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Please  descr ibe  your  favor i te
poem or kind of  poetry.

I  l ike  a  poem that  doesn’ t  look or
sound l ike  a  poem. I  l ike  a  poem
that’s  as  unpredictable  as  i t  is
musical .  I  l ike a poem that  gives me
that sl ightly breathless,  panicky
feeling.

If  you could spend a  day with a
l iv ing poet  you admire,  what
would you do together? What
might  a  passerby  overhear?

I would put my fingers through his
hair  and rub his  shoulders.  A
passerby might overhear me tell ing
him that  i t ’s  okay to relax and not
wri te  poems for  the ent ire  af ternoon.

Which relat ionship is  more
important:  a)  poetry and pol i t ics
or b)  poetry and phi losophy?
Why?

Poetry and phi losophy are  more
important .  When I  read phi losophy I
get  so jazzed up that  I  usually have
to  wri te  a  poem in  response to  i t .
When I  get  worked up or  horr i f ied
about poli t ics I  usually write a let ter
to  the  edi tor  or  march or  discuss  i t
with my wife or friends. Political
si tuat ions demand act ion whereas
philosophy demands poetry.

Pub er t y
                brought
me t o
             poetry.

I f  you  were  able  to
place  poetry  in  the
world where i t  does
not  seem prominent ,
how would i t  behave
there?

You’re soaking in i t .

Where wi l l  we see  you and your work
in  f ive  years?

I’ve always l iked the idea of  the big
poem. A book length opus l ike Alice
Notley’s  “The Descent  of  Alet te” or
Charles Olson’s “Maximus,” William
Carlos Will iam’s “Paterson,” Louis
Zukofsky’s “A,” Ezra Pound’s
“Cantos,”  and several  of  Lesl ie
Scalapino’s  ser ia l  masterpieces .  Those
are  great  templates .  Someday soon I
shall  enter  that  canon with a bright  lycra
suit  on.

Tel l  us  a  s tory:  what  drew you to
poetry  in  the  f irs t  p lace? Why did
you start  writ ing?

Puberty brought  me to  poetry.  Sigh.



Uneasy  Heaven
I  never  wanted to  discourage

you from coming home —

my intentions were  far  from that .

I  invested in  a  chest  trap

and safety  cones,  nose water

and a  red l ight  f i l ter

with some glazed meat

for  your  concentrat ion.

I  even purchased a  crystal  pedestr ian

warning bel l ,  and some denim

iron-on patches with wolverine logos

for  your  f l ight  jacket .

I  guess  i t  never  occurred

to you that  these things

cost  cash money

and that  eventual ly

they’d  al l  have to  be

returned in  their  original

packaging with  the  proper

receipts ,  of  course.

Hello

She packs  a  baggy ful l  of  grape je l ly  in  her  purse  — pul ls  i t  out

at  the  r ight  moment  — puts  i t  between hersel f  and another  person.

“I ’m just  going to  put  this  here  whi le  I  r ide  this  train.”

Morning Poem
I  could have you,  need you,  break with you,

I  could spend hours with you eat ing pieces

of you and making the world change

with you, be humble with you

and then cradle you whole,  eat ing

from you as  the  bi rds  eat  crus ts  of  bread

around us wanting to eat  f rom you too.

Early riser,  mouth full  of love,

the  sweet  way the  world  burns  —

Oh nest  of  pureness  —

Oh love of  the desire

to  be  des i red  —

The whole world is moving

through your hips and palms

while my carcass is  numbed and slammed

speaking with warm detergent  air.

The bleach decay of  fabr ic  —

soothing as hair

on  the  back

of  your  cambered head.
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Naming the  Animal
We gave the animal  a  name so we could refer  to  i t ,

s ingle i t  out ,  cal l  for  i t .  We thought long and hard about

the name for  i t  and then — when we stopped thinking about  i t  —

the name came to us ,  and we forgot  about  the animal .

Sometimes the animal has to give up his seat

or  his  posi t ion so the others  can be hemmed in

by their  pleasure in seeing the animal si t  or  s tand.

I  just  cal led to  make sure the animal  was okay

and everything.  I  saw what  happened to  you

so I  used my phone to  cal l  your  work

to te l l  you what  happened to  you — but  not  before

I  cal led the ambulance to  dr ive you to  work.

I t  was the animal  that  did most  of  the damage

to your  body that  day,  not  the medicine.

Think about  that  while I’m at  work.

The Ship i s  Not  a  Metaphor
A ship we all  know about is  st i l l  shipping or floating.

The people  work on i t ,  or  enter ta in themselves on i t ,  or  dr ink

the milk of various animals on i t .  They have conversations

about  s tuff  and then they l is ten back to  the tapes

of  what  they just  ta lked about  so they’re  a lways

catching up with what they just  said.

They scoot  around on i t  and play these

l i t t le  games on i t .  I  know a lot

about  i t  — so i f  you need to  know

more about  i t ,  feel  f ree

to ask me al l  about  i t .

Thank You.

Todd  Co lby  l i ves  and
w o r k s  i n  B r o o k l y n ,  N e w
Yo r k .  H e  w a s  b o r n  i n
A u s t i n ,  M i n n e s o t a ,
r a i s e d  i n  A t l a n ta ,
Geo rg ia  and  educa ted  i n
I owa  C i t y,  I owa .  He
e n j o y s  r i d i n g  h i s  b i k e ,
runn ing  a round ,
sw imming  f r om he re  t o
the re ,  and  l i v i ng  w i t h
h i s  w i f e ,  t h e  a r t i s t
E l i z a b e t h  Z e c h e l .
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