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Jim V anSweden 

Drifting July 

lapping 
at this hardness 

she senses feet 
and water 
then waist 

deep 
in the sea 

lying 
on sand 

the sea 
seems to rise 
above her 
knees 

into her 
don't 

yell death 
and measles 

from the sun 
following the beach 
until noon 



On a Super-Hero in the Late Sixties: 
Leftovers of a Botched Autobiography 

Michigan hitchike: 
wet 

and seeing every 
wrapper 

rubber 
and coke 

bottle 
until a refreshing dead 

possum or a giant 
hubcap diaphram. 

I have 
as has been 

said become 
one with the land 

a walking milk shake 

flagging down miles 
into a four-lane 

forest 
it's been fifteen 

minutes since I got 
too cold for James 

Bond in Indian Territory 
ready for the immense 

steel lady. 
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Roland Grybauskas 

Translated from the Lithuanian of Jonas Mekas 

PEOPLE in the park, 
by themselves, 
old men with old ladies 
and lovers-
sitting 
under the faqi.ng scarf of leaves, 
saw: 
how ringing 
crystal cymbals 
went autumn. 

And soon 
on the city 
and through the leaves 
began falling 
copper rain. 

INTO the market-place it flowed 
through wooden tables, 
through autumn's flowers 
and blue merchants, 
and the market women 
wide scarfed, 
with umbrellas 
and open crates; 

it fell and flowed 
in long streams, 
into fruit piles 
and autumn's flowers, 
beating and cutting 
at the same booth: 
women and merchants, 
like a whip. 

BUT PEOPLE in the park, 
by themselves, 
old men and old ladies 
and lovers, 
still just sat -
some, lost in thoughts 
of their days, 
others, had thought 
of it still being spring. 

They sat like this 
under the fading scarf of leaves 
and just watched 
how through the leaves 
fell the copper rain. 



apple poem, for kathy 

rain and apples begin 
thundering thick with 
wet they forget the tree and 
fall 

night green apples 
sleep heavy with sweat one 
screams its face dents 
concrete no grace and the moon 
laughs 

day and sun floods the 
fading apples with rot they 
drown in the air kiss 
the end like a memory float hit 
sigh 

rain again the last apples 
are echoes soon leaves but 
a different fall a different scream 
same rain 

we have not begun yet, kathy 
in spring you showed me mirrors 
of a stranger all 
signed with my name with my 
hand 

i stole your portrait from the 
gallery your lovers had hidden 
when you left and in summer the 
portrait and i often spoke of 
you 

river of your long black hair 
old lovers in state college, 
pennsylvannia your gone and 
married poet in the south of france my 
postcard-dreams 

to refuse the coming fall and 
winter maybe would be a kindness 
not to refuse a different fall 
a different dream the same 
rain 
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Christine Halliday 

A Requiem 

Overhead the inverted opaque dome, clinging to the plaster, 
Shading my prone body from one hundred eighty luminous watts, 
Is full of dead bugs. 
How curious it seems for the dead to be above the living, 
Suspended for examination; 
Nor has any trace of their dying been removed: 
The yellow stains from bodies that buzzed and ricocheted, 
To fall at the bottom of the bowl, 
Scorched and brittle, 
Like so many grains of brown rice. 

Countless nights before I have slept beneath 
Such infinitesimal corpses, 
Or illumined their transparent grave, 
Or disturbed it, on occasion, for want of new lightbulbs, 
Brushing its contents into the wastebasket ... 
For small things, no eulogies, 
Only a frail powder from shaven wings, 
Which I blew away with the dust. 
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James Tipton 

The Awkward Angels 

Translated from the French of Jean Cocteau 

The awkward angels imitate you, pigeons. 
You hail Mary. They, before their sentry boxes, 
Guard France. Alas, we discourage them. 

All night the sky picks daisies: 
The last picked, they open the shutters. 

Autumn comes and the fall of angels; 
The angels spill out like milk. 

The golden tree, Opera, has many oranges; 
The public likes the ones near the top, 
They take no pleasure 'eating those below. 

Is this ten line poem beautiful or ugly? 
Neither ugly nor beautiful, it has other merits. 

Noon 

Translated from the French of Jean Cocteau 

The rower, wooden angel, with his wings drives 
Aphrodite, her ostriches, her diamonds, 
From the calm sea to you on shore; faithful wave, 
Emerald coach with foaming steeds. 

The local jetsam, cans, anchors, beams, 
Masts, jellyfish, gaze at the drowned in windows 
Of the boulevard of underwater capitals 
And the sea withdraws, sucking its saliva. 

Quickly I take off my shirt, my hat; 
I lie down, naked castaway on this shore; 
This savage heat drives out 
The tan, an Indian hidden in my skin. 



Girl Sleeping 

Translated from the French of Jean Cocteau 

Rendezvous behind the tree of dreams, 
Yet you must know which one. 
Often victims of the manchineel 
Mix up the angels. 

We who know the consequences 
Leave the ball and drinkers of wine; 
At a safe distance from shooting galleries, 
We shall not sleep in vain. 

Let's sleep under any pretext, 
For example: to fly in a dream; 
And let's take the shape of a quincunx 
To spy on the rendezvous. 

Sleep gives you your poetry, 
Young girl with a single, long, lazy arm; 
You are dreaming already, 
Nothing else is of interest. 
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The Mad One 

Terror intertwining limbs 
With ecstacy 
Dazed Dionysius smiles 
Wine spills 
No one knows 
The aweful pain 
Be born again 
Dance dismembered 
The Bacchae wait 
Go 
Before you're hooked 
On ice cream cones, 
The oaks of Nysa 
Drink warm milk 
From virgin springs 
Hidden beneath highway 
Overpasses 
The lyre and flute 
Make an end of beginnings. 

"dancing as a child 
in his mother's womb" 



• 
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The following in..terview with English poet Thom 
Gunn took place this fall in the Black Spot. Mr. 
Gunn, on a poetry-reading circuit in the Midwest 
after leaving Berkley, was to read at Western that 
evening. He spent the day at Kalamazoo College 
to have an open interview with students in the 
Black spot. The panel members were Claudia 
Collins, Patrick Condon, Frank Schaller, Robert 
Vianello, and Bruce White. 

An Interview with 

Vianello: I've been interested in your relationship 
to the existentialists or phenomenologists, especi
ally in the interaction with the Other, and ... 

Gunn: Let me say, at the risk of being a bit 
pompous (one always says things at the risk of 
being a bit pompous) that I feel I've been into 
something quite different in the last few years. 
After all, you've only my books to go on and big 
surprises will occur, I hope, in my next book 
which isn't even finished yet. Certainly around 
about the time I wrote The Sense of Movement 
andMy Sad Captains, the poems, written roughly 
from 195 5 to 1961, were terribly, often very 
self-consciously influenced by Sartre, and later 
more by Camus. I find Camus a much more 
humane person and much more humane in his 
ideas. There are certain poems where you can 
trace the ideas almost like they came out of a 
textbook. You can go to a lecture of Sartre's 
called "Existentialism as Humanism", and you'll 
see all the ideas right there. In this one poem, 
"On the Move", there is a real big borrowing 
going on there. I started to get a little bit worried 
about Sartre about 1960 or so. I realized how 
many of his ideas are rather facistic in their impli
cations. Now he's not a facist; in fact he's a 
Marxist and he fought against the .nazis during 
World War Two. But if you take a character like 
Gertz in the play, Lucifer and the Lord, there is 
almost no difference between that existentialist 
attitude and a facist attitude. It's a kind of indi
vidualism carried so far that you just kill anyone 
who gets in the way of your individualism, as he 
does at the end. Somebody rises to resist him and 
he kills him right there during his last speech. So 
I became more interested in Camus, who seems 
to take some of the same ideas, but to use them 
much more humanely, and to carry them to much 
more interesting ends. The phenomenologists ... 
I'm not aware of having any particular connection 
with them. Someone like Robert Bly would be 
interested in the phenomenologists, who, I take 

.. 
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Thotn Gunn 

it, use each image separately and do not read 
meanings into them. One of the things about my 
poetry - I think sometimes I excessively find 
meaning in things. 

Vianello: I. was thinking of·"Waking in a Newly
Built House'', where in the perceptive experience 
you find being beyond meaning. That kind of 
contradicts what you're saying to me. 

Gunn: Yes, well at least it's not your literary 
influence behind that, it's a philosophical one. I 
guess there's a lot of Williams behind that. 

Collins: I'm interested too in this thing of percep
tion. A lot of times in your poetry or at least in 
the beginning, your poetry seemed to be more 
abstract, and you became more and more, or 
concentrated more and more on definite images ... 

Gunn: I'm very pleased that you say that. 

Collins: It is something you're trying to do with 
perception? Because in your later poems, especi
ally in Touch, there's a lot of images, much more 
concrete images, than in something like "On the 
Move." 

Gunn: "On the Move" is a poem about motor
cycles. But it gets into the motorcyclist pretty 
quickly, and gets into abstract moralizing for 
much of the rest of the poem, which I think 
really ruins it. I used to be so proud of that poem 
but now it really doesn't mean anything. But I 
think with Touch, which was the last book I had 
published and contained the poems I was writing 
between 1961 to 1966, I was attempting to do 
certain things in that book that I really don't 
think I succeeded in doing. I think the attempt 
shows, and the attempt was toward, I guess, a 
greater. openness. The result is rather thin and 
weak, and I think in the last two years since that 
book, I've finally been writing the kind of poems 
I've wanted to. It look a long time. 

·Condon: In regard to this development that 
you're talking about, have you noticed a change 
in the way you arrive at images? 

Gunn: I don't know. It's very funny how you 
actually write a poem. Anybody who writes 
poetry is aware that it is a little myste.~ous in 
those original stages when you start wntmg. In 
the very beginning when you first start writing 
poetry, seventeen, eighteen, or twenty, ":hatever 
it is very often it's an effort of the w11l. You 
think, "I'm going to write poetry, I'm going to 
write a poem on this subject, and I hope it turns 
out." You often write some very poor poetry but 
it's good practice. But once you're used to this 
and your mind starts having a sort of open chan
nel that's receptive to ideas that might become 
po~ms, then it becomes a very unwilled thing. 
You find subjects knocking on your head and 
saying, "Here's a poem!" One of the most drama
tic examples of this was in the last two years. I 
was' walking on a beach in California and I sud
denly saw this delightful naked family there; 
father, mother and small son. This was very 
pretty, and I came back home and talked to 
people about it, saying how nice this lo<;>ked. We 
discussed nudity among parents and children or 
something like that. I was thinking about it the 
next day and about three days afterwards I real
ized "I want to write a poem about this, that's 
it!" 'I had that kind of open channel in my mind 
that was ready for this kind of thing. This doesn't 
absolutely answer your question. I guess that's 
the nearest I can come to it. 

Shaller: I notieed that you deal a lot with per
ception in your poems, and it seems that you put 
a space between yourself and the object. For 
example, as in "Waking in a Newly-Built ~ouse", 
you say the "tangible remoteness of the a1r about 
me." In "There will be No Speech from the 
Scaffold" when you let the events speak for 

' I' themselves, there still seems to be a space. m 
wondering if you try to create that space? 

Gunn: You're saying that there seems to be a 
space between the perceiver and the perceived. 
Am I trying to exploit that in a way? 

Collins: Or are you trying to close it? Sometimes 
it seems as if you're trying to close this gap. 

Gunn: I don't know. I think about ten years ago 
when I was so interested in Sartre, I was particu
larly interested in noticing this space. Very dra
matic, you know, to feel oneself alienated. I guess 
I was in some sense exploiting this space. This 
wasn't, I don't think, a case of ideas dominating, 
one's perceptions. I think I'm trying to do some
thing like the opposite of this right now. 

Collins: Like in this one poem, "The Monster," 
it's you observing yourself, or the I in the poem 
observing himself. 
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Gunn: I like that poem because there is no specu
lation about it. It all comes out of the images, 
which is the kind of thing I'm trying to do much 
more now - rather than moralizing about it, 
which was what I was doing at that time. This 
poem "The Monster," ... I got the idea for the 
poem' when somebody described to me a song of 
Schubert's called "The Other Self." I very care
fully kept ~way from the song of Sc~u~ert's until 
I'd written the poem, because I dtdn t want to 
imitate it even though I was borrowing the story 
of it. Thi; is the idea of somebody who is terribly 
in love with a girl and hangs outside her window 
at night looking up at her lighted room. One day 
he com~s along and finds someone waiting there 
already. He's terribly upset, "Has she got another 
lover another admirer?" Finally he sees the face 
of thls person and it's himself. It's his own face. 
It's really fascinated me - this image of the 
soldier leading himself around the world. When 
are you going to suddenly meet yourself? What 
have you created without knowing it? 

White: In "Blackie the Electric Rembrandt" and 
in "My Sad Captains," you have star imagery. 
"Blackie" ends with "now he is star-like." And 
"My Sad Captains" ends with "like the stars." In 
discussing your poetry, we detected almost a 
cosmology of sorts in relation to this idea of 
becoming star-like. Can you talk about that? 

Gunn: That's interesting. You have pointed some
thing out that I was hardly aware of myself. 
There are other poems in which I take great 
delight in the image of the star. I think it's 
probably the· idea that the star was attractive 
because it was something remote, beautiful and 
self-contained. There is another poem called "The 
Annihilation of Nothing" which plays with the 
same image also. In "My Sad Captains" which is 
a good deal more serious than "Blackie" - there 
is the idea of the heroic, of the heroes who find 
that their careers are over and they leave behind 
just a memory. They have always been a bit star
like. By being heroic, they've separated them
selves a bit from the rest of humanity. And now 
in a memory, they're like stars shining, something 
real, something beautiful, but something terribly 
remote. I guess it's an image that can be taken 
two ways. You know, there's something very 
attractive about stars, yet at the same time, some
thing very cold about them. In "Blackie" I think 
this is used in a much more romantic way, simply 
for the beautifulness of stars, and the idea that 
an ordinary kid like that could be star-like. Well, 
he thinks he is. In a way I'm poking fun at him. 
He thinks he's making himself heroic by getting 
a tattoo. 

Collins: You deal with movement a lot. And I 
think it changes. In The Sense of Movement, in 
"On the Move", you have these motorcyclists 
that just keep moving. You say in the poem that 
it's better for them to keep going even though 
they don't know where they're going, because 

there is some kind of becoming in this. The move
ment is very linear. But then in Touch, people 
have an "orbit," or they have a pattern, and 
things start to get circular or cyclical. You talk 
about "cocoons", "orbits", "cupping yourself 
in" and "continuous creation." Do you have 
so~e purpose in changing this movement? 

Gunn: The change probably from book to book 
see~s much more abrupt than it really is but 
always change has to do with the change in my
self which may have taken something like ten 
yea~s. Yes, I see things-tha~'s a very good per
ception actually-as some~hing. much more .re
turning as you say, something crrcular, returnmg 
to one,'s self rather than roaming on into the 

' . ' . distance and not knowmg where you re gomg. 

Collins: These stars-would this work with the 
stars? In "My Sad Captains" you talk about their 
orbits. Then you also say they have thes~ grace
ful "convulsions of energy, sort of burstmg out 
in a pattern. 

Gunn: It's tied in with the idea of heroes. And 
heroes were partly from Shakespeare. Also, my 
reading of Sartre very much figured in with some 
of the heroes from Shakespeare. I really adore 
that play of Corilanus, because in his repellant 
way Corilanus is a very Sartrian type of hero. 
"Th~y were men who," -and here's that idea-"I 
thought, lived only to renew the ~as~~ful f<?rce 
they spent with each hot COJ?-vulston. Te~bly 
egotistical when you c~me nght down t? 1t; I 
guess the main change I ve gone through 1s-I m 
-speaking of myself as if I were an eighty-y~ar old 
poet- from admiring that type of splendid ego
tism to really not valuing it at all. Now I value 
much more somebody who gets involved with 
people and gets rid of his egotiSJll. I think :nayb.e 
this was a necessary stage in myself. One s a btt 
uncertain in adolescence so it seems a very big 
and important thing to give oneself an identity, 
to give oneself a hard outline. Once you've got it, 
you realize that there are a lot of other things 
that are more important. You can dispense with 
a good deal of the hardness of that outline. 
You're always going to have some kind of identity 
anyway. 

Collins: In the title poem of Touch, the man 
sinks down into bed next to his girl and has the 
feeling of merging with everyone, as you said the 
feeling of "continuous creation." And in "Back 
to Life" there's that feeling, too. This is away 
from that individualistic egotism. 

Gunn: Yes. Maybe I could read that poem about 
the naked family. It's called Three and it's one of 
those poems that I wrote within the last three 
years, I suppose about a year and a half ago. 



Three 

All three are bare. 
The father towels himself by two great boulders. 
Long body, then long hair, matted 
Like rainy bracken to his shoulders. 
The pull and risk of the Pacific's touch 
Is still with him yet. 
He kicked and felt its brisk, 
Its cold life sinews tugging at each limb. 
It haunts him still. 
Drying his loins, he grins to notice how, 
Struck helpless with the chill, 
His cock hangs tiny and withdrawn there now. 

Near, eyes half-closed, the mother lies back 
On the hot round stones, her weight 
To theirs, opposed·and pressing them 
As if they were earth's bones. 
Hard bone, firm skin, she holds 
Her breasts and belly up, now dry, 
Striped white where clothes had been, 
To the heat that sponsors all 
Heat, from the sky. 

Only their son is brown all over. 
Wrapped in endless play in which all games 
Make one, his three-year nakedness 
Is every day. Swims as dogs swim. 
Rushes his father, wriggles from his hold. 
His body, which is him, sturdy and volatile, 
Runs off the cold, runs up to me; 
"Hi there, Hi there!" he shrills. Yet, 
Will not stop, for though continually accepting 
Everything his play turns up, 
He still/eaves it and comes back to 
That pebble-warmed recess in which the 
Parents sit, at watch, 
Who had to learn their nakedness. 

I finally realized about three days after I saw 
them. They were such an embodiment of these 
ideas. When I started writing the poem, however, 
I did not know at what point I became aware that 
they fitted in so well. It may not have been until 
after I finished the poem. Which is one of the 
funny things about writing poetry-you're not 
aware of everything you've been doing. 

Vianello: Do you see yourself developing away 
from the basic alienation that man feels in the 
world, and moving more to nature? Is this accom
panied by Snyderist-Zen beliefs? 

Gunn: Well, not Zen. I enormously admire 
Snyder. I don't think I write like him and I don't. 
think I have a will to write like him. It's inter
esting-Snyder, I once heard say he thought Bob 
Dy Ian, was the best poet in America. Yet he 
doesn't write very much like Dylan, and I don't 
think he ever will. So we can have our admirations 
and yet not be affected that" deeply in terms of 
style. Not Zen. I guess I'm trying to build my 
poems up so they can have some kind of connec
tion with my earlier beliefs. I'm not just going 
through some kind of wild conversion where I 
renounce everything of the past, which I think 
can be very wasteful ... more than wasteful. 
There's something wrong with those kinds of 
conversions where you suddenly turn on every
thing you have believed in. Maybe if it's that 
sudden, and it hasn't been that sudden for me, 
maybe your new beliefs can be changed equally 
as quickly. Well ... it's a help living in San Fran
cisco, and it's a help having taken LSD, and 
various things accompany all this. I can't take 
Sartre anymore, who used to be my god for a 
few years. However, I can still read Camus with 
great love. 

Vianello: What's been your relationship with the 
You see what I mean by saying that I am into Other? Most of your stuff seemed very pessimistic 
something really quite different from what I was except for, I think, the last poem in Touch, where 
into about ten years ago. It's funny how you everyone is still separate, but we can face death 
have certain ideas floating around in your mind together. There seems to be some reconciliation 
that you are really quite conscious of in an between our separateness and ... 
abstract way. You think, well, "I wish I could 
write a poem about that," but when the idea is Gunn: We still face death alone, don't we? And 
just floating around in abstraction, it's not much this is always going to be so. That's something I 
good. The idea that I had in my head for about can't think differently about. Nevertheless, I 
three years or so, was the idea of repossessing think it's possible to make real connections during 
innocence as an adult; trying to get back to a one's life, and those connections are awfully 
certain state of openness and wonder, while at important and can justify life. This strikes me as 
the same time avoiding the occasional barbarity much more worthwhile, although less showy than 
of a child. Sometimes children, from not knowing, the heroic stance. 
can be very cruel to animals or to each other-a 
kind of innocent cruelty often, not the same as White: Any questions? (To the audience.) 
adult cruelty. So this kind of second innocence, 
innocence regained, would be an attitude of Bogart: In terms of your poetic development, 
wonder and acceptance that could be, would be which you have been describing, who at this 
found with a certain amount of knowledge, with present moment, as a poet, would you be more 
all the knowledge that had taken place between attracted to-a man like James Wright or John 
the original innocence of the child and whatever Berryman? 
age they are now. But obviously you can't just 
start writing that out as poetry. The reason why Gunn: I'd be more attracted to James Wright, 
this nude family attracted me was something that although I think maybe John Berryman is better. 
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I find I can't take the ideas in John Berryman. 
It's a kind of suicidal self-destructiveness. 

Bogart: They go back to your former develop
ment. 

Gunn: Yes. There's no question that I find James 
Wright, in his attitudes, a more attractive poet. 
He's pretty good, I'm not saying only the atti
tudes, I mean he does write awfully well. Maybe 
he doesn't quite have that big power Berryman 
has, though Berryman's power varies a good deal. 
There's an awful lot of those dream-songs. And 
some are better than others. 

White: What do you see not only in your own 
development but also in the development of 
American poetry in general? Where do you see it 
going from here? 

Gunn: That's a beautiful, freaky thing about 
American poetry right now, I don't see where it's 
going. It's going all sorts of places. What's very 
unusual about Ameiican poetry right now is this: 
That you can go right through English literature, 
or I imagine any literature, and what you normal
ly see at any one time, is a central tradition and 
very often, the central tradition being challenged. 
You get the central tradition plus the opposition, 
and very often the opposition becomes the central 
tradition in the next generation. The obvious 
example is the end of the eighteenth century 
when the semi-classical, sentimental classical 
tradition was being challenged by the romantics. 
Then the romantics became the central tradition. 
But you always get one or at most, two things 
going. A lot of these poets are friends and some 
of them can be classed together, like James 
Wright, and Robert Bly. Most of them are going 
in very different directions. If you think of the 
best and most famous poets under fifty writing 
in America right now-Robert Bly, Allen Gins
berg, Gary Snyder, John Berryman, Robert 
Creely, Robert Duncan, (it's probably possible 
to add about ten other names and some of them 
may be friends, as I say, Creely, Snyder, and 
Ginsberg are friends.)- they don't have very 
much in common, they're aiming at very different 
things. The things they're aiming at are very 
different from the things that Williams, Eliot, 
and Pound were aiming at in the second decade 
of the century. Even though they had their dif
ferences, they were aiming at something "fairly 
much in common, stylistically. So I don't know 
what this diversity in America is due to. Is it due 
to the fact that this is a vast country and there 
are far more people literate now and so there are 
far more potential poets and so there are far more 
good poets? I'm not sure that there's anyone 
dominating the scene here in the way that Pound 
dominated the scene for forty or fifty years. Yet 
this is very exciting I think, and I don't think 
there's ever been a situation quite like this where 
there's been no center. 

Schaller: Do you get the feeling tha.t the whole 
genre of American poetry is moving toward more 
concrete images, more images that speak for 
themselves? A lot of these poets seem to be doing 
the same thing-they're working away from the 
deep intellectualizing of an event. They all seem 
to be moving back into the idea of a cyclical 
progression, instead of a linear progression, as 
well. 

Gunn: I'm different again from all these people 
that we're speaking about, though much less than 
most of them. Certainly I see the images being 
very important, although maybe not all impor
tant in a poem. But I would differ very much 
from somebody like Bly who would see a poem 
entirely in terms of the images and nothing else. 
I'm still very much hung-up on meaning. Since 
we're human beings, we cannot pretend not to 
be. If I write a poem about this table or a flower 
or whatever, it's also a poem about me, in relation 
to the table or me in relation to that flower. 
Because I'm a human being, I'm going to fmd 
meanings in it. I can't renounce those meanings 
because they're in my mind. I can't come up to 
it like a cat sniffing a flower and see it entirely 
in terms of flower, except in very odd times. We 
all have this kind of nostalgia for seeing things as 
things, and not thinking about them. But norm
ally one can't do this kind of thing- the experi

- ~nce in-itself. Normally what goes on in the 
human mind is you see things, you name them, 
you find meanings even before you want to. And 
so, these meanings I have to bring into my poems. 
I think that Bly is on to something different. He 
wants to finally eliminate meanings as much as 
possible- a good deal more than me. 

Schaller: Well, I asked the question almost spe
cifically in relation to the poem, "There will be 
No Speech from the Scaffold." Each stanza seems 
to control an image but there's no comment upon 
the image. In other· words, the image makes its 
own comment. You end. "Rather his conduct as 
he rests there, while he is still human." That's 
very small commentary. You've captured images 
which don't appear to have the personal investi
gation, just a personal contact. 

Gunn: I don't like that poem very much any 
more, because I think it's a bit superficial and 
thin in the writing. I like the idea, the meaning of 
the poem okay. I guess I'm saying let's not read 
deeper into the poem than we have to, let's try 
not to make everything an allegory. Let's try and 
see the present, live in the present as far as 
possible, without renouncing the past or the 
future because we can't avoid this. 

Collins: Isn't this the same idea, not just about 
poetry but experience, as in "Confessions of a 
Life Artist,"- whether it's you or somebody else. 

Gunn: It's not, it's somebody else. 



Collins: You say, "To give way to all passions, I 
know is merely whoring, yes, but to give way to 
none is to be the whore-master." At another 
time you said, "The art of designing life is no 
excuse for that life." It seems that you're looking 
for a compromise, the Golden Mean, in-between. 

Gunn: In this fairly long poem, the idea came I 
guess partly from reading an awful lot of Thomas 
Mann. He has really awakened me to this thing 
that human beings inevitably do, but some more 
than others, of designing their own lives as if the 
materials of their lives were the colors on a pallet, 
the materials of art. The opposite of being a life 
artist would be to be entirely spontaneous, act
ing entirely on impulse, which a cat or a dog does 
after all. Of course the simpliest of people has to 
be a bit of a life artist. What I was speaking about 
in that poem was somebody who is so much of a 
life artist, who is so over-conscious of what he's 
abo_ut, that he eliminates all possibility of spon
tamety. If consciousness is so inhibiting to 
impulse ... I don't know if I'm answering all these 
questions very directly, but I'm getting on to 
something slightly similar at times. 

Condon: You seem to have a preference all the 
way through your development for formal meter 
and ~ormal structur~. Do you think this has any 
relation· to what we ve been talking about-as a 
necessity, as a reliance up<?n consciousness? 

Gunn: ~ell a~ you kno~, San Francisco is very 
astrologlCal-onentated nght now and a friend of 
mine sa~d, "You don't a~t very m~ch like a Virgo 
except m your poetry. Virgos are supposed to 
be very orderly neat, and categorize everything, 
He was thinking that keeping one's poems very 
clean and orderly was rather Virgo-ish. Maybe it's 

true. When I started writing, which was like 1951, 
things were pretty funny in England. No really 
recent, very good poets were writing. Dylan 
Thomas was still alive but the best of Dylan 
Thomas had been written in the late thirties and 
forties, so one thought of him as being another 
generation. Who else was there? There were a lot 
of rather sloppy, semi-surrealistic people, who 
wrote in rather bad free verse. There was another 
thing that was relevant to the way I started to 
write then. The American classics of this century 
were almost unobtainable in England. They are 
now but at that time you could only find some 
of Wallace Stevens' poems in anthologies. He 
didn't have a book out in England. Finally a 
Selected Poems of Wallace Stevens came out in 
1953. Hart Crane was unobtainable. William 
Carlos Williams was almost unheard of. They 
fmally started bringing out his collected works in 
England after his death. So what I'm getting at, 
there wasn't too many specimens of good free 
verse that I felt very excited by. There was Eliot 
and Pound, who at that time I felt was a little 
inpenatrable, and I guess there was Whitman. So. 
it seemed clear to me that if I wanted to write 
good poetry I was going to be writing in meter 
in stanza form and rhyme. I did this for the next 
few years and then I became interested in free 
verse, and syllabic verse. I tried things like that 
and really tried hard for a few years-the results 
are in this book called Touch. But I realized 
about two or three years ago that I wasn't getting 
anywhere near the same intensity that I got in 
-the metrical forms. So fairly deliberately, I've 
gone back to the metrical forms in the last couple 
of years or so. I feel I can get more power in 
them, although this is really a rather unfashion
able thing to do, because everyone else is going 
out toward free verse ... Maybe that's why my 
books don't sell. They don't sell anyway. 
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Cold Tracks 

At Sow's Ear, Nebraska, 
the land is a darker thing. 
A body between. 

All the grains and animals 
of Iowa listened to the moon 
spit ice into the silos. 
A brittle fodder. 
The honey cattle drowsy 
in immaculate barns. 

At dawn 
the lavendar mesas of Wyoming 
will rise, as all else, 
from the sagebrush. The mangled cedars, 
the antelope. A delicate mold of snow 
against the clay of canyons, 
the alkali washes. 

Tonight I wake up 
in the Union Pacific Train No. 6 
to sneezes and steam 
and the Sow's Ear Station. 
Muddy bricks and a cartload 
of ice. All thins between 
are virtual. 

I think of the conifer mountains beyond: 
the virgin pockets, the tree itself. 
Against the drying gales, the resinous needles. 
The woody cone: a pair of seeds 

snug at the base of each scale. 
I dream of the ancestors: 

the tree ferns, the club moss. 

The night fills up with snow. 
The ragged rhythms of a 
darker journey. 

Leon Raikes 
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Untitled 

i 

I, with Matsumura, dwell 
between the glaciers of 

a darker rectitude. 
The cedared cold 

of something invented. What 
we come to think about 

we cannot know. 

ii 

This is the winter of 
our love. The hollow reed. 

In a single bead of ice 
is some dark labor 

signified. The borrowed brow. 

iii 

We are the herders 
of shaggier shadows. 

The clumsy oxen 
of the moon. Each image 

of ice a mutual 
darkening down. That heavy things 

should walk out from our bodies, 
leave our bodies liihter 

in the wind. 

iv 

We come together as we must, in air. 
Our bodies broken each to each, in love. 
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Untitled 

In his childhood 
the only flame he knew 
was from the Sinclair Oil Refinery 
of the bare hills 
of the salty valley. 
His linens smelled of oil. 
His house in rancid splinters. 
His mother a mother of 
asphalt tears. 

One spring 
in Mr. Mortensen's patch 
of pasture he found and picked 
a single cornflower. 
A delicate thing the color 
of haze. A dewy smoke 
of tiny hairs upon the stem, 
and overlapping petals. 

The flower drooped and died 
inside his hands. 

ii 

He has known many gardeners. 
A doddering grocer in Texas City 
feeds vitamins to violets. 
A hefty Greek in Paterson, New Jersey, 
grows begonias, the fleshiest 
of flowers. In Red Wing, 
Minnesota Gladys Lorree 
likes only geraniums. They 
bend into the light. 

iii 

He has learned 
the musceling up of things, 
the flexed endurance. 
A dewy irridescence at the tips of twigs; 
the impatience of swamps; slimy tides of gutters. 
All the darkest faces, the laborers, 
looking up out of the smogs of cities 
into the lily of the sun. 
The brightest arc as of the necks of swans 
which curve and dip into the mossy 
pools. The opposite curve, 
the darker reflection. But everyone 
builds the dawn, the beautiful floating body 
of the perfect bird, the purest blossom. 



Anne Smith 

Sunkissed and Dead 

Alone I stand in a state of groceried groceries. 
Oranges, oranges, oranges-sunkissed, of course. 

i have decided, said he, to make the world 
a place of joy and unholy matrimony 

across which you place a four-inch piece of mother's Best 
flour dough, 

a blanket of sifted snow. 
in Violent Anger he tore his glasses from his face, 
only to realize he could not see without them. 

Seeping sores of shortcake, melted in fingered merchandise. 
binge 
bingrew 
binge, merge, wither 
song of the night-strung solace. 

But passover me now, differentiated and otherwise. 
~eeming sad, Mary. 

Why don't you have something to drink? 
Were you next in line? 
Well, yes, as a matter of fact. 
Well, go ahead. 
Oh. no, it makes no difference to me. But I insist. but really 

it makes no difference to me. i'm in no hurry. 
lines, i am waiting in lines 

May I help you? 
No, oh, yes i mean. 

of filtered sunkissed oranges to buy 
why not fly instead? 

oh, no. i'm afraid of aeroplanes. 
But it's just like falling off a log. 

falling, 
falling, to see the pulsing lights. 

it's actually a question of mortality. oh quite, i agree, 
that is certainly where the body lies ... but i thought 
it was found in the living room. no, in the bedroom. 
how shocking, to be found dead in his bedroom. 
i hear, i hear it was extremely large. what? 
why the bed, of course. 
very large indeed ... and circular. 

Don't forget the oranges. 
Mary appeared Dead. 
They closed her eyes with silver, 

melted silver of great monetary value. 
She was of great monetary value. 

Justice lost her lamb near Mary's the other day. 
falling, 

falling, 
where are the pulsing lights? 

Sunkissed and Dead. 
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Raphael~.~anavu 

Lamp of Clay 

With a lamp of clay from the hills 
She moulded a figurine in his image. 

She heated it so that it would not crack 
and then polished it fine till it was ready. 

Carefully packed to go airmail, she wrote on it: 
After five days, 
Return my child. 

It fell and broke into tiny pieces on arrival, 
Like a tea cup on a cement floor. 

Circumcision 

Oh you, you sweet loving blade 

I no longer look like a lost sheep 
You have groomed me for the feast of life. 
I bore to carry a medal of exultation 
With a single downward stroke you thrust me 

into new lands. 
with a false cut, 

where would I be? 
But your knife rolled down and sharply around, 
Though dull as the sandpaper. 
The blood of woman and man boil 

together in one pot, 
Though the sight of woman remains 
A bleeding torture. 
I cover myself with roasted earth 
against blind sheets, 
Which ClingToMe meanly as 
A bandage SticksOnAFreshWound. 





Janet Golden 
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Al Wilke 

Untitled 

going yet soon be back 
animal pickup-dead 
is out on call 
flies and ants eat my 
turtle when returning 
to the earth listen 
the sounds of shovels 
in dirt a scraping, 
of nothing 
turning over 

no one could ever call you pretty 

the words you say 
thoughts long 
nights beneath hardened 
stars and somewhere 
an old train 
off its track reckless 
in a field of flowers 
and I am moving 
deeply into the beauty 
of you 





28 

Srdjan Vranes 

Translated from the Serbo-Croation of Petar Petrovic Njegos 

The following passage concludes The Mountain Wreath, an epic poem in blank verse written 
during the first half of the nineteenth century. The work chronicles the warfare between the 
Christian and Muslim inhabitants of Montenegro and is considered one of the national epics 
of Yugoslavia. 

VUK MANDUSIC: 
(starts telling the story, but unwillingly) 
It was St. Stevens day, when a newlywed came, 
and she told me: There are Turkish soldiers 
in Stitare, collecting taxes! 
I gathered fifty of my men 
& made an am bush beside the village 
to wait & kill the Turks. 
Suddenly, I heard the gun shot, 
but I thought: those are the Turks shooting 
to scare the people. 
But then I heard the sounds of the battle from Proganovica village, 
& we made our way over there as fast as we could 
to find a terrible sight: 
two hundred soldiers 
had attacked Radun's tower. 
Only Radun was in the tower, 
& his wife Ljubica with him: 
she was young, but like a gray falcon, 
loading the rifles for her master. 
Radun shot from the window of the tower 
& he had killed one seventh of the Turks. 
Then they put straw 
around his white tower, 
& set it on fire from all sides. 
The flames reached the heavens 
& inflamed the tower, 
but Radun shot his rifles nonetheless, 
singing clearly & loudly, 
calling for Baja & Novak, 
for Drasko & Vukota 
& two Vuks from Trnjine village, 
Markovic & Tomanovic. 
He called for the living & the dead 
seeing that his hour was coming. 
Our hearts sank in our breasts, 
& we ran to the Radun's tower, 
& collided with the Turks. 
We saved Radun, 
but his tower was swallowed by the fire 
Some more of ours entered the fight, 
& we pursued the Turks from the tower 
to Kokoti village, which lies above the Ljesko field. 
We killed eighty-three of them. 
In the encounter around the white tower, 
the bullets broke my breast - plates, 
& just before the end of the battle, 
the last Turkish rifle that shot-
I protected my eyes with the rifle -
it split my rifle (he cries) 
right in the middle, as if it were a cane stick. 






