Bitay atamcHsaha: [ want to begin, having
fust finished reading and relishing your new
book , by asking about semething you refer

to ar least twice in your novel. You deseribe

a brealthrough in your carly poctry as a ral-
Ization thar you could “go our and ger the
peem.” You variously usc other refated tropes to
describe it~gathering, and shopping, carrying,
kecping what isn't dropped —hut always with

a sense that then: are goods aur there thar you
and the pocm move through. 1 wonder firsr, if ic
scill halds far you, whether you want o explain
haw literally you mean “going our wo et the
poem” as a method of compuosision and, second,
if going ouct 1o gee it is differenc in Manharmn
than irIs in S2n Diego than ic is in Reykjavik
than it is in Missoula?

RILuzn myiss: When you say go out and
gewing it, bt assumes, you know, that you are
someplacz o there’s @ placs where you arc that
you're always departing from, and there's a

way in which I'm not sure thar's clear to meat
this point. [ fecl like T'm going o say che Icast
absteact ching of all, which is just that the pocm
actually oceurs in the context of somebody's life,
and thats sort of inescapable, and there Is a way
in whith the poem is a cermin kind of doserip-
tion of reality that you have to be willing 1o do.
And sinee the poem sorz of has o rake place,
that deseripton might just be the entire procesy
of wanting there w be a poem before there is

a poem—right, char's whar feals mest familiar
today—that there is a desire to write 2 poem

and then to think all ever again what that thing
migh be, And so it winds up being kind of an
openness to the facr of the object. Because def.
nitely parz of my thinking today is the nodon
of an aestheric being such 4 loose thing thar ics
handly anything at afl, and o what extent do you
then pull someching back from thar edge of that
meaningless and chaos and do something a infs
bic with that and —then co cafl all of thar a poem.

an: So then, instead of my original impression
of “going out and gerring the poem” as husding for or hunting for or prawling for
a prem, rather, you mean jor¢ of sabvaging and stringing together and finding what
leasc thing the poem nesds, like some plasmic biomaeer thar multiplies and arrzins
life in the dght condirions? With the determinarion first that there need be a pocm,
which stazts the chain, which “shakes the leash,” as you say in “The Irony of the
Leash,” the pocm thar marked chis new way of writing.

eu: Well, it started suc literal and it probably still is. T consciously thought for 2
long time that thaz poem was for me the invention of a category —onc of the new
long poems I wrate in a way thar felt searanal. And it changed my way of thinking
abaur poctry. Meaning, that when something changed that felt like a seasan, but
1ot necessarily 2 nacural one, that there would have ta be a poem dhat also did that,
A poem that was abawr golng aut to declare what the new tertain was now and
haw it felt to move through that. The act of writing the poem was absn like the ace
of making theee be such a place. So it was hunting, but even a linde bic more like
being hungey for a new way that had already begun.

ma: "Ar 27, it was olay to live.” That's ow you begin the chaprer abaut coming to
write this new sort of poem, the poers whose leash you shale 1o begin and then
follow whese it wan to go, undl it arrives agaln at the opening gambit, the note or
tide you set aur with,

em: When [ teach pocry § have this funny linde lecoure that goes through what [
think of a5 the pacts of the poem—you know, wards and spllables znd the title and
lines and stanzas— bus when I mll shour the title there are these various possibilities
for how to undeztand ir, and ane of them is a feash. T haven's lec go of thae, But {
think in 2 way the title seems to cinch the poem, either az the beginning or the end
ar at same point in your chinking sbout ie. I mean if you wan a titte, Thinking
abour younger poccs, newer pocts, the title is becaming the most problemaric
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etteen myles and
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part of the poem; It seems like the leasc—1 don't want 10 say postmodern—the

least contemporary piece In the poem, And the title is often kind of the warst pare
af heasing peers read poems. Because It hrings a stop to poersy, and they own it
again. Beginning a poem means another one has ended. The self-consciousness
with which we deliver 3 poem Is heiphtened by this sorr ofbarking thing thar stands
ourside the poem.

am: We've been speaking about it already, in a ways bur | wanted to ask you about
whas, very late in my reading of Jnferna, dawned on me as the eentral theme of
the boole: wark, the work of pectry. What does poetry do, and what does one who
docs it do, and how. Cerainly work as it pertains t class and libor concerns the
narrarer Eifeen, and the middle section of the book is fashioned curringly as the
“carcer nasrative” required of grant applicants, buc the question of the work of
pae is more frequendy, ar mare lastingly, an ontulogical one. The tide of the book,
obvicusly fam Dante, also signifies the fulfillment of an assignment, which a
teacher gives young Eileen and her fellow students: to go home and write your own
Inferno. When Eileen hears her own inferno singled our and read alowd, she goes
1o slezp that nighe thinking, Is this what T can do, can this be my Jab? By which
she doesn’t mean anything sbout craf, necessasily. Eileen's query Is philosophical,
poignant, she is moved by her fitness for the job but warries over her specialness: as
she askes herself, “Weren't all Catholics counting and measuring wich sheir bodies,
all day long in and outt” I wonder if you can tatk abous the job of poeery in the
cantext of young Elleen's question: Is the thing Fam also the thing I can do?

eas: [ mean, yeah, the idea of being a poee gives you a cermain permission to simply
exist in eealiry and yet to give it a—F mean, it right next to religious vocarion, ir's
a secular vocazion. | mecan, part of the rezson wairers and pocts in particular are
scorned is that 1o 2 certain cxtent we do whar everybody can or could do. I mzan,
everybody has access 1o language in chis way. So, what would be so special sbour
doing thac and [ suspect to ‘the world' chere's cthis buge vanity shout claiming that
terrain as what you call your wark. I mean, it's so beautifully ludlcrous char ir's
kind of a canesprual act in itsclf to decide to be a poer, which is why I think-it
might be a fleeting thing but—same picce of the arc woeld is actively falling in love
with the idea of the pocm or the poer. Becawse it bs kind of a degenerase ourpost of
cencepiion—that is apparently unused, beeause poers haven't like Agured our what
to do with it. So the are world's going: “ Well calee ic.”

T think that whatcver this wiling animal is that we are, I'd rather not so much
professionalize it as acknowledge it. Because I think it's che essence of aur pressnce,
our fresdom, our difficufty, so there’s samething quasi-spiritual abour the idea of
dedicating your lift to poerry, to say, “I will do this.” You know? Thar's what I'm
out looking for. It’s the poem, a lifdlung paem, you know, and 1'd like w be in thar
poens, Id like to be in the ace of that. T don' wane to be out of thar air woa long,
because | mighe forget it's mine, and then who will I be and whac will I do?

When T was young I had a friend, Caryl Slaughter, wha was a paet and also 2
mental patiens, In and aut of menmal Instisusions, and part of our Friendship was
my visizing het in those places, znd we also spenr a lor of odd time banging out In
wherever edse she would stay, in people’s basemencs, with her latest bogfriend, and
[ remembar she gave e this stender boak of poems, and I can't remember now
whether it was 11 Po ot Tu Fu, [ chink i was Tu Fu, but it was just a slim voheme,
a shore version of the poems of this person’s Hfe, a selected but they didn't <2l ie
that. In facr whar it was was a young man's poems and thea a slightly less young
man’s poems, then the middle age poems. And the poens of an old man. And
whar sruck me when I saw this back was the thaughe thar poems could walk you
throngh your life—I think cvery poet has 2 number of moment when they saw
something and said, T want that—and [ definitely shought doing something Hice
thae Tu Fu book would be olay. [ mzan, as a goal, w0 be in it

oa: Hearing you talk abous poerry as being lifelong, and knowing chae elsewhere
yau bave suggested that 3 book of poems covers a time of your life, 2 yrar ot two,
and is evidenes or index of thar, makes me want to ask abour something that '
may be related, at least in that it has to do with time and marking time. Can you
explain yaur concépr of scome in poetic coinposition, of a poem scoring 1ife?

maa: ] had this John Cage book and saw scures for the first time. [ bad this friend

In Pennsylvania and he had written the boak and given it 1o me, sa T came upen i
preury accidentally, and I couldi't get aver that there was such a thing, and this is
after living in New Yorl for abour a hundred yeara and being surrounded by ‘the
score’ bus missing It enrirely. You know, it solved a lor of whole lot of things for me,
ax the dme, T had been scruggling with, you know, “I write pocms,” and *1 write
these novel-type things,” and having diffecent desires for each of them. A poee who
was very influenclal for me when I was young was Ted Berrigan because he rmlked
afor abao being a poet. And some of the poets slightly younger than him whom
he kad sort of larded it over when he was in his late twentics, early thirries, found
some of this talk of his sart of laughable becausz, look at this man’s life, you know.
‘The suggenion being thar his excuse for having a messy life was 2l his ik of poerry
as a vocation, And I think che resc of them fele thar it was their responsibilicy not

to talle glowingly abour what it was thas we were doing— thar char was for kids, Bur
Ted was up for that conversation, You know I think, in a way, he was doing a lor of
the wotk of what peaple now go to mra programs for, He was willing. He was such
an incredible example of wmlking poctics, whether he war addressing a room full

of peaple, or wlking o two people, ot driving one person crazy; ot speaking really
indmarely, he seemed to be thinking abouc it all the dme, aind whether it was an
excuise for 2 life or what he did with his was unimportane. He wanted 10 expand or
cantract around poerry as his whim dicated. But, Ted was also a bic of a wacking
class parent who was going to disabuse you of wharever Ideas you had abour a life-
In pocery, which was both the funsy part and It seznied 1o come our of samething
like disappoinuncny, and so I felc chere was 2lways a challenge that surrounded him
and all the energy—and I didn's want that cver taken away from e, znd there was
samething pure zhout it thar was really appeaing. By the cightics peaple would

o

e

a3



dssme

sort of faugh ar poets because, of course, you of all people probably had 2 day

job. IFyou dropped this searching idea baur poctry then the pracrice of it wauld
stemply get elided with the pathetdc and che abject, Fhis Is the point a which some
peaple would tn te prse, some people would tum t theary and others waould
seckt 2 polirical safurion to the poct’s problens, Which I think is just existence iself,

When I encountered the scare it just finally took the weight off the poem, for
the first rime, in a ncw way, and perhaps poetry stared to be like gender, in tha ke
was a performance of sumething, And what you got down an the page a5 the poem
really wasn't the thing. The thing was always escaping, the thing was always beyand
you, in some way, but the artempt was always 1 ger ar least part of ix down, Fot
me the score proposed a new relationship berween poetry and realiry; one thar did
not make the poem take all the weigh. You know, like, {lifting and waving a card
with het wards and doedles an it) how much Is dis worth? Did ¥ have 2 good a
day, well, yezh, 1 had a good day. And thls is just a plece of ic. You lnow?

It's sore of Hler the day still had 1o srand an Its own and the poem wasn't
having to be an emblem of anything at all, it was just 2 nod sowards the Heeting-
nest of this ambitlon, you kmow, that 1 sl carried. And w ke poetry ous of
economic consequence seems sort of crucial in a way.

se: But to sulll keep ira Job...

um: Well the jab is the performance. [ mean I know this is not a stylish perspective
atall, but | think I've been working on i for years. “The idez that all the things you
do puniide of writlag poems are part of the termin of being a poct.,

wa: In fiyferme, you use the term with a delicious lrony, "the pactry field”—

masz And ir's a joke. The firse time I met this guy who was a seientist he shared his
very definiee Idea of what field research meant, he sald, "] wotk in a laboratory and,
for me everything outside of the laboratory is in the field.” It just made me smile, 1
thought, he means the world, Thar's what field study means,

In Inferna, in the chapter “The Poetry Field,” this young woman came 1o me,
and again It was a joke, she comes asking questions abour the poerry £eld, which
Just made me laugh, the nodon that there could be such a thing, because even as
a dumb young kid I knew there was no such economic feld zs poetry. Bug whar ic
meant of course in this case was thar she was Jooking for @ partner in prostiturion,
which is reglly funny and sore of perfect.

sa: Because she assumed thas since you were self-identified a3 @ poer, that not only
could you gain her entry inm a literary iife in New York, bur aso thar necessarily
yau were broke and that you were a likely person to hiz up for this eseort scheme
she had begun,

amz And that poetry s just 2 fence! Its just a froart for something else, Which is
cort of true. In 2 way.

wa: A front for the living, ..

ez Yeaht And then that apens up Ineo all the class stuff. Does one have the righe
o take this ocrupation on, if you don't have the baunty to back it up? Wouldn't
that just be the most foolish thing, of all, w kind of just wast your Jif?

wa: So, apart from the near miss of prostitution, and the asumption that behind
the poer's storefrant some other real industry is gping an, I wonder if L can stay

on the wplc of poen” jobs, OF all the great smuall, edgy poreraits of people in
Inftrna—~from Pats Smith to Bill Knott to Kathy Acker 1o Jue Ceravolo~ think
my favorite Is the one of the poct and sctor Michael Lally, who calls Elleen up inte
his affice, at the Franklin Minr, which was, lilk, a reprint publisher, righe? Where
be had a day job, in the 1980s. He gives her as an auigoment Hare Crane,

ueaz O, I worked 5 hard on that, wriring a linde pamphlet for the person who
would not ever read the works of Har Crane, telling them insteard everything they
would need ro know so that they eould seem like they had.

na: There is a linde chapter in the nove! called "Hard!™ thar is abour, what to me
Wit 2 surprisz, bis influence or—if not influence then—the formarive interest you
took in kim ot thar time. You write, *] don't think you were supposed to become
8 steeped in your material ag [ was with Hare” And ir was his line “rwisied by
the love of things irreconcilable™ abaut which you write “That was it, that was
being gy for muc, the slant moon, with the danting hifl,” and you goan, “The
lin just never undid feself. It was usbelicvable Cleatly you were invested In him
in @ cerrains way, in his knots of irreconcilability; you go so far as e notice that
the ape of his dzath was the same as Oscar Wilde's eell he writes his early poem

“C 33" about, and the sanse as your childhood address at 33 Swan Place. And it s
Intesesting thar you 1ok Hart Crane as 2 job, cspecially because | think of him
a5 2 poet who ook all kinds of jobs, a3 you say, writing s crappy ad for a perfame
company, for instance, being sart of placed and displaced in an cconomy a3 a poet,
bumbling around and house sirting and thar sort of thing, 5o, I'm inrerested in
how Hart Crane Factared Into your development In your twenties a3 4 poct and
also if his ple makes you consider poen’ Jobs any differendy,

es: Well, first of all T can't believe nobody has ever made 2 movic about the life

of Hart Crane. | mean, It's so beausiful, the locations—and the drama and the
madness. fr did propose 2 cerln kind of job description for the poet, which was
sa wonderful and mixshapen: thar you might meet Chaslie Chaplin and then
pechaps yni would be In 2 hurricane on Key West. It was a erailer for being a poet.
Bur most Importanty his language was so light and sa swift and so archaic and
madern 2l ar once, Thers was & sense that nothing had to get resalved b whar I
felt abouwe his work. Tt was an architecture of contradictions, As 2 young g3y persan

reading Hart Cane and thinking ahout Hare Crane, ic really spoke to my sense
af noe firting ever, that the querr pices was che ill firting piece and poetry was
the place where you accommandated hat ill fitring perspective into its own kind
of web of inzerfaces, I mean, the story doesn't end well, The sad atcmpt to be a
wontan's husband, a straight manjust tha arrempr squeczed him sight off the
boar into the water.,

wo: After he had been “disgraced”, as he pur it, knowing very consciously, thinking
always about his mother in same way, that he had been de-Graced or dis-Graced.
Thar was the last thing he taid, right?

aa: Thar's grear. 1 have simply disgraced mysel€” Yeah, and it was so milimry In a
way, e was just like this motion of masculiniey that he had failed. But, just thinking
about all of thas brieigs me back to the score again, You know, what is the mue
arrangement? You know, what are you building, Is it an architecture of words or Is
It just 2 new selatjonship o everything thas onr hopes o keep sexiking?

1 think abour concrere musle, which I hit upon a lor when I was, reading and
thinking abous Iceland, Ax first, it was just recordings of rain, and the interface
between wechnology and nature, which scemed like @ new romantic handshake,
and composers were Ineo that, and slowly it yielded happenings, And someane P'm
seally excited abour is Robert Whitman, who was 4 huge Dante fa, Buc he did
these—1 saw a bunch of these—performances when § fisst came to New York, and
when he calked abour whae he thought happenings were, it was concrere art, which
was the interfaces berwesn all these media. How can you put words and bodies and
fils and music wgrther—and the audience, and the night. I juse seemed like such
a beautiful utopia, but those were the big questions of the sixtics and seventiss and,
I think are also the things that really connect w this kind of web-driven soange
moment we're in.

You know when in the nineties people tafked about what was viral, 1 don’t
think people in the nineties could have imagined what it feels ke now, to be so
displaced and eannected at the same dine, all the tme, everyplace, It presents us
with & different shaped problem, byt almust more necessarily, almost morr trgendly,
in figuring out how to do thia thing, we need to decide what it poem looks Like,
this mement’s. Does it resemble all the technolegy or doss it resemble one husman
gesture, or does It resemble something berween people and animals?

an: We have Hart Crane, who was himself serially unemployed or unemplay-

able and who was taken care of by Orio Kahn, a grudging patron lavesting in his
promisz, and his artist friends out on Long Island and upstate New York, who

sarr of woleraned him and his habits and exploits, and James Schuyler, your fisnd
and mentor and charge, who was the object of much concentrated care from

bis friends who ereated 2 nominal and acrual fundarien of care-giving for him,

the foundatian thar hired you, and they comprise with others 2 part of this odd
comer of liverary history and, particularly, queer literary history that is made up of
house-siting and house-guesting. In Inferns too, in the subsection *Honers and
Aovards,” Eileen acceprs the keys to the manor and grounds of a home In Bucks
County, Pennsylvania, owned by two astist friends she has impressed or befriended.
1 wonder if you have any thoughs about the identity perperually as guert and how
thar relares apstherdcally to either freedom or indrbredness In 20th cennury queer
literarure, or in poctry gencrally?

xra: Well, I think 1 both want to make Maynard G Krebs jokes sbout being a
freclpader and a bum and 1 don't like o wark, and all of that, bus acoually I work 2
lot and always have, and I guess the anly—if not defense thenway you step away
from the idea of yourself s a feeloader is t keep doing your work passionarely
and with grear invegrity. Having wealthier friends is sort of like Aestingly having
good parents at kast, and you sars of simply want not to disgrace whoever has
decided to give you a beauriful place 1 stay for 2 few months or 2 few day, So

it ctmey with the territary chat you want to make something for them or with
them or abour them. ¥ dedicated s number of books, or thanked the couple thar
helped me in'a number of books, but they had already decided they didn' liks

me for something that—well, why go there? Bur then you suddenly have all this
information about these people, and are you suddealy 4 bad dog who bires the
hand thar fed you, bezause there's that parr of being 2 writee where you'e always
alicnating your family ar your friends ar yanr lovess by displaying them in a light
thar might serve you of your poem or your srory bur may be nat how they want ro
be presensed. I changed names of course in the novel. So yes, it alfords you a new
kind of writing; when I was in Pennsylvania it really was the first time I spens time
in naeure as an adult in 2 conscious way. It was like an arist celony where you're
puz in this other space, to mutacs.,

an: Perhaps the mass poignant passage in foftrno Is about home and fecling ar
home, which ks, a3 you suggest, different often than how one fecls with one's own
Emily, when you're describing the parsicular style of belonging that was afforded
you as Ted and Alice’s house. You write, *Thar was my favarie feeling In the world.
To be already on the inslde and see who came in.” Can you describe thar mare,
being o the inside and whar dhar fesling is?

sz Part of ix was thar it had not been released w me, T was a very eemposry guest
and had the run of the place in a vety temporal way, buc it wasn't like they went
away and gave me their house. Whar they were doing I letting me enter their
realicy; ar shey lived ir. Which & such a different thing fram, say, the wealthier
person who sort of throws you an exrm house. This was—there should be 2 word
for the act of someane zcrually simply lering you inso thele languape and home
and seeing what their experience bs. It it simply fiendship? There were peaple like
Rene or Ted who I've met ovet the years, who wese like, *C'mon.” And i¢’s some-
thing thar I've enjoyed dalng with girifriends, younger peaple generally, whese you
decide 1o share these cighteen houn, or thiy stretch of time, or this evening, and
you feel kind of like Fagin, or something; “we're going to do it this way,” you know.




It’s this browser thing, You lmaw that no ane lnows
where you go, you know thar nohody knows whar
happens here, except for us chickens. And o have che
chiclens say, "C'man, be 2 chicken tonight, and ser
the barnyard from the inside

an: You know, that ‘Cman,’ among-Friends quality of

speech is one of the most sallent aspecrs of your eritical
writing. The essays in The Fmportance of Being feelend
are very liguid and limber and inrelligent and iris
characteristic of them that you leave in the perception
of the pecformative moment in which dicy may have
been given as @lks, There's somerhing really wonderful
:about having in a book of essayy the sentence “This

I3 not the end of my wlk, maybe bare middle, mayhe
furthee® And that, jus 2 couple of sentences before

an assertion you make, *In poetry it s the ondering ot
disordering volce thar you like™—

#aa: Which i that Hare Crane thing, thinking abous
the arrangement, the concrets thing ofhow these
pieces connect. I's sorv of the lnvisible narrator, which
ia in some ways the most exviting thing, the presence
char dase not speak i name.

When you think abour 2 career in poerry, you'e
like the act in some way, Like, "I'm the poet,” alimost
suggests that all these other people armn't. What's funny
Is, and | think everyone knows it, [s thar it's kind of
the apposite, which is that to be the poet is to hold an
empty space. And that even though it has your name
an it, what'ynu're really trying to figure out, or whae
I'm seally trying 1o figure out, is how to he transparent
and reflecr more of the spaces thar 'm golng through
than the space L am, I I think about this bonk there’s
all these peaple walking theaugh i, (there's [immy...),
and I wanted w do that, to show this life populared
with other people, some known some unknown, t uy
and not give Parti Smith any more weighe than EH, the
guy acrass the way, wha prabably influsnced me more
ar differently or as much,

wa: And there're all these canards in the book, Jike
Marge Piercy or Bill Knorr, folks that I woulds's
expect who makee a somerimes significant cames. And
mayhe the effeer s the same as you describe ae Ted |
and Alices, only It's the reader’s feeliog of being on the
inside, on the inside of 2 home and the door opens

and who could it be, and they just keep coming, and
the company keeps clibradng.

am: Thank you, thar's absolutely right. When you were
wying with thar thing carlies, abous being "already
inside,” T knew ix felt really good and really interesting,
and I didn' really know why, buc I think it is the kind ;

of the sense of infimary thar I wanted 1 make in the :

space of the book. When Virginia Woolf talks abous

bow it's nat the words ir's the flow what she means is

she wants har writing to be something that moves, natco compare it with ather
kinds of language but ather kinds of gestures. s why her wark seems so alive, Her
wridng is imitating the flow of the wodd. Nor irs own subject mareer. The subject
is gane in her work. “Thats my dream for sure, To vanish. In my own lacest sct of
improvements,

That's why I called it a novel and noc a memais; if T had called ir & memor thar
wuuldmggxmﬁeimpumntdﬂngmdmlifeoﬂiﬂmM}'!:swhlchlmﬂydan’t
think is true, but I think because there is 3 life that has my name on it thar that's
v:hld:lunmfn:wﬂﬁngmddudd&dngmdnming.m:haﬁadﬁugl[m
about Christapher Isherwood. Thare's Christopher throughoue al] of these books,
and yer it's aboue the woild of Chrisropher, and ivs about how it feels to be 2 man
named Chrismpher, In that tme with thar set of privileges and those kind of desires,
and how things mave around him. And when he's there showing his hand, ir's only
as anather devicr, rather than as 3 valatizatlon of who Christopher is.

wa: When I vold you recendy I was reding Down There an a Visis, which 1 adored,
you texted me that it was one of the most imporne bouks in the wodd for you T
talke v chat ke s 2 model for Coal for You and faferne, the technique ax o wrlter of
guiding ar kaoking back “down” on a charcter who s you or who was you and
daring to preseat the whole conteat of bis or ber decisions or desises o denizls

of self ar luck ar fllures of vision or patence, When Isherwood doey it with

bis * Chrisrophes,” it almost fesls clnser to sceond perzo than first pessan; there

Is 2 resolved, remaved, angelic qualicy to the way he loaks upon himself, Is his
Cheistopher your Leens, your El, Eileent

sm: It's a family ching, for sure. Jimmy worlted for Auden and somewhere § oner
tead abour Auden and Eherwood being at some party when they wene young and
being really excired because Virginia WoolF was in the next room. They couldn's
believe they werz there. [ have leatned enormously from these people. Aad
Schuyler was endlessly reading WoolF's diaries when | warked for him.

an: Did you know and love James Schuyler’s work before you mer him?

an: Oh yeah. I encounteced it in my graduare school momenc. The professar
showed us O'Hara frocms and Schagler poemy, and AR Ammons, weirdly, who
dida's seem the same thing ar alf, I haven't read him for years bu 1 lked him
then, Schuyler immediately reminded me of children's books, the simplicity of che
writing, atd 1 was excited about this, and was quickly mld I could never mess this
guy. And it was an uncanay accident that | ended up warking with him.

na: [ fiels as chough therm has been 2 strge of interest in Schuyler In recent years,
and in Intetesting places, serving new purposes perhaps. In queer studies, and in
parcular Jose Munar’s book Cridsing Usgpia, as you know, Schuyler is brought
up in an introduczary way ro helyy draw a speceram berwern pragmaric politiea

of, say, gay marriage injtiatives, 2nd a utoplan relationality, which is whar Munoz
uses Schupler wo represent in a way, 2 quesrness thar's never here and now, tever
nuw, always sare of “forward-dawning.” He uses Schuyler’s poem, “A Phorwpgraph,”
to found an argument fur the rest of the book. | wonder whar you nialte of haw
Schuyler means, and what he means to whom, now.

mea: The easlest way —or if nar easiesr, then most sensual, sensuous ways to talk
abour it In terms of irs effecrs on people is.... He kind of represents the good lift for
%0 many pesple, 2nd 1 don't mean in a kind of Martha Swwart way, ar "if you only
hiad these Bermudas,” you know. Yet in 2 weird way, Jlnmy was & piece of thar,

and even w the Bermudas, I mean [ think he was that guy at some eadller poine in
his lifr and also had 2 life full of sccourrements, which would be magazines like
Counsry Living and Gilbert Whitey diaries, and. .. Bur you know they were really
philosephical poems. You know, kind of how to think, how w well time, how to
live. So that all these beaurifisl things are there, and he's in this beausiful house, and
he has these agonizing questions, which he makes light of, unsil they begin to tear
him apart again. Tulk about being inside of a home, [ mean he lets us...but again,
it's 2 ueoplan home. I mean, I once saw him writing 2 poem when be was in a very
manic state, and he wrote a very serene pocn, and he looked really erzy, he looked
likee he was about ta pop, and, you know, it was really a smange indlcator for me
that these poetns were a sort of ballast for him. Despits whatever was cooking, he
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hiad his arange and maroon plaid shirt an. Ie held him to earth like che Bowess in
the vase, And his pocms have some of that qualizy.

And to say this sounds lind of corny, and cheesy, and e, bat I mean de in
cvery single senise of a culmre, he was a one-man cudrure, with these dezp problems
that he kind of both maved wowards and fled from by these strange, bequriful,
comformble asscmblages of Aowers and peaple and remasks and privaz jokes.
Sometimes it was like he was 2 sort of dowager ar some lovely lunch that wenr on
forever, And I'm sare he was alonc for a huge amount of thar tme. k was almost
tie be smyed ar the party in his head, and sp lrwas flke a gay life thar could go on
forever Cause he certalnly was 2 beaurifl young man, in Europe, at a cermain time,
and was probably very good at being thar guy, and wrore poems inside of those
fooms, of began to write pocms in those plices, and [ think never sopped. . .being
the besutiful baby. Because that’s who he was whes I met him, you knaw, when |
was just a kid, and [ was hired 1o artend to him.

In the sume way that when I think of my fmily, and miy dad being a tocal
aleobolic, everything was entirely otchestrated around this man wha was ofiea
passed our on the Boar. He was power baby, and thar's whe Jimmy was toa. So
shar, it like o difficult emblem that evesybody endorses. So I think that's an
almost Robere Frast-like accomplishment, especially in the worlds where he is
acccpted and read and people ate excited shout him for a number of cancradic-
tory rezsons. His disturbing poems are oddly resolved. With all the unevenness
of nacure. With all the harrible scariness of nature. It's an interesting, lovely place.
And cven 1o say thar there’s a place for laveliness, what on incredibie thing 1o assere.
And there’s a cermin kind of wastefulness, wo, which is something I think abour a
lot in writing and poetry.

sa: He's a garherer and a dropper. And you ger the sense in 3 Schuyler poem that
ircould have gane a number of ather differene wayy; that is, you fes] the selecting
eye sk the selecting percepeivencss in his poems, Of all the poers whom T've

vead, I would say your poems resemble his most, and | wonder if that's truc for
you. When you wlk abour a poem stopping before its resolved and, if a poem,

a8 yau suggest, is lilke walking and its lines aren's going to be even ar evenly fong
because, well, I don't notice this streetiamp for the same duration 2s 1 natce thar
gizl crossing the sereet, so why would the formal cues of 4 poem be more organized
than perceptinn s, 1 frel thac way abour Schuyfers peemy. And the dedivaserines
and the sousardnes elsher to an addressee or o the reader I also recognizz in your
wark, and there’s something abour the way the poems can kind of siop and dhe
reader continuzs to tumble forward that feels propriocepic, watking, Rall of ambu-
latory life. Sa, is Schuyler for you that kind of centmat, assthetic influence?

wa: [ guess he is. It's funny, | know 1 get compared 1o hitm a lac, 2nd people
know thas I worked with him and became a friend of his, but you have samchow
tnanaged to cosvines me of it more than anyane ever hax before thar ir's true, I
sean, the way you described It is absolurely the way~1 mean I liked how he did
what he did better than the way Frank O'Hara did ir. You know? I mean I've
leamed 50 much from John Ashbery, And so many ether poets mean so much to
e, John Wieners, Creeley, and lon of individual poems by people rather their
whale bodies of work 1 mean Lucdille Clifion has a couple of poems [ always
teach, always think abour. But you know, to the extent that Jimmy presents the
posilbiliry that yeu can rumn on 2 dime, makes doing that in g poem feel possible,
and it does just happen to be something  do know ahous realiry,

And [ think the thing thar's funny about being influenced by somebady or
lezrning a lot from semebody ix chat nonetheless you're a very different person
and you know very different things and you go to very different places you know?
Cause [ can think of people whose work has been really influenced by mine, and
as much as | can Hsten to their wark and thinls, Fuck, | could have written thae
linz, or maybe I did wiite thar line, I more than anybody else know how much
thar person diverges fram my work, becatse of the whole utterly different set of
concerms they have. Like, Jimmy's beautifial life Is not my beaurifil life, I dor'e
Neccuarily mezn o defnd mysdf from dhar suggestion. It is masafvely true, in so
many wayt. Because he welcomned me not only lnw his houss bur also, T think,
into the house of poerry, in a big way. And he—T don't even know if he said it
now—but there were poems of mine he let me know he thoughe were really preat,
and nothing made me happier. And I don’t think it was hecause they were like his
poems. Bur it probably was, roo,

When I chink about studenss, when I think abour poems of theirs | ove, they
do sometimes remind me a bir of my own bue also of something [ wouldn't think
of doing, Sa, there's the poem you could have wrireen bue woulds's ever have, And
you just feel like you've handed them a tool, ar a velice to sorp of drive someplace
Fou never vanied o go.

»e: That reminds me of ans my fvarite parts of Inferna, the last chapter, which

is ealled “Moving,” about another kind of practice and sueelage, which again has
invicaden and visiting Inhercnt, and a notion of spacewif not the pactry field,
then~the hotse or the room that you're let In, in which t act as 2 mover. You wse
the term, a Sanskric word I guess, bhaw, meaning the organization and the spatial
relationhip and interrelationship of things within a room or arena, including
peaplz’s relationships, and there are designated people, teschers or gurus, who
have the ability or who take on the responsibility of movieg these things around,
maving the bbav. Can you talk about that, maybe In terms of reachers and
students parricularly?

#m: The way T see itis funny and silly because I never went 10 2 carnival and
picked up that hammer and hit thar thing and made the bell ring, bue that's whae
T'm always picturing, in this cartoany way—this coniaption-like way of being
with peogle in a room. And the thing 1 like most abour the notion of the 4hgp—1
found is in Isherwood’s biography of Ramakrishna, his reached’s teacher, was the
nation of the akbei yagi. The bakhti yogi goes into a room and gem people to
<hant and tell people satics, and it {1 very much like teaching, like oli the things

we de. 1 think of the bio pic of Lenny Bruce, Lenny, and Dustin Hoffiman as a sarr
of pre-famous Lenny Brucs comes backstage and sags, “Uh ir's ke cement out
there,” referring to the audience, and it in thar thing thar anybody who deals with
performing or reaching knows all abour,

It reminds me, too, of when I co-cdited The New Fuck You in the nineties {Liz
Kotz and I plus everyane} becaise we were fed up and distraughe aboue the quality
aflesbian anthalopies (there was acrually 1 moment when lots of gay bools were
being published, and every malnstream publisher did a leshian poerry anthology,
each one shiter than the last), so when Semiotex(e) agreed to lec us do The Mav
Fuck You we decided that it should be 3 book of lsblan reading, not leshian writing,
so thar ft wauld be our attendon thar was being invited racher than our desires
being framed by this book. So when I think about what I love ahour the notion of
the bhav and the job of the fakbti yogi, it is the suggestion thar you're addressing
and gvan directing a comimune—that’s what you want, and thas seems good. And it
daesn't #ven scom to be abour incitisg the seader for this purpose or that purpase,
but to only know that we must move,

Tremember when Ted Berrigan's daugher, Kate Berrigan, dicd, not too many
yeurs aftee Ted died, 2nd [ was still very much in thar community of people, that
poetty community in the East Village, and the Yoss of Ted had been huge, a huge
absence, and he had this cwenty-five year-old daughter who was wallcing across the
strece with her young hushand, across Houston Strees one day, and a motorcycle
tan 2 red lighr and hir her, and she was killed insmntly, And nobody knew what to
do with ir excepr 1o think “How can this he?” 1 semember 2 bunch of us went to
the memorial serviee ae St. Marls Chuch, and a rbbl addrrssed the group, and he
said, “We're here because” < how did b pu it? He s2id, *We came together soday
becausz thar's what peaple know how to de. And, oddly, ic was such a consoling
thing t hear, because we didn't keiow anything, we didn't know whar 1o make of
Kare's death, but we did know to da this, and he was just reminding us of that.

so: And that was moving, thae was this kind of moving, thar all you knew how to
da you had already done. We arc here, here we are,

ea: Exactly. He told us how we are~what we had dorie, to suggest that it was good.

wa: I fee] likke this is refated to what you describe, in Iis humiliny, as this special
secular vocation, the Job of someone who has lived and loved enough in language
ta come into the toom and move thase things around that ticed moving, and maove
the pressure, mave the bhav, and ro validate that here we ase, we are this we. 1
mean, are the twe things refated to you?

st I feek JEke vhat's the kind of teacher { am, too. | somerimes fes! like I'm the
worst teacher, but I have great classes, And ! don't know exactly how ehar happens,
buc I feel [ike it's thar thing whers you're half controlling, and half absent, And
T'end ro feed happy with what they become, f felr chat way this past semester,
because X felr like this writing class was Just really cooking, was just kicking ass.
You know, [ think a Jot of teaching is moving yourself and them around, and
hoping J« lands someplace good. And understanding thar you probably assthed-
cally need to be shaking them up rather than fixing their pocms.

an: Maggic Nelson gives some critical attention to your fine in the poem “Therapy,"
from Sorry Tee, *1 say always go 10 the party,” which I take to mean something
like “don’t let life pass you by" or “pes is better than no thanles™ and it seems a
sentiment you're known for. And, so it’s interesting dhat your novel neatdy cods
with the words, speaking about poetry, "Know when to leave the party. ., Just fnish
your line and ger the hell out of the room,” which has the opposite sense, Was thar
a conscious thing?

mui [n the poem where I wrate the ling “Always go to the pany,” the next lins

Is, “which doesti’t tnean I do.” {'ve cerminly kad evenios in which it seemed impos-
sible—you meant to go, you wexe definitely going to go, and then for sams roson
you didnt, and you really wish you weat, And, if anything the point of the thing is
not so much ro advecars, some kind of smnce but something lighter. .. ! do believe
In thar turn-on-a-dime thinking; if you're vacillating, then it's best to move and Bt
out of that vacillating partern. I shauld, I shouldnt... “Thea feaor, or go.” Because
I think chosz ase the decislve moments of writing or living, And this is spoken as

a truly indecisive person. Sa [ do know the sweemess of lightmess, becauss I not

adwaya light.

sa: “Go on your nerve,” as O'Hara recommended, but Frank O'Hara afien kepe
golng and being irresolute or ambivalent within a pocm.

em: They're switlly full poems.... Yeah, when I think abour ir, they're really
different. The idea of leaving the parry is truer than gaing ta the party, because
leaving the party really is about writing, not living—-and we often will do the
wrong thing; you'll often not go o the party when yon shawld have gone or you
just xezyed wo long, and you really shoulds's have dane thar, and you shouldn's
have done it like that. . . bue the thing that is so great about what we gerro do
in [anguage ls: you get 1o go back to the place whese you were wondering, and
maybe not s much act right as poine 1o that place, And ! think thae prabably ia
not unlliee the person saying, “We came,” you know, “we came, and char's really
all we know.”



