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Pastoral Poem for Dana Ward

I imagine worlds, then message you in them

call you over to the riverbank where

you and I and our shorties can reiterate

rivers of beer into our honey-sacks,

shit talking lightning bugs for their brevity

and Jay Bruce hits like nine home runs in one game
and the pork melts

Fuck The Police

Fuck! I got stung by a bee! My whole

carcass swole

Alive and caressing through the natural world
on a hike I run into bees

or bees run into me

stingers strapped to trochanters,

a press for packing pollen, including a

honey stomach. Carousing

on a hike, honey-slathered,

I'm bill-stung, faultful, an ovipositor

still stuck in my neck

squirting eggs into the eggs

I called supper and am swallowing down.

I'd rather hear crickets

than bees, and rather hear bees than these cops
cocky in their hats

coming to get me on the stoop

their stingers sticking out.



A Playful Poem
I want to fuck you, fuck you.

The fucking burns calories which must
be replenished, so I go to work

with a smirk and your cum

playing tennis on the surface of my skin.

My work? Tennis, so I smack balls
at high speeds and angles
improbable of return. But I want
action without work, I want

true love that’s no hobby.

My game is unbelievable.

Service for the fans in the nosebleeds
who, sated on the back and forth

of balls, say I suck.

You suck, they say. My belly’s stuffed,

I fuck to the rafters and don’t

deflate. I fuck before the match and after.
I suck. I work at it.

Roman Representation
my ich goes ick! and ack!

hacks into mouth on a train
muffled by brown paper sack

proud morning between humans,
the interest bludgeoning the interest
so it’s interest v. interest, roe

v. roe, hocks v. shanks.

it was out of gratitude. for friends
I do not want their necks crushed
by feet or by anything.



Tschiiss!

the cows are made of corn

and the manor is manure, and

the blade-of-grass chewer is also
made of corn. Feet shrivel beneath
a desk and I hide my feet

from supervisors. In the meeting
between a dead lamb and its
supervisors, everything is tabled.
I sleep 180 minutes a day

and the rest of the time I shuck.
True love is fibers, but fibbers

are also hanged by them. The toes.
The toes are made of Indian Corn.

Jacoh Eichert

Memo: Interviewing Authors

1) you are not a public representative
2) interviews won't teach you how to live
3) the author is a snake-oil peddler
a) they placed shills before you arrived
4) there’s a reason it's called intentional fallacy
a) interpretation has nothing to do with accuracy
5) abstract rationality can be a form of self-imposed
retardation
6) the world is already brimming with fatigue
7) the interview is not a bureaucratic entity
a) you are not a bureaucrat
8) inconsistency is only a problem when it harms people
9) wide reference and grasp of terminology are not ideas
10) less is only more in proportion to its abnormality
11) you confess details about your life unknowingly
a) don’t make an effort of it
12) no accusation, denunciation, or antagonism in the
form of a question
13) envy likes to dress up
14) no consolatory imbecility for a perceived readership
15) myths don’t match the material
a) it's good to get slapped in the face by that
16) try to enjoy being disarmed, though few people do
it well
17) if the interviewee insists on self promotion, inform
them of your advertising rates
18) don’t request greatest hits
19) answer a question about your question in the form
of a question



Richard Kostelanetz

Proposal for a Series of Radio Programs on the American Tra-
dition of Audio Theater

At the beginning of the new millennium, I would like to propose a
series of twenty-six programs, each one hour long. All works are
available on transcriptions, most of them scarce. This series would
open with Archibald MacLeish’s Fall of the City (1937), which
remains a milestone to us all (and incidentally his greatest work in
this genre); but from there we would differ from other series that
might likewise start with MacLeish in concentrating upon the more
radiophonic North American works. By “radiophonic,” I mean those
pieces that successfully exploit the unique possibilities of radio, to
realize stories and experiences that could succeed only on radio,
my theme being that in this age of film and television radio works
best when it does what the other media cannot do—not when it
attempts to recreate the situation or even the illusion of live theater
but when it realizes experiences that can exist only in the ear. From
the classic period, we will play such works as Orson Welles’s War
of the Worlds (1938), Lucille Fletcher’s Sorry, Wrong Number, Norman
Corwin’s Daybreak and Kenneth Patchen’s He Wears a Slouch Hat.
Since I have suggested elsewhere (most recently in a program for
Westdeutschen Rundfunk) that the great American radio theater of
the post-War years was in radio comedy, we will feature, for one
program apiece, several major figures from this period, including
Amos 'n Andy, Jack Benny, Fibber McGee and Molly, George
Burns and Gracie Allen, The Easy Aces and Fred Allen. Here we
will play both whole programs and choice excerpts, depending upon
what is available, and how much commentary is necessary.
The contemporary (post-1950) period will include exceprts from
Stan Freberg, Nicholas and May, Cheech & Chong, John Cage’s
Roaratorio, the Firesign Theater’s Do Anything You Want To and
selections from Bob & Ray, among others. The programs would be
produced by Richard Kostelnaetz, who will also write the brief com-
mentaries. If the series successfully develops a reputation, the whole
cycle could be repeated; ideally, it could also provide the sponsor
with a foundation for fresh productions of American audio theater.

Proposal for an anthology of John Cage’s Poems: Selected and
introduced by RK

The organization will be chronological, reflecting RK’s historical
introduction no doubt incorporating bits from RK’s 1970 essay
on Cagean Poetry (in John Cage [1970, reprinted 1991]), from his
1979 New York Times Book Review notice reprinted in his The Old
Poetries and the New (1981), and interviews he has done with Cage
over the years. It will place Cage’s poetry among his contemporaries
and also distinguish poetry from his innovative prose (e.g., “145’
for Speaker,” “Mureau,” among others). The book can be any length
that the publisher deems appropriate. Having received JC’s verbal
permission “to do whatever you wish,” RK expects cooperation
from the composer’s estate. As we cannot discern in advance what
might be available, at what prices, any table of contents is necessarily
tentative. Once a contract is in hand, unforseen examples may arise.
It would be possible to make a substantial book without drawing upon
material already published by Wesleyan Univ. Press. May I recommend
that this proposal not be submitted to any “poetry consultant” who
will predictably proclaim that Cage’s work is “not poetry.”

“Diary: 1965,” from 4 Year from Monday (Wesleyan University,
1966), 18 pp. [This was previously reprinted in RK’s Possibilities
of Poetry (1970).]

[lustrations of Not Wanting To Say Anything about Marcel (1969),
along with his explanation of compositional processes (Eye Edi-
tions, 1969), approx. 30 pp.

“Song” (Henmar Press, 1970).

“36 Mesostics re and not re Marcel Duchamp,” M (Wesleyan Uni-
versity, 1973), 8 pp.

“Empty Words, Parts [ & IV,” Empty Words (Wesleyan University,
1979), 20 + 13 pp.



“Writing for the Third Time through Finnegans Wake,” previously
unpublished, approx. 80 pp.

Many of Cage’s occasional mesostics, mostly written for particular
occasions.

Writings through Pound’s Cantos, Unmuzzled Ox
Writings through the Bible, Chris Mann, etc.

Writing through Allen Ginsberg’s Howl, from Best Minds (Lospec-
chio, 1986), 10 pp.

Selections from Themes and Variations (Station Hill, 19811, ap-
prox. 25 pp.

“Anarchy,” from John Cage at Seventy-Five (Bucknell University,
1989), 60 pp.

“Scenario for M. F. [Morton Feldman],” “Stanzas for T. T. [Toro
Takemitsu],” “Songs for C. W. [Christian Wolft],” all previously
unpublished, copies of which I have.

Selections from Mirage Verbal, “Writings through Mercel Duch-
amp, Notes,” (1990), in French, 25 pp.

A selection from recent texts, such as “Sonnekus,” “Whiskus,” and
“Mirakus,” some of which are reprinted in the booklet accompany-
ing Joan La Barbara’s CD (1990), most of which are, like much
of Cage’s writings from the 1980s, previously uncollected, if not
unpublished. It would be appropriate to include the Erik Satie text,
which has been publicly available for years via computer modem,
though Northwestern Univ. Press once had a contract to make a
book of it. For further information, please contact RK at the address
at the top of the page. Thank you.

Proposal for an illustrated book on Modern Polyartistry

Polyartistry has been my coinage (acknowledged by Merriam Web-
ster over two decades ago) for artists who do distinguished work
in two or more artistic domains that are nonadjacent. (That would
disqualify an artist who excels in adjacent arts such as painting and
photography, say, or poetry and fiction, and artists who combine
separate arts into a single form, such as Wagnerian opera. It would
exclude as well a painter who merely dabbled in poetry or playwrit-
ing, rather than excelling at it, such as Pablo Picasso.) After defining
the polyartistic imagination in general, I would have chapter(s) on
such historical precursors as Leonardo da Vinci and William Blake.
In the next chapters, I plan to reinterpret Dada, Futurism, Surreal-
ism, and the Bauhaus as polyartistic movements, showing how
endeavors in several arts esthetically resemble one another in each

group.

The remainder of the book will be devoted to discussing modern
exemplars, tentatively organized around the following chapters: 1)
Marcel Duchamp, 2) L. Moholy-Nagy, 3) El Lissitzky-Theo van
Doesburg-Hans (Jean) Arp, 4) Kurt Schwitters, 5) Jean Cocteau-
Wyndham Lewis, 6) R. Buckminster Fuller, 7) John Cage.
Concluding chapters will cover the polyartistic activities of
such contemporaries as Leonora Carrington, Andy Warhol, Claes
Oldenburg, Michael Show, Dan Graham, Charles Henri Ford,
Robert Morris, Dick Higgins, Meredith Monk, and Tom Phillips,
among others. In most of these chapters I expect to define qualities
common to a polyartist’s work in more than one domain and/
or identify those fundamental esthetic ideas that are expressed in
various arts. The key to Moholy-Nagy, for instance, is geometric
structuring; to John Cage, nonhierarchic space and time. My radical
conclusion would suggest that the polyartist is a different kind of
creative figure, whose oeuvre cannot be compared with those of
monoartists, any more than a writer be compared with a painter,
and then that polyartists are best considered as their own breed,
with their own traditions, who would best be compared with one
another.



Proposal for a book of Preambles

“Preambles” is a tentative title for a proposed book that would
collect my introductory essays written for the following collections
of literature, art, criticism and social thought: On Contemporary
Literature (1964, 1969), The New American Arts (1965), Twelve
from the Sixties (1967), Beyond Left & Right (1968), Possibilities
of Poetry (1970), Imaged Words & Worded Images (1970), Social
Speculations (1971), Human Alternatives (1971), eeing Through
Shuck (1972), In Youth (1972), The Edge of Adaptation (1973),
Breakthrough Fictioneers (1973), Short Fictions (1974), I Articulations
(1974), Essaying Essays (1975), Younger Critics in North America
(1976), Esthetics Contemporary (1978, 1989), A Critical Assembling
(1979), The Yale Gertrude Stein (1980), Autobiographies (1981), The
Literature of SoHo (1981), The Avant-Garde Tradition in Literature
(1982), Merce Cunningham: Dancing in Time & Space (1992,
1998), Writings About John Cage (1993), Nicolas Slonimsky: The
First Hundred Years (1994), The Portable Baker’s Biographical
Dictionary of Musicians (1995), AnOther E. E. Cummings
(1998), A Virgil Thomson Reader (2002), An Aaron Copland
Reader (2003). As many of these books are presently out of print,
“Preambles” would be the only place in which these essays could be
conveniently found. Several are regarded among the best of kind;
most were prepublished in magazines; some have already been
reprinted in anthologies edited by others. Each should be prefaced
with a brief headnote, recalling the occasion for which it
was written and perhaps describing the book it introduced; and
“Preambles” will open with an introduction to the problems of
introductions. The only book comparable to this is W. H. Auden’s
Forewords & Afterwords (1973), which actually contains, its title
notwithstanding, more book reviews than essays initially written to
introduce books. It is expected that readers interested in contemporary
art, literature, criticism and social thought will continue to consult
these essays and, thus, want to obtain “Preambles.” Since over two
hundred thousand copies of these earlier collections have already
been sold, it can be assumed that many readers are familiar with the
author’s name and his work.

Proposal for an illustrated book/article about Las Vegas as the
Mecca of Live Performance Art

In several books and articles about performance art in America, I
have often found the best examples in untraditional venues, such as
rock palaces, sports arenas, and even bus terminals (e.g., the kinetic
sculptures of George Rhoads). With this theme in mind, let me explain
why Las Vegas has become the mecca of live performance in America.
The best magicians, musicians, stand-up comedians, and even
performance artists all stop there, sometimes for extended stays. So
many live acts are available in Las Vegas on any single night, at such
various levels of prominence and expense, that the wealth of them
makes even New York City’s rich offerings seem slim.

To give a sense of this quanity, consider that in late May 1998,
the first time I went there, the venues were featuring Chuck Negro
from Three Dog Night, Doug Sahm & Last Real Texas Blues Band,
Penn & Teller, Liza Minelli, Andrew “Dice” Clay, Reba McEntire,
Jerry Vale, “Jubilee” (“the stage spectacular featuring the sinking
of the Titanic”), Rosie O’Donnell/Billy Porter, The Debbie Reynolds
Show, “Broadway . . . Off B’Way!” (“a salute to New York’s biggest hit
shows”), Al Jarreau, King Arthur’s Phantom Blues Band, Kool & the
Gang with Sister Sledge, Eric Clapton, Wayne Newton, “EFX” (“a
stage extravaganza starring David Cassady and featuring more than
250 special effects”), The Neville Brothers, Lance Burton: Master
Magician, Siegfried & Roy (for $89.50), Thunder from Down Under,
“Showgirls of Magic,” “the Best of the Folies Bergere. . . Sexier
than Ever,” “Mystere” (from the great Cirque de Soliel), among
others.

What I propose to do is a comprehensive and yet selective appreciation
of Las Vegas performance on all levels, with examples both familiar and
unfamiliar, focusing upon the best work. I’d start with the signage
on the strip, which is incomparably rich and various (making Times
Square look minor league), and the street shows, such as the fake
volcano that erupts every fifteen minutes in the fountains before the
Mirage Hotel or the battle between masted ships every ninety



minutes before the Treasure Island Hotel. Simply walking from one
hotel casino to another, gawking at the extravagant interiors, is a
theatrical experience. My coverage would include the venues that
performers have for one another, such as the magicians’ club that
meets every Wednesday. I would expect to identify emergent stars.
During a recent visit, I heard often of Danny Gans, whose specialty
is musical impersonations. While focusing upon acts that are usually
there, I wouldn’t neglect those passing through. I would also look
into performers away from the casinos, such as the Las Vegas Symphony
and its modern dance troupe. The book should be “current’ for a
decade.

One significance of this development is that the casino gambling
corporations have become the principal patrons of the best performance art
in America (exceeding the arts councils on one hand and the television
networks on the other). In order to get people into the buildings that
also house casinos, their proprietors must give Americans kinds of
live performance unavailable on television. The best illustration is
Cirque de Soleil, a truly masterful ensemble that combines the circus
tradition with abstract dance, at a level that even the Medicis would
have been proud to sponsor. For this Canadian troupe, the Treasure
Island Hotel built a magnificent theater, seating fourteen hundred
people without a single pillar, for two shows every night. The new
Bellagio Hotel, also once owned by Steve Winn’s Golden Nugget
Corp., included a new comparably classy theater for a different
Cirque de Soleil program. (Another company tours the world,
including stops in New York.)

I would collect illustrations from publicists and producers, or the
publisher could commission a photographer to make fresh pictures.
The text could be whatever length the publisher thinks most
appropriate. Editors interested in contracting this book should contact
the author. Thanks.

Proposal for An Emma Goldman Anthology: The Great Ameri-
can Person of Radical Letters, edited and introduced by Rich-
ard Kostelanetz

The only earlier anthology known to me, Alix Kates Schulman’s
Red Emma Speaks (Vintage, 1972), suffers from an inept title.
Black is the color of anarchism; red belongs to Communism. Emma
was an anarchist, a profound anarchist, who, were she alive, surely
would have objected to Schulman’s title which comes from an
epithet foisted upon her by others. My selection would emphasize
Goldman’s feminist writings, her pioneering critique from the anarchist
left of Soviet Russia, and her literary excellences. It would include
healthy chunks from My Disillusionment in Russia (1924), which
was last reprinted in 1970; and My Further Disillusionment with
Russia (1926). It would include essays never before reprinted, such
as “Woman Without a Country.” I might completely avoid selecting
from Living My Life (1930), her renowned autobiography, which
has long been in print.

I regard The Great American Person of Radical Letters as a companion
to Gertrude Stein anthologies I have done. Whereas Stein is featured
in literature courses, so Goldman belongs in sociology, feminism,
and literary criticism courses. As before, I'm prepared to write a
strong appreciative preface and to edit to whatever length the publisher
determines, as long as my interpretation of Goldman as a black (not
red) anarchist-feminist is respected. Publishers wishing to know
more should please contact me. Thanks.



Proposal for CHOICE BITS, a chapbook or a portfolio of short
pieces (none more than a few pages long)

As a critic, my principal interest has always been, simply, what has
not yet been done (and, behind that, the tradition of work that was
radically new in its time); and so it is scarcely surprising that my
creative work has subscribed to the same principle. To my mind, the
initial measure of the success of any of my poems/stories/works of
art is their distance from what is already known (and what everyone
else is doing). A related measure, in my own mind, is a sort of
audacious unacceptability.

It is not unreasonable to characterize my way of working as
experimental, which is to say that I often start with a conscious
hypothesis, a radical premise, that will shape my creation and, incidentally,
insure that the resulting work will be radically unusual. In the pieces
collected here, it can be observed that I have tried to discover
whether it would be possible to make:

1. poems not with syntactical structures but individual words that
are visually enhanced;

2. a poem composed of overlapping words, so that each new word
would contain at least three letters of its predecessor;

3. skeletal fictions whose paragraphs have no more than three
words that are not syntactically sequential;

4. fictions composed not of words, the traditional material of
literature, but abstract, geometric drawings and, in another example.
photographs;

5. fictions composed of overlapping words;

6. a film that does not “adapt” an unusual literary text (Epiphanies)
but duplicates visually and aurally its scrupulously disconnected
form;

7. video art composed exclusively of electronic lettering and
holograms likewise composed only of words;

8. poems that depend upon the discovery of short words within
longer words;

9. minimal fictions no more than three words in length and often

less;

10. ballets that are meant to be read, even if never performed;

11. animation scenarios that are meant to be read and seen, even if
never filmed;

12. texts of continuous words that are not syntactically related.

13. other unconventional moves that are not so easily defined,

some of which may have escaped my memory, others of which I
may not be so fully aware.

Perhaps the most puzzling departure is the numerical work, which
is really not as forbidding as it looks initially. In Two Intervals,
for instance, it can be observed that every number relates to
those adjacent to it, either vertically or horizontally, by the interval
of either one or three, plus or minus (bearing in mind that, in this
ten-digit system, nine plus one is zero, or one minus three is eight).
To “read” such pieces, it is true, one must be numerate, just as the
prerequisite for reading poetry is literacy. One heuristic question to
ask of this and other numerical works of mine is whether it is poetry
or fiction or something else--perhaps an art composed exclusively
of numbers, which is to say a numerical art? Though the work is
original, it is not obscure--not at all; indeed, here and elsewhere the
work reflects a taste for conscious propositions, rational procedures,
and verifiable perceptions.

Another departure is experimenting with literary abstraction, or
discovering whether an idea so acceptable in modern visual art
and music can be applied to literature. After working for over a
quarter century in this way, I still find it odd that
sophisticated people who can understand painterly abstraction
without blinking can sometimes claim, when confronted with
my versions of its literary analogy, that such work is “meaningless” or
“trivial” or some other pseudo-critical obscenity. To such
objections there are, of course, two sides; for if they were not
made, that silence would indicate to me that this (or any other)
work of mine should, in principle, be destroyed as unacceptable.

Especially in America, writers who do conventional poetry and fiction



customarily limit their “writing” to the medium of print; but perhaps
the fundamental experimental hypothesis behind my creative career
has been discovering not only whether initially literary ideas can
work in audio or video or film but, more important, whether I can
work, either as the sole artist or as an equal collaborator, in media
other than printed pages. And by so doing what no other writer is
doing (or has done), I hope to expand our sense of what is possible
not just in art but in imaginative literary life.

One quality I wish for my activity, as well as individual works, is
that they be neither common nor predictable (except perhaps for
their capacity to surprise), and yet make sense in retrospect.

Stephanie Young

April 8, 2008

Mrs. Florence Chew

T e——
Oakland, CA%

Dear Mrs. Chew,

I am writing to follow up on our phone conversation last Friday, April
4, concerning my request that an exterminator examine the ceilings and
walls of my apartment for a rodent infestation and take the necessary
steps to get rid of this problem and clean up any contamination.

As I explained on the phone, at night I hear very loud scratching,
running, scrabbling, chewing and squeaking noises coming from the
ceiling of my bedroom and living room.

Beginning last week, whatever is in the ceiling moved into the interior
wall of my bedroom, where I sleep, and the noise level has significantly
increased. In the wall directly behind my bed I hear the same scratching,
running, scrabbling, chewing and squeaking noises, but also significant
banging and rustling. This wall, and the ceiling fixtures in my bedroom
and living room, also rattle and shake.

I have been unable to sleep for more than a few hours at a time since
these noises in the wall began.

Additionally, on the other side of the interior bedroom wall is a closet,
and there is at least one hole in the wall on the closet side which could
provide entry to whatever is living in the walls and ceiling. There is also
an exposed area behind the refrigerator in the kitchen, which abuts the
same wall.

Along with extermination and de-contamination, I am requesting that
the interior of my apartment be evaluated for any holes through which a

rodent could enter and that any such holes be sealed.

On the phone you said that your son was placing calls to a company,



but I have not heard anything else about this since we spoke. Please let
me know when I can expect the inspection and extermination process to
begin. I am requesting that these repairs happen within the next thirty
days.

Thank you,

please address all correspondence to:

unionherald @gmail.com



