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Please describe your favorite

poem or kind of poetry.

most of my stucly of poetry

is confined to post-1945.

my work has been called
surreal and confessional, and
some still consider me a slam
poet. so if that's what my work
‘:H \ ' . reflects, those are probably my

favorite kinds of poetry. my

favorite poem cllanges day to

clay, of course, but there are

two poems that i seem to come

back to more than any others:

VVCW’S urecl wlleen)arrow" ancl

\\ john yau's “830 {'ireplace road.”
—

Tell us a story: What drew you
to poetry in the first plaCe?
Why did you start writing?

i'm not going to lie--1 don’t
know. what draws a crackhead
to crack? was it peer pressure?
was it desperation? was it

too much free time? was it

. . . O . ’
mspiration? 1 don’t know why

i started writing poetry, 1 only

know that i cannot and will

not stop.




If you could spend a (lay with a If you were able to place poetry in the

living’ poet you admire, what would world where it does not seem prominent,

you do tog’ether? What mig’llt a how would it behave there?

passer]ay overlle ar?

laura mullen. this is lame, because i fairly
regularly have the privilege of spending
the day with her. all the same, now that

i've left baton rouge, harcﬂy a clay goes Ly
where i don’t think of her. a passer})y would
overhear us failing to accept each other’s
compliments. although there are plen’cy of
poets 1 admire who i have not yet had the
goocl fortune to meet, i'm sure i would not
trade laura mullen for all of them

put togetller.

Which relations}lip 1s more important:

a) poetry and politics or l)) poetry and
pllilosoplly? Wlly?

is there such a place? is art not as
inescapable as philosophy/politics? if
poetry is not prominent in a place, it’s only
because people have not openecl their eyes
and hearts enough to recognize it. in which
case, 1 suppose the poetry would behave
“deliberately.” that is, it would make an
extra effort to be philosophical/political SO
that people could not escape noticing it.
the poetry would create a ruckus--it would

trouble, as all inescapal)le things do.

Where will we see you and your work

in five years?

before getting my mfa, i ]oegan as a phd

in contemporary american lit and critical
theory. i believe that art cannot escape
philosophy/politics and i believe in maleing
art in response to art.1am a theory junlzy,
so for me, this question contains both a
false dichotomy and a dirty trick. false
c]_ic}lotomy because politics and philosophy
are the same thing, and dirty trick because
importance is not a value it is necessary to
ascribe to something inescapable. possibly
you could say 1 am agnostic on this
question, though i do believe that the
smartest art is one that is cleli})erately

philosophical/political.

i will still be found in atlanta, hopefuﬂy
with a few more books on the shelf. i
published two collections this year because
1 was pent up, and do not plan to work at
quite so rapicl a pace as that for awhile.

i'd like to have time to tour again. also,
i'm seriously entertaining the idea of
starting a small press. if it happens, it will
certainly be within the next five years.
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there was no turlzey

when influential solitude coughecl
gently from the corner

to represent the fact of her Leing

not on]y awake but attentive
everyone present suddenly concluded
the party could not be defeated

this was despite the funding moat

and wild gesticulating from a future book

which was said to live off meat hangﬁng
the table was headed | j@rie

a chronlcauy 1achrymose mem})er Of Oth

a pepper that grew in the swamp grah ann

a third person

snap shirted thumbsucker by her side this is not a labor of love
it has cost fifteen months
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and the bill was always coming

yet these four reindeer were ozmidable
photograph by jim harrison

tacked the black and white countenance above the desk
praying that ﬁnally it would be born or that it would die
it simply hngerecl there neither touched nor untouched
creeping creeping we wish to say 1t could drive us mad
to murder with the precision of several hot word darts
material for a poem stealth built hiding in those pages
politely smiling from the slzy blue velour corner chair
we folded it in half but saw the t}lil’lg under our eyeli(ls

meeting of the unavailables

she isnot a ghost to us
talzing a false idol down
paper har(ﬂy matters now

she is living here a feral cat

—’h




our attentions have been called and even always directed

ty

to that which is derivative of such impolite word kernels as and

arriving as we have about above across after

against along around at the now place

terrain symptomatic of certain cLanges such as

IOX1InI

for Lrevity's sake we will assume mostly fall under

sul)ject heading the rising temperature of discretion

SO many scattered room service trays

g those tumbleweeds of any given hotel haﬂway

or the beaks on a rare flock of pelicans

as cleep in animal as in metaphor

those signposts of ugly amidst hills of the obvious

things that explain Why men look better in hpstic]e than women do

and accompany well the dangers of a too sudden silence

this is the moment of secret

an ongoing problem which corresponds to the outgoing 1ssue of repression
the treacherous deligh‘cs of sainthood

modes or at least models of deliberate forgetting

plus the difference between these and martyrdom

if when the bridge at ben tre quickly gave
imagination became the techne of future memory
as though on our scale of cosmic endurance
where truth and l)lasphemy lie at zero

and at the likewise urgent figure of ten

humankind carries forward its burden of proof

holding steady at the drab miracle of the five




the old switcheroo

she was never killed because she didn’t die

this is what we said about the narrator

everyone on the razor eclge of new yorle
understood quite plainly secret political agenclas
cross—clressing

as objects as objectivities as safe deposit boxes

when meanwhile in london

another we who knows better than we do

was gluing a hancﬂe onto an envelope

inside of which was a rejection letter
pertaining to garnering a granting on writing

o tautness of logic

naturauy we didn’t dream of killing her
because she didn’t die as she

0 tautological also the narrator
reported it with us

and we in our coHegia’ce Innocence

we let her live and we were royalty

because she was never killed

there was a briefcase to 12eep her macguf{'in safe
and in lieu of flowers for the l)ig dumb object
she chose rubber duckies to orbit her head
making bird noises for at least fifteen minutes

if we reauy wind them up and promise not to criticize
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definitiomn

the 1eoparc1 skin waited

at the corner for a ye”ow car

the baseball cap of which then learned
that his passenger wish to see
paintings hung on well lit walls

in other words
the fur coat 1a(1y
called a cab

to go to the museum

the leopard skin is the fur coat lady
a yellow car the baseball cap is a cab
paintings hung on well lit walls is the
museum

the fur coat 1a(1y

a cab

the museum

are not surreal

the 1eopar(1 skin

a yeﬂow car the baseball cap
paintings hung on well lit walls

are not surreal

in the horizon

dividing intent and translation
is the lair of nonsense

but then nonsense does not exist
intent does not exist

translation does not exist

intent is the leopard skin
translation is the fur coat lady

intent is a yellow cab the baseball cap
and so forth

nonsense is the fact

that we have so far

neglectecl to mention there is the piano
but then the piano is surreal

and surreal is nonsense

which does not exist

and so £ortunately

the piano does not exist

unless it drops on the fur coat lady
which is like a cartoon

and cartoons assuredly exist
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