaries as Charles Gildon, Sir 
Joshua Steele and Sidney Lanier10.
 However, it was not the early modernists, or any twentieth century avant 
garde, that upset the applecart of traditional prosody, but rather the Romantic 
movement, and, at least as far as English language poetry is concerned, the 
poetic practice of Wordsworth and Coleridge in particular. If it is possible to be 
as general as this, we might say that the promotion of ‘common speech’ made 
by Dante in his De Vulgari Eloquentia, comprising as it did an idealisation of 
the highest elements of all forms of spoken language, and the promotion of a 

7 T S Eliot, ‘The Music of Poetry’ in On Poetry and Poets (London: Faber & Faber, 1957), 
pp. 26-38 (p. 31).
8 W B Yeats, The Letters of W B Yeats, ed. A Wade (London: Rupert Hart-Davis, 1954), 
p. 583
9 David Antin, ‘Modernism and Postmodernism: Approaching the Present in American 
Poetry’, boundary 2, 1,1, (1972), 98-133 (p. 131).
10 Charles Gildon, The Complete Art of Poetry, 2 vols. (London: Charles Rivington, 
1718); Sir Joshua Steele, An Essay Towards Establishing the Melody and Measure of 
Speech, to be Expressed and Perpetuated by Peculiar Symbols (London: J Almon, 1775; 
repr. Ann Arbor: University Microfilms, 1953); Sidney Lanier, The Science of English 
Verse (New York: Charles Scribner’s Sons, 1880) and The Science of English Verse 
and Essays in Music, ed. P F Baum (Baltimore: John Hopkins University Press, 1945). 
Lanier’s work is particularly interesting in that he virtually equates speech and music, 
and describes the voice as a variety of reed instrument. It is clear, however, that there is 
a continuity between such musical theories of versification and speech patterning, and 
the organicist approaches from the Romantics onwards that we will deal with below. 
For an extremely illuminating discussion of this problematic see Henri Meschonnic, ‘Le 
langage sans la musique’ in Critiques du rythme: Anthropologie historique du langage 
(Lagrasse: Verdier, 1982), pp. 117-140.
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universal poetic diction, a view of poetic language that Donald Davie has argued 
lasted at least until the time of the late Augustans11, was fundamentally broken 
only by Wordsworth in his ‘Preface’ to the 1800 edition of the Lyrical Ballads, 
where he argues not for a language common to men, but for a language of 
common men, a ‘natural’ language, rather than a universal one. In the context 
of this essay it is also interesting to note the degree to which Romantic poets 
sought a refreshment of poetic diction in traditional or folk measures and 
themes. Consider the interest of Goethe and other German poets of his time in 
their own and Scottish ballad forms, or the popularity of Thomas Chatterton’s 
faux-mediaeval verse, or James Macpherson’s Ossian. Here we have already 
an ethnopoetics of authentic speech, and a measure of the difference between 
the Italian of the Commedia Divina, and the English of ‘Goody Blake and Harry 
Gill’.
 Romanticism carried through this revolution in poetic diction much 
further, however. Consider, for example, the implications of a theory of organic 
form on poetic language. In Coleridge’s version, the conception of poetry as 
superinduced shape, which characterised Augustan poetics, was replaced, at 
least in part, by the idea of form as proceeding12. If form proceeds through 
the activity of making the poem it must come from somewhere within the poet 
as much as from the air around her, and therefore the theory of organic form 
tends to focus the production of language on the individual poet, who becomes 
responsible for finding her own, unique ‘voice’ as a natural force or energy. This 
tendency is made interestingly manifest in the metaphors used to describe this 
organic energy. In the time of Coleridge and Wordsworth, the poetic spirit is 
envisioned as ‘wind, water, [and] plant growth’, and most emphatically as the 
‘Aeolian harp’, an exterior force of inspiration that works through the poet ((a
secular re-working of the archaic concept of inspiration by the muses)). Later, 
via William Carlos William’s cosmological theory of poetry as ‘a field of action’, 
which, as with Robert Duncan’s prosodic thinking, unites the complex cadences 
of both human and natural phenomena, this external wind or spirit is mapped 
directly onto the body as breath. The ultimate expression of this change in focus 
is Charles Olson’s theory of ‘projective verse’, where he attempts to establish the 
‘breath event’ as the prosodic basis for genuine composition13. Donald Wesling 

11 Donald Davie, Purity of Diction in English Verse and Articulate Energy (London: 
Penguin, 1992), pp. 72-77.
12 See in particular Donald Wesling, The Chances of Rhyme: Device and Modernity 
(Berkeley: University of California Press, 1980), pp. 10-18
13 Ralph Waldo Emerson had already described the poem as ‘a thought so passionate 
and alive that like the spirit of a plant or animal it has an architecture of its own, and 
adorns nature with a new thing.’ See ‘The Poet’ in The Complete Works of Ralph Waldo 
Emerson, 12 vols (Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1903-4), III, Essays: Second Series, pp. 
9-10.
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puts it like this: ‘After the 1790s the typical romantic analogies for poetic pattern 
were music, wind harp, and moving water, but after “the revolution of the ear, 
1910, the trochee’s heave,” in Olson’s words, the analogies were most often 
intimate, relying on the body and its rhythms.’14 While ‘Proprioception’ suggests 
that for Olson, at least, this was no analogy, similarly organicist conceptions 
of prosody can be found in the idea of poetic rhythm as heartbeat or in other 
physiological features from the middle of the nineteenth century onwards15.

2.

One important result of this for the practice of contemporary poetry has been the 
post-Romantic emphasis on not only the unique ‘voice’ of the poet, but on the 
body of the poet as the physical manifestation of the poem, as the guarantor of 
its presence, both as immediacy, and as contemporaneity, through the activity 
of performance. Cris cheek’s conception of performance writing is one of the 
more emphatic forms of this general tendency.
 It is on just this element of performance, and the very idea of the 
performative, that Henry M Sayre focuses in his brief description of what he 
calls the ‘Oral Poetics Movement’ in the USA in the 1960s and 1970s. He 
describes this movement as ‘defined for the most part by its tendency to regard 
poetry as an oral, performance-oriented medium rather than as a written and 
text-oriented object’16. In essence Sayre’s oral poetics movement is closely 
related to what we are also accustomed to thinking of as ethnopoetics. As 
precursors, he has in mind elements of Beat writing, such as Allen Ginsberg 
with his theory of ‘mantic breath’, the ‘deep image’ poets like Gary Snyder, 
Jerome Rothenberg and Antin himself, as well as latter-day Objectivists like 
Robert Duncan, Robert Creeley and Denise Levertov. In each he finds the same 
discourse of liberation from ‘shape as superinduced’, from the ‘cold manacles 
of rhyme’17, defining this movement, as it defined the romantic rejection of 
supposed artifice and stilted diction in eighteenth century verse, or Olson’s 
own poetic credo of putting ‘himself in the open’.

14 Donald Wesling, The Scissors of Meter: Grammetrics and Reading (Ann Arbor: 
University of Michigan Press, 1996), pp. 42-3.
15 For an earlier example of such a theory see Oliver Wendell Holmes, ‘Physiology 
of Versification and the Harmonies of Organic and Animal Life’ in Pages from an Old 
Volume of Life (Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1883), pp. 315-21. This constitutes one of the 
first examples of a prosody of ‘breath-groups’. Donald Wesling discusses some further 
examples of such bodily prosodics in The Scissors of Meter, p. 43.
16 Henry M Sayre, ‘David Antin and the Oral Poetics Movement’, Contemporary Literature, 
23, 4 (1982), 428-50 (p. 428).
17 Karl Shapiro, The Bourgeois Poet (New York: Random House, 1964), p. 112. Quoted 
in Wesling, The Scissors of Meter, p. 42.
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14 Donald Wesling, The Scissors of Meter: Grammetrics and Reading (Ann Arbor: 
University of Michigan Press, 1996), pp. 42-3.
15 For an earlier example of such a theory see Oliver Wendell Holmes, ‘Physiology 
of Versification and the Harmonies of Organic and Animal Life’ in Pages from an Old 
Volume of Life (Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1883), pp. 315-21. This constitutes one of the 
first examples of a prosody of ‘breath-groups’. Donald Wesling discusses some further 
examples of such bodily prosodics in The Scissors of Meter, p. 43.
16 Henry M Sayre, ‘David Antin and the Oral Poetics Movement’, Contemporary Literature, 
23, 4 (1982), 428-50 (p. 428).
17 Karl Shapiro, The Bourgeois Poet (New York: Random House, 1964), p. 112. Quoted 
in Wesling, The Scissors of Meter, p. 42.
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 Specifically, the challenge of this oral poetics movement, or ethnopoetics, 
is to remove a perceived deadlock in both metrical and free verse poetics; that 
is, their reliance on a model of the poem as a structuring of experience, or an 
ordering of the world, where the poem comprises the model for aesthetic unity. 
Instead Rothenberg and Antin, among others, were intent on establishing a 
conception of the poem as a space of activity, or of thinking, where ‘[p]oetry … 
may complicate or even explode reality, but it can never explain or understand 
it’18.
 This model for ethnopoetics, ‘the free play of possibilities’ as Rothenberg 
has put it, consisted of a shift in attention from poetic product to the processes 
and activities that generated it, an attempt to open the field of poetic language 
to various forms of ‘interference’ that Rothenberg associates with the ritual 
context of poetry (i.e. his theory of ‘total translation’), and increasingly an interest 
in the performance event itself as the sine qua non of poetic experience. Also 
present in this poetics, however, is an undisclosed romantic gesture of return 
to the primordial, or ‘an untamed realm of total freedom’ as Snyder has it, 
combined as this is with the more overt, even aggressive, emphasis on bodily 
presence; the poet staying ‘on the edge’, living ‘vastly in the present’. Hank 
Lazer, for example has claimed that ‘Antin’s talk-poems enact thinking in the 
public domain. Instead of the sentimentalized intensification of poetic thinking 
as recollection or as philosophy that shields itself from the grit of vernacular 
speech, Antin’s talk-poems offer an instance of poesis as present-being.’19 
What is important for Antin’s model of poetry is the fact of his presence in a 
determined place and the relation that he sets up with his auditors (one that 
he always insists is dialogic even if his audience doesn’t actually talk back). As 
Antin puts it in the preface to his first book of talk poems, ‘i see all poetry as 
some kind of talking   which is some kind of thinking   and because ive never 
liked the idea of going into a closet to address myself over a typewriter   what 
kind of talking is that?   ive gotten into the habit of going to some particular 
place   with something on my mind   but no particular words in my mouth’. He 
goes on to describe his works as ‘notations or scores of oral poems’20.
 There isn’t space here for a long discussion of Antin’s poetics, but it 
is important to draw attention to his understanding of writing as a basis for 
thinking about the use of talk or speech in cris cheek’s own work. Writing is far 
more problematic in Antin’s practice than it might at first appear. In his criticism 
of Lévi-Strauss’s ethnography, Derrida perceived ‘in his work a sort of ethic 

18 Sayre, p. 431.
19 Hank Lazer, ‘Thinking Made in the Mouth: The Cultural Politics of David Antin and 
Jerome Rothenberg’ in Opposing Poetries. Volume 1: Issues and Institutions (Evanston: 
Northwestern University Press, 1996), pp. 91-125 (p. 98).
20 David Antin, talking at the boundaries (New York: New Direction Books, 1976), not 
paginated.
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of presence, an ethic of nostalgia for origins, an ethic of archaic and natural 
innocence, of a purity of presence and self-presence in speech – an ethic, 
nostalgia, and even remorse, which he often presents as the motivation of the 
ethnological project when he moves toward the archaic societies which are 
exemplary societies in his eyes’21. This could just as easily have been written 
about Rothenberg or Snyder; the danger that Renato Poggioli diagnosed as 
pastoralism, with its ‘urge to retreat from the complexities of modern society’ 
and in which poetry is perpetually ‘in danger of reverting to a brand of sheer 
escapism’22. The degree to which Antin himself escapes such criticism, is the 
degree to which he recognises writing as yet another scene of performance, 
another opportunity to grapple with the contingency of the present moment. At 
the end of the talk poem ‘how long is the present’23, for example, Antin appears 
to come to the conclusion that both the image of his own severed finger in 
relation to a plane crash that occurred at the same time, and its narration in 
both talk and book are ‘representations, “fossilized” speech, paradoxically 
more present, like good writing can be, than presence itself’; in other words 
that there is always a ‘dialectical interchange’24 between past and present, 
and between talk and writing, in his practice, very often marked by the use 
of classical rhetorical devices as ‘distancing’ tools. An example of this kind 
of rhetorical distancing is to be found in the same volume, in the piece called 
‘whos listening out there’, in which Antin describes himself in the studio where 
he is speaking, first by establishing the uncertainty and alienation of radio 
voices from their sources, at the same time as asserting the faith of radio’s 
audience in its veracity as medium; and then by deliberately misleading his 
audience, thereby demonstrating his thesis practically:

  so you see the power of these images which
   you’re probably forming of me right now because thats what
you do with radio only i have no clear idea what clear image
     of me youre forming        from the sound of my voice or the
 things that i say
      and there are of course things that you
couldnt know    like that im sitting here with one leg negligently

21 Jacques Derrida, ‘Structure, Sign and Play in the Discourse of the Human Sciences’ 
in Writing and Difference (London: Routledge and Kegan Paul, 1978), pp. 278-93 (p. 
292).
22 Sayre, p. 437. See Renato Poggioli, The Oaten Flute: Essays on Pastoral Poetry and 
the Pastoral Ideal (Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 1975). Poggioli claims, 
in particular, that ‘[m]an’s eternal dream of erotic and primitive happiness is no longer 
conceived in terms of retreat, but of flight and escape’, p. 60.
23 David Antin, ‘how long is the present’ in Tuning (New York: New Directions Books, 
1984), pp. 83-101.
24 Sayre, p. 445
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     crossed over the other resting my right elbow       precisely
        at the leather patch of my tweed jacket       in the palm of
     my left hand which is crossed over my tattersall vest 
and
   resting my lean almost gaunt chin in the cup of my right
hand    regarding with mild amusement from my one good eye
   the somewhat bemused expression on the faces of my two
companions in this radio booth      who might have expected
      some greater degree of decorum from a lean and tweedy
   english-looking gentleman with a black eyepatch25

3.

It is in this sense, perhaps, that I would understand the inheritance that I see 
cheek drawing from: both oral poetry and ethnopoetics, and from David Antin’s 
position in particular. For the remainder of this essay I want to focus on a 
couple of examples of the use of speech in cheek’s œuvre and attempt to pose 
some questions about how a critical reception of this writing strategy might 
be framed. I don’t have any results to share, as such, but if I can begin to find 
some of the right questions to ask then I hope a start will have been made.
 Even at the most basic level the use of the tape recorder has altered the 
relation of poets to the immediacy of voice26. Cheek has at times employed the 
very straightforward use of the tape recorder that marks Antin’s practice, as a 
largely unobtrusive machine for inscribing voice, but even this relatively simple 
intervention into the performance space has had wide-ranging effects. As 
Michael Davidson has pointed out, if nothing else the introduction of tape-voice 
to the repertoire of poets has had the peculiar effect of alienating the poet’s voice 
from her body at almost exactly the same time that the body itself had become 
the locus of post-romantic critical attention as we have seen above. So, on the 
one hand, recordings enhance the uniqueness of live performance by including 
its contingencies in much the same way Rothenberg suggests ritual does (his 
conception of ‘interference’, which as we shall see below is also important to 
cheek’s poetics), but, on the other, it also makes it infinitely repeatable, and 

25 David Antin, ‘whos listening out there’ in Tuning, pp. 271-2.
26 ‘Audiotape opens the possibility that the voice can be taken out of the body and placed 
into a machine. If the production of subvocalized sound is essential to reading literary 
texts, what happens to literature when the voice – not any voice, but one’s own voice 
– comes from the machine?’ N Katherine Hayles, ‘Voices out of Bodies, Bodies out 
of Voices: Audiotape and the Production of Subjectivity’ in Sound States: Innovative 
Poetics and Acoustical Technologies, ed. Adalaide Morris (Chapel Hill: The University of 
North Carolina Press, 1998), pp. 74-96 (p. 75).
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therefore subject to the same regime of reproduction that Benjamin diagnosed 
in relation to photography and cinema. Furthermore tape recording can help the 
poet in developing new forms of notation or performance strategies, but also 
makes the performing voice a mobile and bodiless component of performance 
that strongly mediates against earlier conceptions of speech as ‘unmediated 
access to passional states, giving testimony to that which only this poet (i.e. the 
one present at the performance) could know.’27

 In the preface to his early work, a present, cris cheek provides some 
notes about the manner in which the poems collected there were composed:

written in cars at traffic lights, improvised onto tape and 
transcribed, read against music “song” ie. mahler or stockhausen 
ie. slowly onto tape and transcribed. or exist in their original 
perception ie. root and flight … from conversation, from decaying 
works of “art”. in bed, from the television, the radio on … sixteen 
different frames each second at least, it’s not mechanical, it’s 
desire, the objective view is only relative after all. the jolts28.

Here we appear to have a fully unreconstructed post-romanticism of presence, 
as well as a strange stylistic reminiscence of Olson. Take for example the 
conspicuous metaphor for perception, ‘root and flight’, which almost repeats 
the physiological organicism of Emerson quoted above (tree and bird), and 
the insistence on the originality and primacy of perception as such, which 
echoes Olson’s notorious observation in his essay ‘Projective Verse’ that 
‘ONE PERCEPTION MUST IMMEDIATELY AND DIRECTLY LEAD TO A 
FURTHER PERCEPTION … always one perception must must must MOVE, 
INSTANTER, ON ANOTHER!’29 However, compare this with the ‘Note’ to his 
recently published sequence the church – the school – the beer:

These are texts driven by engagement and reflection on 
engagement with location. A body of documents made whilst 
walking and talking around the environs of the corner between 
St. Georges Street and St. Andrews Street in central Norwich, 
East Anglia: a corner chosen for being outside a pub, opposite 
to a church and facing into an educational campus building. The 
writing made use of Citizens Band technology, CB radiocast 

27 Michael Davidson, ‘Technologies of Presence: Orality and the Tapevoice of 
Contemporary Poetics’ in Sound States, pp. 97-125 (p. 97).
28 cris cheek, a present (London: Bluff Books, 1980), not paginated.
29 Charles Olson, ‘Projective Verse’ in Collected Prose, eds. Donald Allen and Benjamin 
Friedlander (Berkeley: University of California Press, 1997), pp. 239-49 (p. 240).
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live to a second floor gallery window of Cavendish House, at 
Norwich School of Art and Design in 1998. An extension speaker 
placed on the sill of the window with the most direct view onto 
this street intersection provided a listening post from which the 
writer could be viewed and the writing witnessed at a distance 
of approximately fifty metres away. Witnesses over-watched 
and over-heard these forms of decisive note-taking from a 
screened-off office-style cubicle in the first floor office-building 
window, overlooking an intersection between the church and 
the public house … The CB radiocast extension speaker output 
was recorded onto mini disc by pointing the microphone at the 
output speaker, so that conversations in the viewing frame 
became party to the text30.

On it goes. What cheek doesn’t mention in this introduction is his appearance: 
a dark suit and shaded glasses with both ear and mouth pieces unobtrusively 
obtruding: the very incarnation of surveillance culture where speech is 
captured all too often unbeknownst to the speaker. Of course cheek himself 
is being observed secretly by his audience, held at a discrete distance, or 
better ‘over-heard’ (and as we have seen cheek is also recording and including 
their conversation in his own compositional process. We have here a poetics 
not of hearing, then, but rather of overhearing and of the necessarily always-
reproduced voice, voice both as theft and as penetration31.
 Cheek later describes how he transcribed the mini disc recordings 
the same day as their production and so makes this transcription an integral 
part of the performance process. Also of interest is the way that subsequent 
improvisations retain a trace of previous performances, so that a later 
improvisation may be made while listening to a recording of the one before, 
or ‘while listening to a tape of outtakes from previous talks with random 
interjections of hagiographical information listed under Saint Andrew … in the 
Penguin Dictionary of Saints’32 and so on. What is striking about the differences 
between these two approaches is the massively more systematic use of various 
forms of ‘noise’, or interference, as a component in, and of, composition. At a 
programmatic level there is also a fuller theorisation of the kinds of performance 
involved in writing as well as talking inherent to this work, which I will consider 
below.

30 cris cheek, the church – the school – the beer (Oxford, Ohio: Critical Documents, 
2007), p. 188
31 For a discussion of the role of surveillance culture in the poetics of talk see Michael 
Davidson, ‘Technologies of Presence’, pp. 100-103.
32 The subtitle to ‘Fix’ in the church, p. 119.
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4.

I want to give a specific example from this series now, and show some of 
the effects that cheek’s talk strategy produces. The book’s second text, 
‘Registration’, begins ‘… Gajagajagazagajjagajjagauge ... this this this this this 
this this this this/ is this is here we are okay, bye.’33 There is a large amount 
of information here both textually and as a ‘total translation’ of the original 
performative experience, but I only want to make four simple observations.
 Firstly, there is an apparent simulation of presence implicit in the 
various emphases that cheek utilises in his transcription, which, as I have 
suggested, aims at something like a ‘total’ transcription in the same way that 
Rothenberg theorises his translation practices. Consequently the use of bold 
in the repeated word ‘this’, especially in the first instance, where bold is used 
only after the first letter, is an attempt to render typographically the level of 
volume, or possibly some other characteristic of the signal, of the recorded 
material. Similarly, the use of dots appears to indicate a moment of silence or 
incoherence rather than textual elision, especially given their use at the start 
of the text where no elision is possible. We have then an oral punctuation 
of the type envisaged by Henri Meschonnic, for example, and which is a 
decisive feature of Antin’s transcriptional practices34. Similar effects have been 
attempted by Steve Benson or Kenneth Goldsmith, where a commitment to a 
‘complete’ or full transcription is a primary concern of the poetics of their work. 
Kamau Brathwaite’s typographical innovations are related but far too involved 
to consider here. We will see how important this element of orality is for cheek’s 
political orientation below.
 Cheek’s concern for ‘noise’ as a contingent element of talk, or what he has 
elsewhere called ‘exquisite interference’, demonstrates both a commitment to 

33 cheek, the church, p. 24.
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a certain kind of attention, an aesthetic relation to the materiality, or ‘granularity’ 
of the spoken word, as well as a form of generosity toward that which has not 
been expressly willed as an element of composition. So, in his paper ‘giving 
tongue’ he describes meaning ‘as a conversation between melody, rhythm and 
noise, with noise positively included, rather than edited out …’35. In the ‘Note’ to 
the work under discussion cheek repeats this point: ‘The transcription includes 
that which many others might have edited out. It is a politics of inclusion to 
do so, but more than that it is a politics of representation beyond simply the 
choices that an author can often make to take away the clouds and leave the 
headiness of a carefully framed blue sky. Whilst many of the conversations with 
passers-by might appear random and even in some places utterly banal in their 
demotic and colloquial rhetoric nevertheless those interactions were a part of 
the passage of textual production. To remove them would be a travesty’36.
 The, for want of a better term ‘noise’ word, ‘Gajagajagazagajjagajjag
auge’, appears to convert paralinguistic sonorous matter into some form of 
suprasegmental construct. Here we have the pure experience of the tongue’s 
playfulness: ‘[the] tongue as a sophisticated piece of sampling equipment; a 
mimic, a sponge, playing messages back to the messengers. A surprisingly 
large body-mind organ with five connection points into the nervous system …’37. 
An organ that he elsewhere describes as choreographic, always in motion, and 
perpetually avoiding silence or closure, even if only at the subvocalic level38. 
Exactly the organ that best represents the idea of performance as itself a form of 
thinking through the body, in the case of this piece of ultralettrisme emphatically 
non-semantically, thus opening up the possibilities of non-semantic cognitive 
activity, already inherent, for example, in Barthes’s conception of the ‘grain of 
the voice’.
 The other voice ‘talking into my ear, boring into my head’ is a brief 
evocation of what cheek calls the ‘commons’, another way of configuring this 
idea of noise as democratic or egalitarian; what Aodán McCardle has called the 

35 cris cheek, ‘giving tongue’ in Assembling Alternatives: Reading Postmodern Poetries 
Transnationally, ed. Romana Huk (Middletown: Wesleyan University Press, 2003), pp. 
246-258 (p. 249).
36 cheek, the church, p. 193.
37 cheek, ‘giving tongue’, p. 254.
38 For a particularly helpful account of the anti-closural nature of oral poetry see Paul 
Zumthor, ‘The Impossible Closure of the Oral Text’, trans. Jean McGarry, Yale French 
Studies, 67, ‘’Concepts of Closure’ (1984), 25-42. This is an adaptation from Zumthor’s 
larger study Introduction à la poésie orale (Paris: Éditions du Seuil, 1983). Probably still 
the best account of oral poetry from the United States is Ruth Finnegan’s Oral Poetry: Its 
nature, significance and social context (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1977). 
For a somewhat different perspective on the nature of subvocalic activity in the wider 
economy of language see George Steiner, ‘The Distribution of Discourse’ in On Difficulty 
and other essays (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1980), pp. 61-94.
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‘community in communication’39, a zone of micropolitical gesture and dialogue, 
as well as a refusal to repress or censor. There is here both a sense of the 
ongoing activity of orality and thinking even in silence, and the fact, most clearly 
formulated perhaps by Vološinov, that all speech is in a sense a response, an 
ongoing dialogic praxis with the speech that has gone before it.
 In order to demonstrate the continuing relevance of these themes in 
cheek’s work I also want to look very briefly at songs from navigation, published 
simultaneously in book and CD format in 1997 with Sianed Jones. The texts that 
appear in the book and CD were generated by a number of different means: 
‘In the week 15/7/97 we [cris cheek and Sianed Jones] recorded a voice-ektala 
improvisation, answered by street violin-voice, voice duets, violin-clarinet-voice 
phrases, texts generated from drawings made during those sessions, song, 
punch and judy Beefheart megaphone interjections and rhythm-driven talk’40. 
As later with the church, the materials that make up the pieces were driven 
by a collaborative working-environment, this time more directly connected to 
other artists (where, in the church, the most obvious collaboration was with 
members of the public and gallery-goers). And once again one set of material 
is very often used as a springboard from which to generate new work: ‘Whilst 
one recorded, the other wrote/drew what they monitored. These ‘writings’ in 
turn became furthering scores. We transcribed and bounced. That set the 
dialogic, organic structure of the process – solo, response, duet, solo – sound 
and language conversant, oralities and textualities indexing, appropriating and 
modulating each other’s terms’41. I want to recapitulate here the four themes I 
raised in the context of the church in discussing an extract from ‘fogs’ (see the 
illustrations below).
 Even in the preface it is obvious that an aesthetic of presence within 
the context of organic form is being evoked here, although far more than in the 
transcriptions from the previous improvised talks, the emphasis on versioning 
inherent to songs from navigation militates strongly against any assumptions 
about where that originary presence might be located. For example, there is 
a very knowing playfulness in the conversion, if that is what it is, of ‘A lateral 
imbrication of (anxious cough drop)’ from the book edition into the sounding of 
a cough on the CD, or the fact that this text is placed not in ‘fogs (version)’ in 
the book, but rather in another section, entitled ‘somehow’42. The literal noise 
of ‘Registration’ becomes in ‘fogs’ a more complicated interference. In the 
arena of textual production collaboration is a way of taking the contingencies 

39 In a presentation at the University of Dundee, 3 June 2006 for the One-day conference 
New Papers on Contemporary British Poetry.
40 cris cheek and Sianed Jones, songs from navigation (London: Reality Street Editions, 
1997), p. 4.
41 Ibid.
42 cheek and Jones, p. 48.
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of the moment, the improvisatory and the unexpected, into account. Given the 
necessarily dynamic interchange this entails it is entirely appropriate that the 
lone speaking voice of the CD should be pluralized as ‘we’ in the text format. 
Versioning itself is a form of such democratic, demotic noise. Furthermore, 
the granularity of the recording voice is replicated in the text in the form of 
graphic and ideogrammic doodles that litter the pages of the book (refer to 
the illustrations below). In their literal unreadability they also constitute a form 
of ‘exquisite interference’, an ur-language sharing with words the burden of 
translating the poem as slabs of sensory experience. It is no accident that 
a number of critics have made an explicit connexion between the specific 
oralities of poetry and the spatial arrangement of text as verse, or stanza. 
So, for example, in the context of a discussion of troubadour poetics, Giorgio 
Agamben has written:

The change of the structure of song in the direction of continuous 
ode and antimelodic instrumentation does not, therefore, signify 
a musical choice. Instead it is a prelude to a radical crisis in the 
relation between the text and its oral performance. In this sense, 
[Arnaut] Daniel’s sestina is the first move in a secular game that 
has as its extreme checkmate Mallarmé’s “Un coup de dés”, and 
in which what is at stake is the emancipation of the poetic text not 
only from song but from all oral performance in general. “The page,” 
Mallarmé will write, “taken as a unit, as is elsewhere the verse or 
the perfect line” (La Page … mise pour unité comme l’est autre 
part le Vers ou ligne parfaite). In other words: poetry as something 
essentially graphic.43

43 Giorgio Agamben, ‘Corn: From Anatomy to Poetics’ in The End of the Poem: Studies 
in Poetics, trans. Daniel Heller-Roazen (Stanford: Stanford University Press, 1999), pp. 
23-42 (p. 33). Meschonnic makes an analogous point when he states that: ‘Il n’y a pas 
d’un côté, l’audition, sens du temps, d’un autre, la vision, sens de l’espace. Le rythme 
met de la vision dans l’audition, continuant les catégories l’une dans l’autre dans son 
activité subjective, trans-subjective. Le visuel est inséperable de son conflit avec l’oral. 
La page écrite, imprimée, met en jeu, comme toute pratique du langage, une theorie 
du langage et une historicité du discours, dont la pratique est l’accomplissement, et le 
méconnaissance. C’est l’enjeu de la typographie … Le ponctuation est l’insertion même 
de l’oral dans le visuel’ (There is not on the one hand hearing, the sense of time, and 
on the other, vision, the sense of space. Rhythm places vision inside hearing, merging 
the categories one within the other in its subjective, trans-subjective, activity. The visual 
is inseparable from its conflict with the oral. The written, or printed, page, puts into play, 
as do all language practices, a theory of language and a historicity of discourse, whose 
practice [writing - écriture] is its fulfilment, but also its misrecognition. It is the challenge of 
typography … Punctuation is itself the insertion of the oral in the visual – my translation), 
Critique du rythme, pp. 299-300. 
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We should not forget, either, that it was in De Vulgari Eloquentia (II, 9) that Dante 
defined the ‘stanza’ both as a ‘capacious store-house’ (mansio capax), but also 
as a ‘lap’ or ‘womb’ of poetic labour (gremium), and of the voice of the poet – the 
irreducible interconnexion of the spatial and physiological with oral, sonorous, 
matter.
 The ‘commons’, as we have seen, is imagined in this work on the basis 
of collaboration as productive inter-subjective activity. In songs of navigation this 
appears as the creative relinquishing of areas of control over the text, allowing 
another to assume temporary responsibility: ‘Whilst one recorded, the other 
wrote/drew what they monitored’. Versioning is also a form of dialogue in that it 
provides a space for another’s point of view to alter a performance’s direction44. 

5.

We are drawing close to a provisional conclusion now, and also a series of further 
questions and problems that this essay has raised. For cheek it is clear that 
performance is an essential aspect of writing as well as of speech-based genres. 
Furthermore, like speech itself, writing is always a performance of something 
else, a reaction and dialogic response to what cheek calls an ‘occasion’ or 
‘pre-text’: ‘the notation of any performance of writing is not an accurate record 
of everything informing that performance. No notation is complete, merely 
a document that remains’. Consequently ‘[n]otation can be understood as 
an interface “between” performance and occasion’45. In his essay on cheek’s 
approaches to performance in collaboration with other artists, William R Howe 
has theorised this approach to writing in the following terms: ‘There can be no 
writing without the a priori performance of the text, which opens the possibility for 
textuality to become an ephemeral residue of performance rather than the root of 
a performance’s existence. When we write (perform with the means of production 
[of meaning]), we generate text/textuality’46. An additional problem is broached 
here, which relates to the ways that textuality itself constitutes the basis of a 
theory of language, a theory of linguistic production, that is, entirely divorced from 
any originary source (in speech for example): a discussion of how appropriate a 
model this is, and whether such a theory is genuinely critical, will have to wait 
for another occasion however.

44 An even more extreme version of such practices is reflected in the extensive Books 
project, currently ongoing, in collaboration with Kirsten Lavers as TNWK, <www.tnwk.
net> [accessed 21 May 2007].
45 cris cheek, ‘Bob Cobbing’, <http://www.soton.ac.uk/~bepc/forum.htm> [accessed 21 
May 2007], p. 31.
46 William R Howe, ‘Punk as Poetry: cris cheek and his offset press collaborations’ 
<http://www.soton.ac.uk/~bepc/forum.htm> [accessed 21 May 2007] (para. 14 of 23).
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44 An even more extreme version of such practices is reflected in the extensive Books 
project, currently ongoing, in collaboration with Kirsten Lavers as TNWK, <www.tnwk.
net> [accessed 21 May 2007].
45 cris cheek, ‘Bob Cobbing’, <http://www.soton.ac.uk/~bepc/forum.htm> [accessed 21 
May 2007], p. 31.
46 William R Howe, ‘Punk as Poetry: cris cheek and his offset press collaborations’ 
<http://www.soton.ac.uk/~bepc/forum.htm> [accessed 21 May 2007] (para. 14 of 23).
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 Yet here we have once more the reversal of the situation with Antin, where 
cheek sees his talking as already partaking of the nature of textuality, and writing 
as already a performance of reading, and insofar as cheek insists on writing as 
a form of reading, another form of presence re-enters the compositional frame, 
since there must always be something to read. He appears, therefore, to re-
articulate Derrida’s critique of Rousseau’s phonocentrism, the aim of which 
was to free writing from the primacy of speech (and with it the ‘metaphysical’ 
presumption of self presence), but also to demonstrate their mutual implication 
in the production of both language and sense.
 Nevertheless the implied deconstruction of speech as immediacy, or 
self-presence, also has the appearance of subverting other aspects of cheek’s 
own poetics. Perhaps there is an irreducible contradiction (undeconstructible) 
at the heart of this practice; between the recognition of inevitable technological 
or performative mediation on the one hand, and an anarcho-utopic search for 
an earthly commons, where authentic communication is guaranteed under the 
sign of noise as radical democracy, on the other. Ironically, then this model 
of performative activity as micropolitics is in perpetual danger of becoming a 
form of superlative passivity as cheek removes himself further and further from 
the site where this noise must be limited by selective choice, understood as a 
decisive political act (the storming of the Bastille, or the Bolshevik seizure of 
power in October 1917 are only marginally relevant models for politics here). 
This is indeed one of the major dangers of late- or post- New Left politics more 
generally, and a potential weakness of the micropolitical as a model for activism. 
And from the point of view of ‘talk’ as a model for writing, where writing itself 
is understood as already performative, there is a deeper level of contradiction, 
most clearly present in the various models for ‘voice’ elaborated in late 
twentieth century philosophy. On the one hand there is the voice that speaks, 
a voice that retains its fullness of presence, as the articulation of discursively 
generative practices, implicit in the notion of orality (which for Meschonnic, at 
least, implies the superseding of the dialectic of speech and writing that we 
have characterised above), and on the other hand, the voice whose place is 
negativity and silence at its most radical. Here, I am thinking of Heidegger, and 
especially some of his more notorious readers. We have already seen how 
Derrida re-situates the voice in his theory of language; Agamben too, makes 
the voice the locus of a de-centring of self-presence, where the articulation of 
language is only made possible on the basis of a voice removed, so to speak, 
from speech itself; not entirely different from Barthes’s conception of there 
being something ‘in’ the voice, that is not ‘of’ it; an encounter (agōn) between 
voice and language, and present in song47.
 In turning to such deconstructive models of reading him, we might, 
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more generously, give cheek credit for employing the Romantic jargon of 
‘natural’ speech and authentic presence as the only language available from 
which to demonstrate the inextinguishable trace of history and its textuality 
that haunts all attempted returns to the primordial. Kenneth Goldsmith, in his 
works Soliloquy and Fidget, has given comical shape to this dilemma in these 
clearly ironic poesies verité, where the expressive means at his disposal are 
bathetically overwhelmed by the tasks that he sets himself48.
 It should be clear by now how difficult a prosodic reading of such 
material is. Simon Jarvis49 has hit the nail on the head when he says that it is 
no longer a question of finding the right language with which to accurately (or 
even scientifically) analyse a poetics of the kind produced by cheek, but rather 
the task of finding the appropriate theory of language, which must necessarily 
include ‘the clarification of its ontological foundations’, from which to make a 
critique of the very idea of prosody itself: a metaprosody. Just as Jarvis claims 
that any prosodical study of Alexander Pope (his example, drawn out of a 
hat, as it were) must start with ‘the alert and flexible artificing of a provisional 
language with which to talk about the prosody of [any] poetry’, not ruling out any 
possible source of illumination, but rather recovering ‘not merely vocabularies 
of reception and production, but some sense of the experiences which might 
have been implied by those vocabularies’50, so, this study of the nature of ‘voice’ 
and orality in cheek’s work, must similarly trace the radically historical sources 
of these terms in order to critique and make sense of them. In this essay I have 
only succeeded in sketching some of the necessary territory that such a study 
might require. In order fully to consider all of the implications of cheek’s use of 
talk as a material source of his poetry I would have to uncover in more detail 
the conflicting senses given to ‘voice’ in Western metaphysical speculation that 
I have outlined above, as well as make the connexion, explicit still in Hegel, 
between breath and spirit (Geist) the subject of a more extensive critique of 
the idea of the ‘individual’ in Romantic and post-romantic poetics (as opposed 
to the subjective, or to ‘individuation’), which is behind many later uses of the 
body of the poet as a source of prosodic conceptualisation. A further essay 

47 Roland Barthes, ‘The Grain of the Voice’ in Image Music Text, trans. Stephen Heath 
(London: Fontana Press, 1977), pp. 179-189 (p. 181). Also see Giorgio Agamben, 
Language and Death: The Place of Negativity, trans. Karen E Pinkus and Michael Hardt 
(Minneapolis: University of Minnesota Press, 1991).
48 Kenneth Goldsmith, Soliloquy (New York: Granary Books, 2001); Fidget (Toronto: 
Coach House Books, 2000).
49 Simon Jarvis, ‘Prosody as cognition’, Critical Quarterly, 40, 4 (1998), 3-15. ‘It is the 
object of this paper, not to suggest how a new method for prosody can be formulated, 
but instead to multiply the difficulties, doubts and hesitations which might reasonably 
face any supposed method’, p. 3.
50 Jarvis, ‘Prosody as Tradition’, The Dalhousie Review, 79, 2 (Summer 1999), 151-172 
(p. 170).
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might critique what is usually known as ‘Sound Poetry’ and attempt to show the 
degree to which the theory of such poetry is heavily dependent on these, often 
unacknowledged, sources.
 To return to cris cheek finally, with regard to the explicit range of 
practices that he has developed, it seems that he finds himself in a double-
bind where he must choose to recognise the contingent constellation of the 
performance site, and its reliance on a textual or pre-textual supplement, as 
well as acknowledge that this text is itself the site of performance, and so on 
recursively ad infinitum. Put another way, the choice he has, is to recognise 
the authentic and present moment of performance as equally an absence, or 
negativity, marked by silence; and the voice that speaks as contingent and 
mediated by this negativity: a voice always in danger of losing, so to speak, its 
democratic rights, and with them its claim to utopian potential. He can never 
entirely escape the charge that he disappears behind the naturalistic surface 
I have diagnosed here, unable to select from his material in such a way as 
to make the necessary connexions beneath the performative skin of his talk 
strategies that might lead to genuinely revolutionary perceptions. He never 
entirely disappears behind this surface either, and that is the beauty of his art.

Piers Hugill
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iDamage
Introduction to Assemblage and Empathy, a book in progress, 2006

In a sense it’s over, because some while ago it was considered already a 
dilemma of melancholia and hope, or someone else thought, no way will 
Western cultures survive the next millennium. This paper partly and wilfully 
ignores such matters as necessary to saying anything but, it will be noticed, 
underlines words in preparation for hypertextual links into the culture next 
door without, as Chomsky put it, Terrorizing the Neighbourhood (Chomsky 
1991). ‘Assemblage and Empathy’, the subtext of the dilemma has been noted 
historically, below it gets a selected and biased summary.
 Deleuze & Guattari discuss the contents of a conventional book ‘… 
there are lines of articulation or segmentarity, strata or territories; but also lines 
of flight, movements of deterritorialization and destratification. Comparative 
rates of flow on these lines produce phenomena of relative slowness and 
viscosity, or, on the contrary, of acceleration and rupture. All this, lines and 
measurable speeds, constitutes an assemblage…’ (Deleuze & Guattari 1980, 
1992: 3-4.) These seem conservative continuities, which extend, but ostensibly 
perpetuate figurative use of growth and trees by linguists (Chomsky 1957, 
Miller & Lenneberg 1978), so it is necessary to confirm that breakage and 
disruption, simulation and deceit are also positive consequences of a book.  
Nevertheless, assemblage can work in advance of the romance that precedes 
it or the fiction that conceals it and assemblage does not through its description 
of utility, facture or existence confer a value judgement. ‘Every useful thing, 
as iron, paper, &c., may be looked at from the two points of view of quality 
and quantity. It is an assemblage of many properties, and may therefore be of 
use in various ways’ (Marx 1867, 1996: 45) and books, in that sense, are less 
distinguished.
 ‘Empathy enables us to share the emotion, pain and sensation of others’ 

(Singer 2006: 466-467), at least, that’s how it is proposed. ‘The perception-
action model of empathy states that the observation or imagination of another 
person in a particular emotional state automatically activates a representation 
of that state in the observer.’ (Singer 2006: 467-469). The alternatives are vast 

Portions of iDamage have appeared as “William Burroughs: Some Contexts for 
Visual-Text Production” online at The Argotist: <http://www.argotistonline.co.uk/
Fisher%20essay.htm>
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on a scale from ‘get lost’ to physiological love and conversation and it can is still 
a surprise to learn that ‘The aspiration of our time for wholeness, empathy and 
depth of awareness is a natural adjunct of electric technology.’ (McLuhan 1964, 
1971: 13). But is this now evident as the outcome. What Bernard Williams 
stressed was the degree to which polite ethical thought in the societies of the 
West today rests on or involves self-deception or more active deceit. It depends 
on the private pretence, public affirmation, or purposeful suggestion of what is, 
for those concerned, knowably false. Sounds like we better get off the planet 
now.
 Poets have been recommending a range from involvement to escape 
for some while; they need cautions against indications of incapacity or inability; 
what poets are capable of through deliberate and detailed poetic investigation, 
of poetic form and the vocabularies of quantum mechanics, bioenergetics and 
rhetoric, leaves them incapable of matching the conformity of continuous and 
linear expression, the Platonic proposal for logic, the modernist aspiration to 
cohere. I would like, however, to celebrate the dilemma and begin to do so in 
this proto-hypertextual introduction to Assemblage and Empathy (a book about 
American literature and art) using sixteen hundred kilos weight of examples 
factured in U.S. America between 1945 and 1969; that is after the American 
battle against Japan in the Pacific towards the close of World War II, represented 
in Joe Rosenthal’s photograph that simulated the flag raising on Mt. Suribachi, 
Iwo Jima, in 1945 (Garland: 2006) and before American astronauts planted a 
plastic simulation of a flapping flag on the surface of the windless Moon in July 
1969 (Signature DVD: 2005). A discussion of simulation could begin here by 
pulling the carpet of Jean Baudrillard’s semiotic logic to reopen the Baconian 
discussions of Marshall McLuhan and Aby Warburg, and for the present-space, 
ignore their tendency to overview:
 ‘Rapidly,’ writes McLuhan, ‘we’ [meaning us in Canada and U.S. America 
and many parts of the West] ‘approach the final phase of the extensions of 
[what his age called ‘man’ meaning humankind] – the technological simulation 
of consciousness, when the creative process of knowing will be collectively 
and corporately extended to the whole of human society, much as [westerners] 
have already extended [their] senses and [their] nerves by the various media.’ 
(McLuhan 1964, 1971: 11) Immediately I recall Norbert Weiner in 1950, The 
Human Use of Human Beings, but more stridently I worry about the human 
oppression of humankind, and that is not where McLuhan or Weiner want 
to be. In any case, McLuhan’s sense of simulation scrapes against earlier 
descriptions from Francis Bacon, but more recently simulations on movie sets 
and sound studios and what the art historian Aby Warburg names, ‘The style 
of simulated classical sculpture’, by which he means grisaille in an engraving 
or drawing. Warburg recognises that simulation ‘confines the coinages of 
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the revenants [those returning from absence] in the distant shadowy realm 
of the explicit metaphor which is essentially the same as the triple typology 
[of Christian art].’ (Warburg: 1929, 1986: 247) ‘The creation of grisaille-men 
as an act of artistic self-control.’ (Warburg ditto.) ‘The strength of the artist in 
keeping [ancestral] forces at bay without forfeiting their vitalizing influence is 
symbolized in the artistic means of the grisaille. Here the artist makes use of 
the symbols of pagan frenzy without allowing them to encroach on his peace 
of mind.’ (Warburg 1929, 1986: 296).
 In 1983 Jean Baudrillard drew much of this together in one of his best 
bundles when he proposed ‘Three orders of appearance,’ that ‘have followed 
one another since the Renaissance: Counterfeit is the dominant scheme of the 
“classical” period, from the Renaissance to the industrial revolution; Production 
is the dominant scheme of the industrial era; Simulation is the reigning scheme 
of the current phase that is controlled by the code’ (Baudrillard 1983: 83.) 
Baudrillard then expands this idea of the current phase where ‘The very 
definition of the real becomes: that of which it is possible to give an equivalent 
reproduction.’ (Baudrillard 1983: 146) and he goes as far as to propose that 
‘At the limit of this process of reproductivity, the real is not only what can be 
reproduced, but that which is always already reproduced. The Hyperreal.’ 
(Baudrillard 1983: 146.)
 Instead of those potential discussions of simulation, this introductory 
paper bundles into a consideration that a discussion or even interrogation 
of assemblage could be advantaged from methodological congruence with, 
never mind simulation of, its subject; that is, advantaged by demonstrating 
through example how facture occurs or what some of the subsequent results 
encourage in consciousness. This juxtaposes with the recognition that an 
engagement with the proprioceptive demands of empathy could be undermined 
by assemblage methodology. Rather than a disadvantage however, this is 
a necessary outcome; the idea that methodological concerns should lead to 
singular focus would be a demonstration of damage that undermines sensitive 
thought and would promote false frameworks of truth encouraged by popular 
summary and short-cut chemistry redolent of the social skills of a celebrity farm 
and the national news. 
 Breakage may be considered a necessary and positive process. A 
metonym for broken civilisation or damaged social duty is not necessarily 
intended. The initial facture derives from direct breakage of the research. The 
factured product is a consequence of the breakage that has been involved, 
particularly in post-collage and in transformational poetics, where the facture 
of the text has been possible through a series of transformations. At the level 
of words in the text, for instance, transformations may be used which deliver 
word links, patterns of connectedness, through the use of sound (rhyming), 
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reproduced, but that which is always already reproduced. The Hyperreal.’ 
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comparable meaning (rhetoric), discussion or disruption of meaning (poetics), 
and damaged pasting (found in most genres including poetry, painting, and 
comedy). The factured product has thus undergone a series of breakages and 
factures. Sometimes this series involves transformation, planned breakage and 
incidental repair, sometimes the work uses collagic disruption of spacetime, 
often the pasting together of different parts simulates continuity. (Fisher 1999: 
117.) In post-collage a visual work may undergo further facture and transform 
into a new image.
 The facture of this work makes use of apparently coherent and 
sometimes-rhizomic processes (Deleuze & Guattari 1980, 1992), often 
arbitrarily isolated from the mobile constellation of spins that the work proposes 
and disproves by this discussion. The work uses eyesight, analysis of visuality 
and images, alongside history and geography. The work, of course, relies on 
electro-chemistry in the brain and therefore language, which aligns with a 
variety of libraries, digital media and books, photographic film, cultural products 
and writing processes.
 It may be surprising, but there is a need to say that consciousness of 
image relies on the use of language and the patterns of connectedness that 
electro-chemistry provides. All image production in a viewer, that follows image 
facture, also involves consciousness and thus engages an æsthetic component 
of cognition. All cognition has an æsthetic component usually concealed by 
other components, but it is necessary to emphasise that human consciousness 
always engages an æsthetic component in the process of perception and 
cognition. Vision and comprehension are contingent on processes of facture, 
the simultaneous proprioception and the æsthetic component necessary for 
cognition – these are factors damaged by their own realisation and expression 
– by factors of understanding and communication. In a mobile situation, in which 
the theology of coherence is made vulnerable by the physics of decoherence, 
the participants are in danger of lost confidence and are subject to manipulation 
and exploitation. What so alarmed Hilton Kramer was that the criterion for 
determining the order of æsthetic objects in the Metropolitan Museum of New 
York during various reinstallations of its nineteenth century collection in the 
latter part of the twentieth century and indeed throughout, as Kramer named 
it, ‘the era of modernism,’, was that the ‘self-evident’ quality of masterpieces 
had been abandoned and, Douglas Crimp believes, ‘as a result “anything 
goes.” Nothing could testify more eloquently to the fragility of the museum’s 
claims to represent anything coherent at all’ (Crimp 1993). The recognition of 
the cybernetic and electro-mechanical interfaces that inform cognition leads 
to an unsettling vibration-table where figurative description – the languages of 
rhetoric that have just been exaggerated – must be constantly checked and 
encouraged or recognised and undermined.

comparable meaning (rhetoric), discussion or disruption of meaning (poetics), 
and damaged pasting (found in most genres including poetry, painting, and 
comedy). The factured product has thus undergone a series of breakages and 
factures. Sometimes this series involves transformation, planned breakage and 
incidental repair, sometimes the work uses collagic disruption of spacetime, 
often the pasting together of different parts simulates continuity. (Fisher 1999: 
117.) In post-collage a visual work may undergo further facture and transform 
into a new image.
 The facture of this work makes use of apparently coherent and 
sometimes-rhizomic processes (Deleuze & Guattari 1980, 1992), often 
arbitrarily isolated from the mobile constellation of spins that the work proposes 
and disproves by this discussion. The work uses eyesight, analysis of visuality 
and images, alongside history and geography. The work, of course, relies on 
electro-chemistry in the brain and therefore language, which aligns with a 
variety of libraries, digital media and books, photographic film, cultural products 
and writing processes.
 It may be surprising, but there is a need to say that consciousness of 
image relies on the use of language and the patterns of connectedness that 
electro-chemistry provides. All image production in a viewer, that follows image 
facture, also involves consciousness and thus engages an æsthetic component 
of cognition. All cognition has an æsthetic component usually concealed by 
other components, but it is necessary to emphasise that human consciousness 
always engages an æsthetic component in the process of perception and 
cognition. Vision and comprehension are contingent on processes of facture, 
the simultaneous proprioception and the æsthetic component necessary for 
cognition – these are factors damaged by their own realisation and expression 
– by factors of understanding and communication. In a mobile situation, in which 
the theology of coherence is made vulnerable by the physics of decoherence, 
the participants are in danger of lost confidence and are subject to manipulation 
and exploitation. What so alarmed Hilton Kramer was that the criterion for 
determining the order of æsthetic objects in the Metropolitan Museum of New 
York during various reinstallations of its nineteenth century collection in the 
latter part of the twentieth century and indeed throughout, as Kramer named 
it, ‘the era of modernism,’, was that the ‘self-evident’ quality of masterpieces 
had been abandoned and, Douglas Crimp believes, ‘as a result “anything 
goes.” Nothing could testify more eloquently to the fragility of the museum’s 
claims to represent anything coherent at all’ (Crimp 1993). The recognition of 
the cybernetic and electro-mechanical interfaces that inform cognition leads 
to an unsettling vibration-table where figurative description – the languages of 
rhetoric that have just been exaggerated – must be constantly checked and 
encouraged or recognised and undermined.



147147

There is less choice than is apparent or often proposed, logical syntax 
perpetuates a damaged consciousness and promotes coherence as a 
necessary aspiration. The approach given advantage in the discussion in this 
paper has been summarised as a pattern of connectedness, a phrase taken 
from anthropology and elaborated by iconography and poetics. These terms 
can be summarised. 
 ‘The pattern which connects is a metapattern.’ (Bateson 1979, 1980: 
20.) Like an assemblage ‘it is a pattern of patterns. It is that metapattern which 
defines the vast generalization that, indeed, it is patterns which connect.’ 
(Bateson, ibid.) This is one of the early problems; a pattern of connectedness 
provides the basis for a description of consciousness and reciprocation in 
aesthetic experience, it does not provide a basis for judgement. Julia Kristeva, 
discussing the work of Hannah Arendt, notes that Arendt ‘warned against the 
expectation that the irresponsibility endogenous to poets … could be at all 
politically relevant: poets are adept at thinking but are incapable of judging.’ 
(Kristeva 2001: 92).
 ‘We are no more familiar with scientificity than we are with ideology; all we 
know are assemblages, And the only assemblages are machinic assemblages 
of desire and collective assemblages of enunciation. No significance, no 
subjectifications: writing to the nth power (all individuated enunciation remains 
trapped within the dominant significations, all signifying desire is associated 
with dominated subjects). An assemblage, in its multiplicity, necessarily acts on 
semiotic flows, material flows, and social flows simultaneously (independently 
of any recapitulation that may be made of it in a scientific or theoretical corpus). 
There is no longer a tripartite division between a field of reality (the world) and 
field of representation (the book) and a field of subjectivity (the author). Rather, 
an assemblage establishes connections between certain multiplicities drawn 
from each of these orders, so that a book has no sequel nor the world as its 
object nor one of several authors as its subject.’ (Deleuze & Guattari 1980, 
1992: 22-23.)
 ‘Carl Schuster’s primary interests were patterns of organization 
underlying traditional arts. To discover such patterns, he turned from historical 
analysis to pattern recognition. This meant forswearing context in favor of an 
unflinching look at designs themselves.’ (Carpenter in Schuster 1996: 9).
 ‘Iconography is that branch of the history of art which concerns 
itself with the subject matter or meaning of works of art, as opposed to their 
form.’ (Panofsky 1939, 1972: 3). This method therefore either contrasts or 
complements patterns of connectedness. Panofsky describes the differences 
between Pre-iconographical description: ‘Primary or natural subject matter’ 
(factual or expressional, the world of artistic motifs); Iconographical analysis in 
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the narrow sense of the word: ‘Secondary or conventional subject matter’ (the 
world of images, stories and allegories); and Iconographical interpretation in a 
deeper sense: ‘Intrinsic meaning or content’ (the world of ‘symbolical’ values). 
(Panofsky 1939, 1972: 14-15).
 Charles Olson defines meaning as: ‘That which exists through itself.’ 
(Olson 1969: 2). ‘That which exists through itself is … difference. This thought, 
unthinkable in classical logic, indeed this thought which was madness, which 
could only be posited as the contents of an unconscious or of an absolute [on the 
presumption that such expressions are still viable], belong to the very surface 
of the world [U.S. Americans] now inhabit. Thus, the dialectic of structure and 
content in dynamic conflict is replaced by another dipolar cognitive pair, the 
pure structural possibility of the world and the fact of the world created by 
interest. The question of value, not the question of knowledge, is fundamental. 
We are not compelled by [the] logic. The choice in a particular situation depends 
entirely upon the aim and the interest which generates it.’ (Byrd 1994: 288.) 
‘The problem for the writer of poetics is the opposite of the logician’s: it is 
always too soon.’ (Byrd 1994: 5.)
 ‘Poetics properly understood takes theory–theory well founded or 
unfounded, centered or decentered–as its content, not its form. It is now clear 
that hills and stones and trees are, as much as the great philosophic systems, 
abstract objects.’ (Byrd 1994: 39.) ‘Poetics encompasses all fields of each 
artistic endeavour, incidentally and substantially, held by ideas of æsthetics 
and how consciousness is constituted. This interspins with the understanding 
that æsthetics, the pattern that connects, has a determined effect upon 
comprehension and evaluation, theoretical or practical, ethical or political. 
A poet’s æsthetics substantially contributes to what constitutes that poet’s 
consciousness. The æsthetics for one activity substantially contributes to the 
æsthetics of each different activity, across genres, across disciplines, across 
levels. Comparison across genres may be objected to as inappropriate, but 
this is a failure to understand the basis of æstheticisation, consciousness, and 
their unifying or disorganising function. This is not to say that crass generic 
comparisons are viable, for example a recent, book-long, review considering the 
poetry of J.H. Prynne compares his work with paintings by Willem De Kooning 
(Johansson 1997). Where comparison is made between works of the same 
consciousness, comparable æsthetics become less strained and, eventually, 
better comprehended’ (Fisher 1999: 115). Prynne subsequently gave a paper 
at the Tate Gallery on a de Kooning painting (Prynne 1996).
 For this situated occasion, this introduction to Assemblage and Empathy, 
it would be as well to further rehearse four terms, all of which are fields with 
mobile nodes of operation within the Complexity Manifold – they are spacetime, 
consciousness, proprioception and æsthetics. These will become rehearsals 
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for the main demonstration in this interrogation and discussion; they constitute 
the predominant praxis in this engagement. In the current milieu, they are fields 
of dissenting poetics, politics and ethics. As a dissenter in the 1640s, Richard 
Baxter ‘kept a detailed record of many significant events and discussions of the 
time. His so-called autobiography was thus a personal testimony of the history 
of the period. He had done this because he was aware of the eyes of posterity 
on him and on the cause he represented’ (Seed 2005: 49). In 2006 this need 
continues; the history of dissent is written by subsequent dissenters.
 The radical and significant method and form of assemblage in the 
twentieth century has been collage. Collage demonstrates the use of more 
than one reality on the same picture plane which thus develops or transforms 
the understanding of consciousness into a multiple, and yet potentially 
simultaneous, spacetime, or better understood as a mobile pseudo-coherence 
with peripheral exchange and crowd-out with many spacetimes.
 The concept of spacetime first arose from the mathematical properties 
of Lorentz transformations, the resulting rhetoric for reality in our spacetime, 
which imply that space and time should not be treated individually but rather 
as an inseparable whole. This fusion was articulated by Hermann Minkowski, 
inspired by Einstein’s ‘special theory of relativity.’ In September 1908 Minkowski 
said, ‘Henceforth space by itself, and time by itself, are doomed to fade away into 
mere shadows, and only a kind of union of the two will preserve an independent 
reality’ (Minkowski 1982).  This needs further context. The spacetime of collage 
is not simply empirical or the consequence of perception. Firstly, through the 
research of Merleau-Ponty, ‘Psychologists often say that the body image is 
dynamic. Brought down to a precise sense, this term means that my body 
appears to me as an attitude directed towards a certain existing or possible 
task.’ (Merleau-Ponty 1962, 1978: 100.) And indeed its spatio-temporality is 
not, like that of external objects or like that of “spatio-temporal sensations”, 
a spatio-temporality of position, but a spatio-temporality of situation (vide 
Merleau-Ponty 1962.) Secondly, what is actually perceived of a collage by 
Max Ernst is often that of a flat two-dimensional image, without depth, and 
which is read, so-to-speak, from left to right, in narrative-time. Thus it can be 
understood that the spacetime of collage in which two realities are together on 
the same picture plane, is in fact a philosophical or rhetorical concept and not a 
perceptual, empirical one. ‘We actually live mythically and integrally, as it were, 
but we continue to think in the old, fragmented space and time patterns of the 
pre-electric age’ (McLuhan 1964, 1971: 12).
 ‘We have gone from explicit commands to order-words as implicit 
presuppositions; from order-words to the immanent acts or corporeal 
transformations they express; and from there to the assemblages of enunciation 
whose variables they are.’ (Deleuze & Guattari 1980, 1992: 83.) ‘… Foucault 
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clearly shows, regimes of signs are only functions of existence of language that 
sometimes span a number of languages and are sometimes distributed within a 
single language; they coincide neither with a structure nor with units of a given 
order, but rather intersect them and cause them to appear in space and time. 
This is the sense in which regimes of signs are assemblages of enunciation, 
which cannot be adequately accounted for by any linguistic category: what 
makes a proposition or even a single word a “statement” pertains to implicit 
presupposition that cannot be made explicit, that mobilize pragmatic variables 
proper to enunciation (incorporeal transformations). This precludes explaining 
an assemblage in terms of the signifier or the subject, because both pertain 
to variables of enunciation within the assemblage, It is significance and 
subjectification that presupposes the assemblage, not the reverse.’ (Deleuze 
& Guattari 1980, 1992: 140.)
 The range of artists’ work using assemblages in the decade after 1950 is 
extremely cohesive and varied. William S. Burroughs’ use of multiple columns 
of text and image carries the intention that the writer and reader perceiving one 
column of text or image picks up another or more than one text or image from 
parallel columns as a kind of peripheral vision that has the potential to overlap 
or interfere with the primary column being read; this proposal develops into 
a theory of a consciousness where one coherence is in continuous ‘crowd-
out’ interface and change with, figuratively speaking, an adjacent coherence. 
It can be recognised, therefore, that each so-called coherence is in fact a 
partial or pseudo-coherence that is only part of the picture that could constitute 
coherence.
 ‘In the face of the ascendancy of single-image art, Rauschenberg ran 
his own work, no matter what the medium, whether painting, printmaking, 
sculpture, or performance, through the channel of collage. It was… a form of 
collage that was largely reinvented, such that in Rauschenberg’s hands the 
meaning and function of the collage elements bore little relation to their earlier 
use in the work of Schwitters or the Cubists. But it was collage nonetheless. 
And in so being, it forced on the viewer of Rauschenberg’s work an undeniable 
experience of syntax’ (Krauss 1974, 2002: 40), in tow with the debate about 
asyntax and coherence.
 Charles Olson (like John Milton and William Blake before him) 
interrogated singularity of the self; Olson then debated the issues raised 
above in theories of collage and Surrealism in his proposal of the ‘Big Traum’ 
(discussed in more detail below) and this was elaborated through his practice 
and theory of the performative in poetry through ideas of the breath, parataxis 
and proprioception, or that activity of stimuli arising from movement in the 
body’s own tissues as they are affected and bring about interrogations and 
complexed spacetime.
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Josef Albers and Paul Metcalf have both developed an æsthetics from theories 
of collage or mechanical interface informed by proprioceptive engagement, 
thus from these theses’ proposals, a pattern of connectedness that relies for its 
successes on an imperfect fit, the interfering abutment. Larry Rivers and Frank 
O’Hara working out of the same New York environment have factured a variety 
of assemblage forms within a consistent exchange of two different theories 
of æsthetics and simulation. In this complex art nexus of assemblage and 
empathy it is still possible to recognise a range of differences and patterns of 
connectedness as part of a developing milieu of distinctive methods of facture 
informed by two particular proprioceptive preferences. The methods of facture 
can be seen to draw on a set of limited historical precedents and can be said 
to progress from the cento art after 1850 and the practice and theory of collage 
in 1912 and 1919.
 Difference and patterns of connectedness can be further understood 
after the developments of facture as they progressed from the cento art of 
Courbet, Manet and Flaubert to the collages in the constructionist art of Georges 
Braque, Pierre Reverdy and Pablo Picasso. One aspect of this facture shifted 
into the Expressionist Constructivism of Wassily Kandinsky, Henri Matisse and 
Giacomo Balla, and a second shifted into the Dada and, post-Dada, Surrealist 
art of Max Ernst, Tristan Tzara and André Breton. Michel Foucault, writing 
about Flaubert’s Temptation of St. Anthony and Manet’s Picnic on the Lawn 
and Olympia, says, ‘Flaubert is to the library what Manet is to the museum. 
They both produced works in a self-conscious relationship to earlier paintings 
or texts – or rather to the aspect in painting or writing that remains indefinitely 
open.’ (Foucault 1997: 92-93.) The coinages of the revenants become re-
indexed as they ‘erect their art within the archive.’ 
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in an absolute time and space seems to be vanishing. Dada does not pretend 
to be modern. It regards submission to the laws of any perspective as useless. 
Its nature preserves it from attaching itself, even in the slightest degree, to 
matter, or from letting itself be intoxicated by words. It is the marvellous faculty 
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of attaining two widely separate realities without departing from the realm of our 
experience; of bringing them together and drawing a spark from their contact; 
of gathering within reach of our senses abstract figures endowed with the same 
intensity, the same relief, and other figures; and of disorienting us in our own 
memory by depriving us of a frame of reference …’ (Ernst 1920, 1948).
 Integral to his third Surrealist Manifesto, André Breton noted that in Max 
Ernst’s 1920 collages ‘surrealism immediately received its full vindication. They 
contained a statement of visual organisation that was entirely fresh and yet 
corresponded to what was intended in poetry by Lautréamont and Rimbaud.
 ‘I well remember the occasion when Tzara, Aragon, Soupault and I first 
discovered the collages of Max Ernst; we all happened to be at Picabia’s house 
at the very moment when they arrived from Cologne, and they moved us in a 
way we were never to experience again. The external object had broken away 
from its habitual environment. Its component parts had liberated themselves 
from the object in such a way that they could set up entirely new relationships 
with other elements, escaping from the reality principle and yet gaining a certain 
importance on the real plane (disruption of the notion of relation)’ (Breton 1942, 
1978).
 Discussing the work of Réquichot in 1973, Roland Barthes notes ‘The 
fundamental form of repugnance is agglomeration; it is not gratuitously, for 
mere technical experimentation, that Réquichot turns to collages; his collages 
are not decorative, they do not juxtapose, they conglomerate … their truth is 
etymological, they take literally the colle, the glue at the origin of their name; 
what they produce is the glutinous, alimentary paste, luxuriant and nauseating, 
where outlining, cutting-out – i.e., nomination – are done away with.’ (Barthes 
1985: 211.)
 ‘In the particular way that Rauschenberg enforced a part-by-part, image-
by-image reading of his work, he guaranteed that the experience of it would share 
with language some of its character of discourse. The encounter with one image 
after another would, that is, demand an attention to a kind of temporal unfolding 
that was like that of hearing or reading a sentence….What Rauschenberg was 
insisting upon was a model for art that was not involved with what might be 
called the cognitive moment (as in single-image painting) but instead was tied to 
the durée [the duration] – to the kind of extended temporality that is involved in 
experiences like memory, reflection, narration, proposition’ (Krauss 1974, 2002: 
40-41). ‘Temporality’ is part of a spacetime that complexly takes on a variety of 
extra contexts, other spacetimes, as part of the mobile spins of visual perception 
and cognition. What is visual in the work of William S. Burroughs, apart from the 
image representations he proposes in his written fiction, can be isolated as:
 

• the method of his preparation (scrapbooks);
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• the method of his production (use of cut-up, fold-in and overlap);
• the metaphor of the human condition, its reproduction, its repetition;
• the metonym for civic damage.

By 1955 William Burroughs was at work on the texts for The Naked Lunch, The 
Soft Machine and then The Ticket That Exploded. In October 1955 Burroughs 
wrote to Allen Ginsberg, ‘the mosaic method is more suitable to painting than 
writing.’ (Burroughs 1993: xxxii.) Source materials for these books, dated 1958 in 
the William S. Burroughs Archives (after his apomorphine treatment in England in 
1956), indicate radical shifts in Burroughs’ writing processes by that time.* In his 
‘Foreword Note’ to Nova Express he confirms this when he writes: ‘An extension 
of Brion Gysin’s cut-up method which I call the fold-in method has been used in 
this book which is consequently a composite of many writers living and dead.’ 
(Burroughs 1964b: 5.) Contemporary with this shift in writing process there is 
considerable visual evidence for a range of contemporary works, factured in 
London and New York. Work by R.B. Kitaj, painting in London in 1958, provides 
many examples. Kitaj’s Tarot Variations (1958, High Museum, Atlanta) uses 
Eliot and Pound’s ‘The Waste Land’ dividing the painting into sections using 
a grid filled with disturbed and torn references in a pattern of connectedness 
and series of transformations. The procedures used in the books by Burroughs 
noted above, all published in Paris in 1959-1962, encompass experiments with 
film-makers (such as Anthony Balch), artists using computer generation (such 
as Ian Sommerville) and other visual artists (in particular the work of Brion Gysin 
and Claude Pélieu, see for example: Burroughs, mss. from Minutes to Go [102] 
c.1959). In 1964, recalling the 1958 beginnings, Gysin wrote:

‘While cutting a mount for a drawing in room #25, I sliced through a 
pile of newspapers with my Stanley blade and thought of what I had 
said to Burroughs some six months earlier about the necessity for 
turning painters’ techniques directly into writing. I picked up the raw 
words and began to piece together texts which later appeared as 
“First Cut Ups’ in Minutes to Go…’ (1973d: 4)

Burroughs’ experiments include the production of scrapbooks and the 
assemblage of fragmented, torn and cut-up texts from more than one source, 
presented or read through as damaged narratives. In Paris Mimmo Rotella has 
started his décollages, simulations of multiple-torn posters and, in New York, 
Robert Rauschenberg has shifted his assemblages into a phase where parts of 

* These Archives were moved from Lichtenstein in March 2006 and were donated to the 
New York Public Library.
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the visual references remain in place (Rotella, Mimmo, Mythology, 1962, Milan 
and Rauschenberg Robert, Estate, 1963, Philadelphia Museum of Art). 

‘The fiction of the creating subject gives way’, in Rauschenberg’s work, 
‘to a frank confiscation, quotation, excerptation, accumulation and repetition 
of existing images’ (Crimp 1979). ‘The images that collect on those flatbed 
surfaces, like so much clutter or debris, have an extraordinary range in terms 
of the type of content they bear. A work like Small Rebus (1956) places, one 
next to another, such disparate types of images as magazine photos of sports 
events, a map section showing the north central United States, a snapshot of 
a family, postage stamps, a child’s drawing of a clock face, and a reproduction 
of Titian’s Rape of Europa’ (Krauss 1974). ‘Insofar as the flatbed picture plane 
accommodates recognizable objects, it represents them as man-made things 
of universally familiar character. The emblematic images of the early Johns 
belong in this class…’ (Steinberg 1972).

The method of facture in these activities are encouraged by many 
recognitions; one of these is visual (see for instance: Burroughs, mss. from 
Minutes to Go (39) c.1959). His engagement with ideas of expanding or 
changing consciousness, and as a consequence his investigations into brain 
research, neural control and drugs, interact and overlap with his methods for 
production. One of these methods, and some of the indicators of the visual 
culture that informed it, may elaborate this further. In 1956 Leo Steinberg was 
almost dismissive in his comment on Robert Rauschenberg’s work; in a letter 
published in 1958 under the heading “Footnote” he has changed his mind: ‘I 
would like to take this opportunity to say that Rauschenberg’s latest show at Leo 
Castelli’s seems to me to include two or three pictures of remarkable beauty’ 
(Steinberg 1956 and Steinberg 1958).
 Burroughs’ method, which begins in 1958, using materials assembled 
in 1955, ‘56 and ‘57, can be demonstrated through the book TIME (completed 
1962, published 1965). Burroughs writes prose in columns; three columns 
on each page read linearly, or nearly linearly, with interruption. The prose is 
representation of transformed perception, memories and inventions. The 
general outlook is post-realistic with hints of menace and the future, a science 
fiction with a retrospective eye on the other watching the individual or, as he 
writes elsewhere, ‘the third who walks beside you’ (1964c). [In 1956 analogical 
CCTV was in use for surveillance by the police on US highways and by the 
FBI elsewhere.] Cleaned-up versions of Burroughs’ work from his period using 
typesetting norms can be seen in the three books introduced above, and even 
using the three columns in other cleaned-up publications such as that for Art 
& Literature in Lausanne in 1964: ‘Who Is The Third That Walks Beside You? 
(1964d).
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Some of the characters in these excursions are named and are recurrent 
in Burroughs’ work, ‘Mr. Bradley Mr. Martin’. These multiple characters are 
metonymic for particular human conditions, like the methods demonstrably and 
explicitly employed, metonymic, and proprioceptive of attitudes and position. 
Burroughs rewrites these passages mechanically horizontally, including the 
representation of damage inevitably encouraged from broken words and syntax. 
He proposes the metonym of damage using actual damage. Such damage is 
demonstrated through work in this period in the publications that precede the 
codified commodities, the normalities of the books; a good demonstration is 
the publication titled APO-33 Bulletin (1966, republished 1968).
 Burroughs seldom corrects – or rather that is part of the apparency, 
the demonstration – there are visual exceptions, which produce ink splats or 
densely inked or corrected word fragments. He states his method on page 
2 of the TIME book and the method is repeated elsewhere and maintained. 
Aspects of this method are most evident, even after the typesetting clean-
ups, in Burroughs’ novels Nova Express, The Soft Machine and The Ticket 
That Exploded and associated works displayed in Bulletin for Nothing and 
LINES magazines in tow with Brion Gysin, later with Claude Pélieu and with 
those in New York such as Ted Berrigan and Ron Padgett. The theory behind 
the method is elsewhere in the Burroughs literature and refers to the idea of 
reading a column in a newspaper and taking in visual and written information 
from the adjacent or parallel columns in the same newspapers.

‘I started my trip in
 the old newspaper
 morgue.Like this.Like
this.Take today’s pap
er.Fill up three col-
umns with selections
you scan out.Now read
cross column. Fill a’

(page 3, column 2: 1965b)

‘Now consider the picture
 through word columns.Now
 as you move back in time
  orgetting’ present time
 the page.The page is ‘f
 less of present time on
  e you do this there is
 and so on back.Each tim
 selections from yesterday
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 maining two columns with
ings.Now fill in the re
 with cross column reading
 column on another page’

(page 4, column 2: 1965b)

The theory, method and practice are linked directly to visual collage technique 
developed after World War II, for example in Eduardo Paolozzi’s work Collage 
Mural for Fry, Drew Partners in 1952; work using TIME magazine covers in 
1952 (such as Paolozzi, From Puckers to Puccini & Mozart Too, 1952) and the 
concept of crowd-out proposed elsewhere (Fisher 2007).
 In ‘Unfinished Cigarette’ (1963, republished in Burroughs, 1973a: 2) 
the cutting and splicing leads to the list ‘Ewyork Onolulu Aris Ome Oston.’ This 
may have been produced by mechanical accident, but it needs to be noted 
that Burroughs chooses to leave this accident in place, and in fact emphasises 
his recognition of it in his recapitalisation of the city names. Paul Metcalf’s 
complaint about Burroughs use of accident perhaps conceals a conventional 
worry about truth or veracity. The text shifts from column to column which 
Burroughs then regularises into a chopped and selected syntax in a parody, 
rather than a simulation, of a damaged filmstrip. The phrase of city names is 
partly repeated in other works, such as The Ticket That Exploded. Repetition 
and recurrence are in fact part of the compositional method: ‘Gray luminous 
flakes falling softly on Ewyork, Aris, Ome, Oston…’ (1962: 15) This is a pseudo-
mechanical device (and impinges on Walter Benjamin’s cluster of essays on 
mechanical reproductivity). In the early 1950s Rauschenberg ‘used newsprint 
to prime his canvases – to activate the ground, as he put it – so that his first 
brushstroke upon it took place in a gray map of words’ (Steinberg 1972). The 
first section of The Ticket That Exploded provides: ‘ectoplasmic flakes of old 
newspapers and newsreels swirling over the smooth concrete floor…’ (1962: 
7); ‘Sound and image flakes swirled round him...’  (1962: 7); ‘camera gun with 
telescopic lens equipped to take and project a moving picture vibrating the 
image at supersonic speed…’ (1962: 13); ‘Tentative beings taking form…’ (1962: 
8); ‘Tentative beings that took form…’ (1962: 9); ‘Tentative beings followed the 
music membrane of light and color – Pipes of Pan…’ (1962: 16); ‘Criss-crossed 
with tentative whistles of other lips…’ (1962: 16)
 These recurrences bring with them contrasted chreods, or necessary 
paths, one from the concept of ‘a stream of consciousness’, the other from 
mechanical collage. The first concept ostensibly derives from William James 
(1890) and his literature-business student Gertrude Stein, a concept exemplified 
in her early texts Motor Automatism (1896, 1898 [1969]). This concept brings 
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recurrences and associations that check with Burroughs’ early associations 
with business school curricula, as well as a recognition of the work of James 
Joyce for Ulysses (1922). But these ideas of automatism are also concurrent 
with automatic drawing in Dadaist Europe and its Surrealist aftermath. The 
second concept introduces interruptive ideas of facture from American Cubism 
and Constructivism, that is it draws upon the process of bringing together a set 
of fragments from visual and aural perception evident in montage, factured by 
cutting with the mechanical device of scissors (highlighted in Heartfield’s Self-
Portrait [1919] and in later Dada or using a razor [eventually to be emphasised 
by Norman Mustil (Mustil, Norman Ogue, from Flypaper, 1967]. It is no surprise 
to find an overlap with the initial Expressionist and then Constructivist ideas of 
Paul Klee for facture, but perhaps surprising to find that these are drawings 
subsequently mentioned by Burroughs in his letters to Ginsberg [Burroughs 
1993: xxxix]). This particular mode of facture led to Burroughs’ recognition of 
the benefit of Brion Gysin’s technique of newspaper cutting. This cutting is 
the method developed from Cubist painting and collage by Constructivists and 
Dada. In 1964, Gysin noted: ‘Painters first suggested the means were at hand 
more than fifty years ago. About the time they got horses off the streets and 
planes in the sky, we freed ourselves from the animals and got the machine on 
our hands.’ (Burroughs 1973d: 5) Burroughs wrote to Ginsberg from Paris in 
1958, ‘Brion Gysin living next door. He used to run The 1001 Nights in Tangier. 
He has undergone similar conversion to mine and doing GREAT painting. I 
mean great in the old sense, not jive talk great. I know great work when I see 
it in any medium. I see in his painting the psychic landscape of my own work. 
He is doing in painting what I try to do in writing. He regards his painting as a 
hole in the texture of the so-called “reality”, through which he is exploring an 
actual place existing in outer space…’ (Burroughs 1993: 398). The following 
year Burroughs met the early Dadaist poet Tristan Tzara in Paris (Burroughs 
1993: xxxix)]).
 The second chreod, or necessary path, is also evident in the pencil cuts 
and cut-ins in ‘The Waste Land’ by T.S. Eliot and Ezra Pound (1922) (referred 
to above in the Burroughs typescript and the Kitaj canvas). It is worth noting 
Burroughs’ own drawing on the cover of the Paris The Naked Lunch and the 
drawings he sent to Ginsberg on at least four occasions in 1959 (Burroughs 
1993: 406n, 410, 411-412, 414, 415). The method and metaphor also link to 
the film splice, as proposed by Sergei Eisenstein (1929). This is emphasised 
in such phrase-composites as: ‘You can watch your worn out/ film dim jerky 
far away/ shut a bureau drawer (‘The Last Post: DANGER AHEAD [1965 in 
Burroughs 1973a: 27]). This also provides a metaphor for Burroughs’ fiction: 
‘It should now be obvious that what you call ‘reality’ is a function of these 
precisely predictable because pre-recorded human activities. Now what could 
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louse up a pre-recorded biologic film?’ (1965 in Burroughs 1973a: 36) and 
again in the same text: “Mr. Martin’s I gather that plan to move the show [that 
is human existence] to planet Venus has uh miscarried. Is that correct?”/ “Yeah 
it looks that way. The entire film is clogged.” (1965 in Burroughs 1973a: 37.)  
In The Beginning is also the End and in the earlier The Cold Spring News he 
writes: ‘He dropped the photo into a bureau drawer smell of ashes rising from 
the typewriter a black silver sky of broken film’. (1963 in Burroughs 1973a: 41) 
and ‘with a telescope you watch our worn out film dim jerky far away shut a 
bureau drawer’ (1973a: 41).
 The visual display of columns in ‘Who is the/ Walks beside you/ written 
3rd?’ is supported explicitly in the fiction and again metaphorically linked to 
film. In C1: ‘This is story in three columns at different speeds’ and ‘in this 
column we have every day life …’  In C2: ‘In this column of varying speed and 
distance. I digress to drop a (parentheses of years) …’  In C3: ‘16 frames per 
second old film here dim jerky far away …’ (1965 in Burroughs 1973a: 42). In 
Olympia magazine Burroughs writes, ‘My writing methods are similar to those 
of photographic montage. I want some of my characters in focus and others 
out of focus. So I cut into the story with a flash-forward in the narrative to give 
a hint of what is to come.’ (Burroughs 1963: 10.) It is clear that even such 
teleportation is not so simple as Burroughs demonstrates in the violence of his 
Mink Muting, and other rifle shot works in the October Gallery, London, 1987.
 In one spacetime empathetic and proprioceptive processes interface 
and crowd-out mechanical facture. This is a combination also proposed by 
Paul Metcalf with a radically different æsthetic, both in terms of its perception’s 
choices and the methods of selection. Both artists take on the disaster of L. 
Ron Hubbard’s physiological theory of memory and ‘Clear Mind’ fascism, 
in coupling with a particular American development of assemblage. One of 
the writers Burroughs’ notes, W. Grey Walter, recognised, ‘America is a 
great incubator of synthetic cultures. In the latest of these, the Dianetics of 
Hubbard, there appears to be both a nominal and a formal solecism. The aim 
was apparently to unite the principles and practices of Freud, Jung, Adler, 
Pavlov, Behaviourism, Faith Healing, Christian Science, Autosuggestion, Yoga 
and Theosophy into a single practical system of analysis and treatment. The 
resultant is the lowest common multiple of all these cults, incorporating their 
crudities and exaggerations, ignoring their subtleties and implications’ (Walter 
1953, 1963).
 The texts in White Subway (Burroughs 1973a) and by Burroughs 
elsewhere in the same period (from 1959 to 1965), read like a damaged 
history; a group of micro-histories damaging each other and often repeated, 
producing a narrative of multiple and simultaneous spacetimes. These are not 
narratives of the activity recorded, rather narratives of the activity of recording 
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itself or as if it was made in record of many simultaneous activities. Thus a 
history that deliberately proposes a dissenter’s history, with its own laws or 
codes of cognition, a potentially informed knowledge with a system laid bare 
and raw on the surface that subsequently took on an appraisal of authenticity 
itself as a questioned knowledge using immediate juxtapositions of its record, 
with active configurations of record. A vocabulary of actions, ideas, needs and 
exchanges pushed into each other and reliant on repetitions, asyntactic and 
mimetic of a condition in the United States of America in 1957 and after, and 
implying speculation of a condition in the future, but in fact already in part of 
the simultaneous complexity of more-than-one condition at once, that is more 
than one geographic location at once, as if the geological spread of conditions 
globally were partially felt in one place at the same time, recorded as if a 
number of dated journal pages or clips from newspapers were being read at 
once. And not surprisingly, this is what Burroughs does himself propose, that 
as he reads a column of text in a newspaper, his peripheral vision does take in 
other adjacent columns or images in the process.
 White Subway is not a description of consciousness, but rather a 
mimesis of the consciousness that is doing the describing. The work becomes 
a demonstration of the context as it replays the tapes of a historical record. 
This is done overtly, with deliberate reference and allusion to the process of 
recording events and the damages in the process. Rather than knowing the 
outcome, White Subway provides knowledge of what it smells like, what its 
tone is, rather than what the actual events are. For Burroughs, this is always a 
present-day condition, the condition, as he understands in spacetime present 
here, at the spacetime of his writing. The fragments he assembles are not in 
this sense displaced from their valid context, they are where they always were, 
for Burroughs, in a simultaneous constellation of spacetimes, that is to say a 
simulation of the consciousness that activated them and at each reading, such 
as this author reading Burroughs, a re-simulation. Burroughs names this as 
the ‘third’ that walks beside you, but in a sense this is not third consciousness 
exactly, rather it is a re-enactment of the first consciousness. For Burroughs 
this is not an artefact of subsequent experience but rather the experience itself. 
That is why it does not read like an isolated history or narrative and why it reads 
like a stop-start rendering of what is happening now, rather than what has 
happened. That of course is itself a simulation of that happening, and in that 
sense becomes in the reader once removed from Burroughs, a third mind.
  This is not the masked, vanishing trick raised by Michel Foucault 
(1970: p.xvii), the Lautréamont operating table is still in place, along with all 
the collaged and apparently incongruous elements that provide the tableau 
for Max Ernst, Tristan Tzara and André Breton. But instead of that now 
conventional, surrealist tableau, The White Subway demonstrates the damage 
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contemporary with the collaged spacetimes. These are not transformations in 
the sense of subsequent activities of perception and consciousness. These are 
contemporary damages, contemporary with the activity of recording them and 
thus simulated in the subsequent rereading of them. Burroughs’ proposition in 
these texts thus encompasses a surprising will to coherence, in the Modernist 
sense, a discourse proposing a truth, the truth of the spacetime when it was 
produced, factured simultaneously in written and visual forms. Burroughs’ 
discourse will be thus less complex than the reality that it displaces, more 
reliable in its expectations. This demonstrates a pattern of connectedness 
with the under-complexed physiological proposals his argument makes in its 
agreement with some of the ideas of L. Ron Hubbard and W. Grey Walter 
contemporary with the work of Burroughs in the 1950s.
 In Patagoni, Metcalf’s choice of two areas of selection highlight his 
historical and critical position with regard to the indigenous peoples of the 
Americas and the incoming Europeans and their descendents; a perspective 
of an American position he shares with many contemporaries. Metcalf’s critical 
position can be set against a currency prevalent in the period for archetypes 
and summary proposals and radical perspectives regarding facture, which 
typically carry radical proposals. The support for the work of L. Ron Hubbard 
is part of this currency, contemporary as it is with new translations of work 
by C.G. Jung and explicit works on archetype and communication summaries 
by Harold A. Innis and Marshal McLuhan and cybernetics by Norbert Wiener. 
These summaries provide an intense insight into the ideas of physiology, 
homeorhesis, homeostasis and nerve-brain activity developing in the 1950s 
in parallel with the demonstration of the structure of the double helix model 
for the structure of DNA. Early in his projected work Metcalf recognises 
Charles Olson as a significant writer who pays attention to the summaries. 
In a published communication Metcalf acknowledges Olson in his request for 
permission to use De Soto’s work, work he had felt was ‘owned by’ Olson in 
the sense of Olson’s current practice for The Maximus Poems (Metcalf/Banks 
1973). Metcalf’s radical juxtaposition of two cultures, South America and Henry 
Ford, is stark, initially disparate and a step ahead of the Dada and Surrealist 
conservatism that pervades innovative American cultures after 1951 (such as 
Robert Rauschenberg’s untitled, two-part collages in 1952). 
 The starkness is a delight, but is also rhetorically convincing. As a 
compositional method it derives sustenance from two apparently radically 
different fields of assemblage: the introduced development of Cubist and 
Constructivist collage, deeply felt by Metcalf in his recognition of William Carlos 
Williams’ early work and Josef Albers’ work in the 1940s and 1950s at Black 
Mountain College, at Ashville exhibitions and at Yale; and more stridently, it is 
also in empathy with Robert Rauschenberg, Albers’ student at Black Mountain 
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College, who’s damaged, selective juxtapositions also radicalise and critique 
the American invasive context in the proposals that arise from their composition. 
The two different methods and two implications available from the examples 
in the works of, for instance, Albers and Rauschenberg, provide Metcalf with 
a combinational range of methods and implications. The first overall method, 
characterised by Albers’ visual practice and his Interaction of Color theory, 
displays two colours, A1 and B1. Where the two sheets of colour meet in the 
centre of the frame, there is an opportunity to turn the right hand sheet to 
the right revealing a third sheet B2. A1 and B2 are now displayed. The visual 
experience however demonstrates a change in A1, which becomes A2. That 
is that the context of A1 against B2 has determined how each is perceived. 
When B1 becomes B2, perception of context shifts the perceived colour of A1 
to become A2. This is a change that has come about because of the change 
in what is juxtaposed, from B1 to B2. To reiterate in a different vocabulary, the 
colour of A1 changes are dependent on whether it is butted up against B1 or B2. 
This effect, on one level, is reliant on understanding that colour is a perceptual 
experience which potentially changes as context changes. Albers’ job was to 
choose exact colour renderings that made these shifts of colour dynamic. The 
shifts can have an emotional effect, as indeed Metcalf proposes in his reports 
on seeing Albers’ show in Ashville (Metcalf with Russell Banks 1971 and 1972). 
The reception to A1 and B1, red and brown, as B1 becomes B2 the brown is 
exchanged for green and A1 changes into a darker red, A2. The change takes 
place in the process of perception in a jump from one colour to another – a 
perceptual change – a change in what is perceived not a change in the material 
pigment or its support, but a change in its context that brings about a change 
in physiological reception. Oswald Spengler’s work comes to the fore from the 
1940s in the discussion regarding Hubbard and was read and admired by Jack 
Kerouac and William Burroughs in the period. Theodor Adorno’s understanding 
of Spengler becomes useful here: ‘If, as Hegel argues, the whole is what is 
true, then it is only so if the force of the whole is absorbed into the knowledge 
of the particular’ (Adorno 1967, 1982). Adorno continues, ‘There is nothing of 
this in Spengler. The particular never opens itself to him; it is always accounted 
for in advance by his comparative survey of cultural morphology. His method 
proudly calls itself physiognomic. In truth his physiognomic thought is chained 
to the totalitarian character of his categories. Everything individual, however 
exotic, becomes a sign of something grandiose, of the civilization, because 
Spengler’s conception of the world is so rigorously governed by his categories 
that here is no room for anything which does not easily and essentially coincide 
with them.’ (Adorno 1982: 62-63.)
 W. Grey Walter in 1953 noted that, ‘…the Greeks, seeking a habitation 
for the mind, could find no better place for it than the midriff, whose rhythmic 
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movements seemed closely linked with what went on in the mind…. Old ideas 
are not always as wide of the mark as they seem. The rhythm of breathing is 
closely related to mental states. The Greek word for diaphragm, phren, appears 
in such everyday words as frenzy and frantic, as well as in the discredited 
phrenology and the erudite schizophrenia’ (Walter 1953, 1963: 40). John Cage 
entered a soundproof chamber at Harvard University, he writes, ‘I … heard 
two sounds, one high and one low. When I described them to the engineer in 
charge, he informed me that the high one was my nervous system in operation, 
the low one my blood in circulation.’ (Cage 1961: 40.)
 Rauschenberg’s ‘first black painting, made at Black Mountain in 1951, 
mimicked its white counterparts: black matte paint applied to the canvas with 
a roller. Rauschenberg knew an uninteresting failure when he saw one. He 
quickly returned to texture for a sense of touch, an excitation of the senses. 
The problem emerged: how to create a texture more bodily in nature than 
gravel, to register the body more concretely than a shadow?’ (Molesworth 
1993.) ‘The complex anatomical connections of the amygdala, a collection of 
nuclei located deep in the medial temporal lobe, make it a prime candidate for 
providing a representation of the value of visual stimuli … amygdala neurons 
encode – in a flexible manner and in separate populations of neurons – the 
positive or negative value of conditioned images.’ (Paton 2006: 865.)
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related responses were significantly reduced in males when observing an unfair 
person receiving pain.  This effect was accompanied by increased activation 
in reward-related areas, correlated with an expressed desire for revenge.’ The 
scientists involved concluded ‘that in men (at least) empathetic responses 
are shaped by valuation of other people’s social behaviour, such that they 
empathize with fair opponents while favouring the physical punishment of 
unfair opponents…’ (Singer 2006: 466).
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intrinsic) characteristics relating to the respective assemblages with which they 
are associated. What effectuates a free-action model is not the weapons in 
themselves and in their physical aspect but the “war machine” assemblage as 
formal cause of the weapons. And what effectuates the work model is not the 
tools but the “work machine” assemblage as formal cause of the tools. When we 
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say that the weapon is inseparable from a speed vector, while the tool remains 
tied to conditions of gravity, we are claiming only to signal a difference between 
two types of assemblage, a distinction that holds even if in the assemblage 
proper to it the tool is abstractly “faster,” and the weapon abstractly “weightier.” 
The tool is essentially tied to a genesis, a displacement, and an expenditure of 
force whose laws reside in work, while the weapon concerns only the exercise 
or manifestation of force in space and time, in conformity with free action.’ 
(Deleuze & Guattari 1980, 1992: 398.)
 ‘We call an assemblage every constellation of singularities and traits 
deducted from the flow –selected, organized, stratified– in such a way as to 
converge (consistency) artificially and naturally; an assemblage, in this sense, 
is a veritable invention.’ (Deleuze & Guattari 1980, 1992: 406.)

‘Assemblages are already different from strata. They are produced in 
the strata, but operate in zones where milieus become decoded: they begin by 
extracting a territory  from the milieus. Every assemblage is basically territorial.’ 
(Deleuze & Guattari 1980, 1992: 503.)
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