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March 10, 1983

Dear Eric Gould:
I appreciate your invitation
to have my work appear in DENVER QUARTERLY. At

the moment the only unpublished poem I have is

the one I™m enclosing. You're welcome to that.

With best wishes on your editorship,




4/15/83

Dear Eric Gould:
I have mads a slight change in
1 WAS LISTENING TO JERN REDPATH and am enclosing
the revised version. Also another poem.
Do you have an issue of the Denver (Quarterly

coming out before the November 2ll-poetry issue

in which you'd like to have a bit of prose from
me? It would be partwhf my COLLECTED PROSE

(aphoristic) which is being published by the

University of Maine/ National Poetry Foundation
and is scheduled to be out M this November for
my birthday.

Cordially,




4/20/83

Dear Eric Gould:
Would you mind letting me know

right away if you'd like to use the enclosed two

poemg along with the two you have? These are poems
which CONJUNCTIONS was holding for publicatien and
will uses if you do not.

Fest,




4/28/83

Dear Eric:

Before I send vou the prose, I want to

make sure you understand that by the first issue
in 1984 it will already be in my COLLECTED PROSE,

which is supposed to be out by November fth. You'd

be reprinting it, therefore, and would have to

give credit to the publisher,

Best,




9 Feb. 1986

Dear Liza Bernstein:

I'm sorry 1 have nc new
work to send yoMWsand I am soc behind on chores
and unfinised projects that I can't even

answer your questionnaire.(incidentally, you

will not get an honest anseer to guestion 5).

If I ever get out of this backlog, I'll keep
RINBER FIVE FINGERS POETRY in mind.

Best wishes,




0. 0et. 1985

Dear Mr, Tejada:

The enclosed is the only poem
I have now that has not been published in
this country.

With best wishes on your issue,




T March 1984

Dear Peter Craven and Michael Heyward:

Thank you for ypur joint
invitation and the enclosures., It's heart-warming to see the excellence
‘in ERXRXX SCRIPTI. Unforturnately I don't have any unpublished work at
the moment. However if you wouldn't mind using poems that have
appeared in magazines but not books, I could send you a group. Or
better yet, if you wouldn't mind using things from booMs, I could make

up a probably more interesting group. Whichever.

From reading SCRIPSI I get the notion that you might also be

interested in an essay on my work, and/or an interview. On the first,
there are two possibilities: one is to use an essay by Michael Heller
which will be one ® part of his forthcoming book, CONVICTION'S NET OF
BRANCHES: Essays on the Objectivist Poets and their Poetry (Southern
Illinois University Press, Jan. 1985), and the other is to use the
Postscript, a 19 page essay which Burton Hatlen, the editor of XZXKBEXRXEB
SAGETRIEB, wrote for my COLLECTED PROSE, which has just been issued by
The National Poetry Foundztien at the University of Maine. Both are
first-class. If you want to pursue this, you can reach Michael Heller
at P.0. Box 981, Stuyvessnt Station, New York, N.Y, 10009 and Burton
Hatlen at SAGETRIEB, The Ntional Poetry Foundation, 305 English-Math
Bldg., University of Maine, Orono, Maine 04469,

As for an interview, it might be fun to have /ask George Evans
and/or August Klienzashler to conduct one with me. See if they can

stump me.

With best wishes,

Carl Rakosi

128 1rving St.
San Francisco, CA 94122




8 Aug. 1984

Dear Michael and Peter:
(hope you don't mind the
familiarity. Just too awkward to use all those

names in a salutation).

SCripsi 4/2 is full ofinteresting things.

It's a pleasure tp see how much you are able to
do. '

George Evans has just written a solid and
very perceptive review of my COLLECTED PROSE,
which I imagine he'll be sending along for
Scripsi. This, together with the twelve Medita-
tions, which I am enclosing, will be a better
introduction to my work to those in Australia
who don't know it than a group of new, unpublished
poems would be.

The interview is coming along.

Cordially,




20 Det. 1984

Dear Michael and Peter:
Here's to the next SCRIPSI then!

You're undoubtedly right in wanting an introduction of some kind
toXR¥ Oppen to go along with my piece, and I have just the right one
for you, I think., It was written by Jack Marshall shortly after
Oppen's death for Poetry Flash, a local calendar of poetry events
in the Bay Area. It's an astute, carefully thought-out analysis, the

best thing on Oppen, in fact, that I've seen. Why don't you ask to see
it for SCRIPSI? Tell him I suggested it. His address is 1056 Treat Kxex

Avenue, San Francisco, CA.

Very best,




w’”ﬂ
Dear Michael and Peter:

Michael's essay on Oppen is quite adequate

28 Nov. 1984

as an introduction. It is both true and fair. I doubt whether you'll
need Jack Marshall's article too.

One small correction: Zukofsky was, as you say, "a guiding light"

to Oppen, who was five years = younger and just beginning to write when

he met LZ, but he was not that to Reznikoff and me. We were already
established and were not influenced by him. His relationship to us was

that of discriminating cxtitic and appreciative reader.

All the best,




o

Dear Peter and Michael:

Bad News. I did not anticipate that Mary
Oppen and George's sister, June, would feel deeply pained and
agitated by my piece on Oppen, but they do. We must not publish it,
therefore.

You might still want photographs to go with your piece on Oppen,

thexefmxe however. In that case, write to her. Her address is:
968 Tulare Street, % Albany, California 94716.

Sorry about this last-minute foul up.




o J 20 Feb. 1985

Dear Peter and Michael%VK(

How very understanding your letter was! But
the situation is guite otherwise. Far from Blaming myself, 1 feel
outraged. Mary Oppen's furious objections were due not to grief....
not at all...but to fear that my piece would tarnish George's image,
and she scolded me amgxxky in a rage like a self=-righteous school
teacher for being insensitive, et al. So you see the ladies don't
need comforting, any more than Margaret Thatcher does, and I have

no stomach for doing another piece on George. The best thing I can

do is forget the whole thing. But I'm not going to forget your

L

very understanding letter.




3 August 1984

Dear Ms Cornwell-Robinson:
You are welcome to

reprint my poem, The Experiment with a Rat. That

comes from my book ERE=VOICE, published by New

Directions. They are not my publisher any longer,

however, so you need not get reprint permission
from them,

I am enclosing two other poems about animals
which may be equally suitable, perhaps more so,
for your anthology pf contemporary poems about
animals. JTo a Lollie Pup comes from AMULET, also
published by New Directions; and Ginger comes from
SPIRITUS, I, published last year in England.

When you have found a publisher, I assume
you will let me know what the finmancial arrangements
will be.

With best wishes,
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Carl Rakosi

128 Irving Street, San Francisco, California 94122
22 June 1984

Dear Ms Rose:

You have my permission to reprint
my poem, The Experiment with a Rat, in the revised
book, ENGLISH, WRITING AND SKILLS. I would appre-

ciate knowing what the payment will be.

Sincerely,
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Dear Kathryn Anderson:
I am writing you at the

suggestion of David Wilk to ask whether W.W.
Norton might be interested in publishing my
COLLECTED POEMS, a compilation from previous
volumes: AMULET (New Directions, 1967); ERE-
VOICE (New Directions, 1971); EX CRANIUM, NIGHT
(Black Sparrow, 1975); DROLES DE JOURNAL (Tooth-
naste Press, 1981); HISTORY (Dasis press, 1981,
London); and SPIRITUS, 1 (Pig Press, 1983, Durham,
England). The manuscript of the book comes to
some 400 pages.

The National Poetry Foundation at the
University of Maine is interested in doing
it (they have just published my COLLECTED PROSE)
but they are inexperienced in distribution and
access to reviews, and if Norton were interested,

I would prefer to have them do it.

Sincerely,

Carl Rekosi




Dear Mr. Simmons:

Thank you for sending me a cooy of

Michael Heller's book on the Objectivists. You can
quote me en it as follows: "Accurate, illuminating,
scale and proportions just right. You can take my word

for it as an DObjectivist."

Sincerely,

Carl Rakosi




Carl Rakosi 128 Irving Street San Francisco, CA 94122
9/5/82

Dear Mr. Green:
It occurs to me thet I neglected to respond to one point
in your last letter, that I might be interested in having someone write

about me. Yes, I would. I have in mind two possibilities in England:

Andrew Exmzieex Crozier at the University of Sussex, who is at the
moment writing a piece on me for the DICTIONARY OF LITERARY BIOGRAPHY,
and Eric Mottram at the Univessity of London; and three possibilities

in thp U.S., all people who have already written about my wx work:
|
i

Martin J. Rosenblum at the Un|

Michael Heller at New York Uniiversity, and Paul Auster.

jiversity of Wisconsin in Milwaukee,

How long an BSSay—pamphlet do you have in mlnd?
/' With regard to an original contribution byA parhaps we should wait
until you know know how much of a grant you'll be getting this year and
how much you'll be able to ﬁublish for sure. I wouldn't want my mss

tied up for # ¥ any lengthJﬁf time on an uncertainty.

With best wishes,

Carl Rakosi




9/27/82

Dear Jim Green:
1 suggest a five year lease for the British and Common=-

wealth markets and to leave the other open for the time being. The

Collected Prose is not quite collected, as I'm still working on one

section, but 1'11 send it to you as soon as a part of the new section
is finished.

I've forgotten which poem I sent you for the poem-card. If it's
the one beginning, "One time in Boot Hollow" please substitute the
following version:

AMERICANA
One time in Boot Hollow
Little Ab Yancey
challenged foggy Dell
and his companions
Homer Bullteeter
and Slappy Henstep.
Crowing like cocks
they accepted the challenge
and flbppedptbhese Wwings flapped their wings.
Then up rose Ab
and neighed like a horse,
crying, "I'm the yellow
flower of the forest,
all brimstone
but the head
and that's aquafortis"
and rode them
down like lightning
through a crab-

apple orchard

and rose to

Chairman of the Board.




Dear James Green:

Herewith is the COLLECTED PROSE,
nat’ quite complete, as I'm still working on a few
other sections in Scenes from My Life, but it will

do for the time being. If I counted right, it somes

to 94'peges.

Please acknowledge receipt, so I don't have

to worry about it.

Cordially,




Dec. 14, 1982

Dear Mr. Green:

I've written a Foreword and some
additional pieces for my COLLECTED PROSE. The short
pieces go into the section, EX CRANIUM, THE POET,
and An Incideet in the Life of Louis Zukofsky follows
DAY BOOK. These pieces incorporate parts of A NOTE
ON THE OBJECTIVISTS and make the rest of that piece
unnecessary, so will you please delete A NOTE ON THE

DBJECTIVISTS and destroy it?
Incidentally, the book will have an American
publisher, so if you're 1ntarasted in tak;ng on
tv‘\:;t&zg“:[ ‘p b{l‘-‘p ‘o0 rsel ‘F
European rights and 301n1 in the rln =TUD » write
Carroll F, Terrell, PAIDEUMA, University of “alne
at Orono, Orono, Maine, 04469, I don't know, of

course, what Mr. Terrell will think of this.

Season's greetings,




6/17/80

Dear Mr, McClung:

I know that the University of California Press publishes
very few books of poetry, but its recent publication of Zukofsky's A prompts
me to inquire whether it might be interested in bringing out my COLLECTED
POEMS as a companion piece, in view of our close association as fellow
Objectivists,

This association began in the February, 1931 issue of
Poetry, which he edited, where my poems led off this Objectivist number, and
continued in THE OBJECTIVISTS ANTHOLOGY, where he referred to me as "the
aristocrat of this section devoted to what I prefer to go by the tag of the
epic." We also corresponded at some length and during the five years [ worked
in New York were in constant contact with each other. In a letter dated
2/13/42 he wrote, "Rakosi's book is out at last and he's one of the few poets
alive I give a damn about."

For your infermation, here's a gquick run-down of my publi-
cations, My poems first appeared in Ezra Pound's THE EXILE, and in THE LITTLE
REVIEW, where Joyce's ULYSSES and the early work of Pound, Eliot, Hemingway
and Wyndham Lewis was first published. Then came my first book, TWO POEMS
(The Modern Editions Press), and subsequently, SELECTED PDEMS (New Directions,
1941), AMULET,(New Directions, 1967), ERE-VOICE (New Directions, 1971),

EX CRANIUM, NIGHT (Black Sparrow Press, 1975), and MY EXPERIENCES IN PARNASSUS,
Black Sparrow Press, 1977). Al new collection of poems is ready for publication.
In addition, a critical study of my work by Dr., Martin Rosenblum is soon to
appear in the Twayne series on American writers., 0f some relevance also,
perhaps, is the fact that I have received three National Endowment for the

Arts Awards, have lectured =dd given readings at over twenty universities

here and abroad, including Cambridge University, University of Antwerp,

University of London, and at the Library of Congress, the 92nd St. YM=YWHA

in New York, and before the members of the PEN club in Budapest; and that

my. work has been translated into French, German and Dutch.

If my books are not readily available to you and you'd like
to peruse them to see if thely would be suitable for the University of California
Press, please let me know and I1'l1l send them to vou.

Sincerely,




May 7, 1981

Dear Ms Schwartz:

First, the addresses you asked for. The last address
I had for Frederick Whomas Sharp is 911 Arnold Way, Menlo Park, CA 94025
(phone 415-329-0988), but he moves around a bit and you may have to reach

him at Stanford University, Department of English. The title of his
dissertation there is "OBJECTIVISTS" OF THE EARLY THIRTIES: A CRITICAL
HISTORY OF THE WORK AND ASSOCIATION OF LOUIS ZUKOFSKY, WILLIAM CARLOS
WILLTAMS, CHARLES REZNIKDFF, CARL RAKOSI, EZRA POUND AND GEORGE DPPEN.
Martin J. Rosenblum's address is 2521 East Stratford Court, Shorewood,
Bisconsin 53211.

I was mistaken about Rosenblum's dissertation. It has
lots of bibliographical references but no complete bibliography. 1 have,
therefore, brought the one 1 have up to date for you. Hence tha delay.
Could you have it copied at the office there and return it quickly. The

dissertation you are welcome to read at your leisure.

Cordially,




have over the years had

iaries or journals) but these

]

libraries or about to be there and

ger have =access to them to send you for

isideration. There have, however, been sz

interviews, and I am in the process of

iting my autobiography. Perhaps something

could come of that?

Cordially,




Dear Chris Bristow:

Thank you for your invi=
tation to resd =t Chico State. At the moment,
May 15th is open for me and I would be glad
to do it 2t that time.

I must tell you, however, that my fee

for a2n out=-pf=town reading in the last few years

has veried from $200mto $500. Would it be possible

for the University to come up with the minimum

in this range?

With best wishes,




17 Jan. 19B6

Dear Chris Bristow:
0K, 1'11 be there, May 15th.
Exactly where and at what time of the day will
the reading be? I assume there'll be a reading
stand and a good mike available.
My social security number is 477-34-1002A.
Glad you could come up with the extra

amount.

Cordially,




9 April 1986

Dear Chris Bristow:

Thanks for sending me
time and place of my May reading. In case
have some last minute message on May 14th
on the day of the reading, you'll be able
reach me at the home of Dr. George Rawley
Chico, 343=9547.

Although the room and the audience will
be small, I still would like a mike, not so

much in order to be heard but to give my voice

enough backing to reassure me that it's not

going to thin out.

With best wishes,




B 8 CARL RAKOSI
128 Irving Street, San Francisco, California 94122
12 Bebi g8

Dear Ms Bourdette:

You have my permission to
reprint my poem, THE EXPERIMENT WITH A RAT in
your revised ENGLISH: WRITING AND SKILLS-
FOURTH COURSE, including transcription inte braille
and large type. The fee as before will be £100.

Sincerely,

(/M/w "’""Z

Carl Rakosi




sde is a poem of
se.

ssiduous means
iligent.”

Long lines of poetry tend to give a flowing, melodic effect. The
following section of a poem by Diane Wakoski uses long lines to
create the effect of someone so enthusiastic about the subject that she 3

goes on and on, flooding the reader with images.

[from] Ode to a Lebanese Crock of Olives'
for Walter's Aunt Libby’s diligence
in making olives
As some women love jewels
and drape themselves with ropes of pearls, stud their ears
with diamonds, band themselves with heavy gold,
have emeralds on their fingers or
opals on white bosoms,
| live with the still life
of grapes whose skins frost over with the sugar forming inside,
hard apples, and delicate pears;
cheeses,
from the sharp fontina, to icy bleu,
the aromatic chevres, boursault, boursin, a litany of
thick bread, dark wines,
pasta with garlic,
soups full of potato and onion;
and butter and cream,
like the skins of beautiful women, are on my sideboard.

—Diane Wakoski

The preceding poem uses long lines to convey an overflow of §
praise for its subject. What other subjects would fit into long lines of ;
poetry? 1
The following poem by Carl Rakosi uses a different effect. 3
Instead of varying the length of the lines, the poet separates somej
words from the others. As you read this poem aloud, pause before 38
you read the words that have been set off. 1

[from] The Experiment with a Rat?

Every time | nudge that spring
a bell rings
and a man walks out of a cage
assiduous and sharp like one of us
and brings me cheese.
How did he fall
into my power?

—Carl Rakosi

From “Ode to a Lebanese Crock of Olives” in Waiting for the King of Spain by Diane Wakoski, Black,

Sparrow Press, 1976. Reprinted by permission of the author.

2“The Experiment with a Rat” by Carl Rakosi from ERE-Voice, New Directions, 1971. Reprinted b
permission of Carl Rékosi. .




Carl Rakosi 126 Ixving Street San Francisceo, CA 954122
22 Feb, 1988

Dear lan Hamiltoni

On the chanece that you know my work, I am
writing to inquire whether you think The London Review might be
interested in reviewing my two recent books, COLLECTED PODEMS and
COLLECTED PROSE, published by The National Poetry Foundation at
The University of Maine.

As you may know, I'm the last of the Objectivists, Now that
my work has been collected, it occurs to me that it might be a
good time for someone to analyze it for British readers and relate
it %o the work of the other Objectivists, Zukofsky, Oppen, Reznikoff
and Niedecker, in some kind of a historical, critical overview,

If you think there would be any point in sending you the books
for such a perusal, or any other, please let me know to whom review
copies should be sent.

Sincerely,




DISTINGUISHED POET CARL RAKOSI WAS ONE OF
THE “‘OBJECTIVIST’ POETS OF THE 1930S WHO
STOPPED WRITING FOR TWO DECADES TOBECOME A
PSYCHIATRIC SOCIAL WORKER. SINCE RESUMING
WRITING IN THE MID-1960S, HE HAS COMPLETED
THREE BOOKS AND WILL SOON EMBARK ON A
LECTURE TOUR. THE PROGRAM WILL BEGIN AT 8
P.M. IN HUMANITIES ROOM 203. ADMISSION IS FREE
AND THE PUBLIC IS INVITED.




cMINNESOTA “WRITERS’

“FESTIVAL

featuring

“Robert“Bly” c/WMeridel ‘LeSueur Thomas cMcGrath

“Frederick_ SManfred Carl ‘Rakosi

Kate Basham

Carol Bly

Michael Dennis Browne
Emilio DeGrazia
William Elliot

John Engman

Kate Green
Keith Gunderson

Pat Hampl
Phebe Hanson
Margaret Hasse
Susan Hauser

Bill Holm FOR INFORMATION PLEASE WRITE
Lou Jenkins

Mary Karr Philip Dacey

Michael Kincaid Literature, Language & Philosophy Dept
Wendy Knox Southwest State University

Spitialen Martini Marshall, Minnesota 56258

John Minceski
Jim Moore
Joe Paddock
Nancy Paddock
John Rezmerski
Barton Sutter
Cary Waterman
Charles Waterman
plus many others

April 24 =28

“Southwest “State “University”




Dear Mr. Perkins:

If you have to pay for it

out of your own pocket, forget it. No fee.

Best wishes,




Dear Mr. Brawner:

I do control the rights to
my poems, Extracts From A Private Life and
The 0ld Man's Hornpipe and am willing tn have
Professor Perkins quote them in his A Histary
0f Modern Poetry, including future editions,

translations, and none-profit special editions

for the vidgsally impaired. He may alsoc have

non=exclusive world rights.
As i'm unfamiliar with Professor Perkins!
ame, would you kindly tell me where he teaches?
Also, what Harvard University Press will be

paying the authors of quotations.

Sincerely,
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Dear Sam: )L

Thank you for your PATHWAYS TO THE
HUMANITIES. Its cogency, logic, rich references,
and good writing are very impressive. I'm
delighted. 1 get the impression that others have
included the humanities in their professional
view but that you are more or less alone in
giving it such a large place in the curriculum,

Thanks too for the Commentary article on
Ginsberg. When we see you next, I1'1l1l tell you
what I think about it.

All the best to you and Evelyn for the next

year and all the years to come.

Love,




The Living Writers Series Presents

-Major American Poet -

CARL RAKOSI

Reading from his own work
& the work of other Objectivist Poets

Poetry

Its nature is to look
both absolute and mortal,
as if a boy had passed through
or the imprint of his foot
had been preserved
unchanged under the ash of Herculaneum.

- Carl Rakosi

7:00 p.m. Friday, May 8
The Back Door

(Aztec Center, San Diego State University)

Free Admission All Welcome
For more information call 265-5443




DEPARTMENT OF ENGLISH AND
COMPARATIVE LITERATURE THE LIVING WRITERS SERIES PRESENTS CARL RAKOSI

COLLEGE OF ARTS AND LETTERS
SAN DIEGO STATE UNIVERSITY
SAN DIEGO CA 92182

(619) 265-5443

SIMPLICITY

O rare circle,

you are not in favor now.

Not much is written about you.
Perhaps net much is known about you.
But when I hear this,

"I am just a widow woman.

What do I know?"

and when I see the father of many children
hurrying to the polls in Saigon
to pick the candidate whose symbol is the plow

and when I hear an eighteen year old tell the judge
"So here is Tom Rodd.
I wanted to go to Selma
and Montgomery but I didn't.
I wanted to go to Washington and confront the President
but "1 didn't.
But this war is too much for me to say I didn't.
So I'm prepared to go to jail.
I have no beef against this court.
I drink beer and I play the banjo."

O rare simplicity,
when I hear this,
I know I am in your honest presence.

—Carl Rakosi

CARL RAKOSI, the major Objectivist poet, will read from his work &
the work of the other Objectivists (Louis Zukofsky, George Oppen,
Charles Reznikoff & others) this coming Friday evening at 7 pm at
Aztec Center's The Back Door. One of America's significant poets,
Rakosi is a splendid model of an anti-formalist whose work is at

once complex & accessible—- a poetry full of humour, high spirits,
intelligence & social consciousness. For anyone interested in the
development of contemporary American poetry & the work of its current
masters, this reading should prove an exciting event. It will be,

as well, the final event of the Spring '87 Living Writers Series.

Please urge your students & friends to attend this event.

CARL RAKOSI AT THE BACK DOOR... FRIDAY, MAY 8, 7PM
free & open to the public information 265-5443

THE CALIFORNIA STATE UNIVERSITY




The Poetry Center

at The School of the Art
Institute of Chicago
Columbus Drive and Jackson Boulevard

Friday, October 12, 8:00pm
Gerald Stern

A celebrant of Jewish mysticism and nature, Gerald Stern is a Lamont Poetry
Selection winner and author of several volumes including Lucky Life, The Red
Coal, and Paradise Poems.

Friday, November 30, 8:00pm

Paul Carroll/Alice Notley

Chicago poet and former editor of Big Table, Paul Carroll is the author of Odes,
The Luke Poems, and New and Selected Poems. Alice Notley, author of How
Spring Comes and Phoebe Light, among others, was a 1983 winner of the
prestigious G.E. Award for Younger Writers.

Tuesday, December 4, 8:00pm

Elizabeth Hardwick

Distinguished critic, novelist, and lecturer, Elizabeth Hardwick is a founder and
advisory editor of The New York Review of Books. Her most recent book is
Bartleby in Manhattan and Other Essays.

Friday, February 8, 8:00pm

Ted Kooser/A.K. Ramanujan

Ted Kooser's Sure Signs: New and Selected Poems was praised by Karl
Shapiro as “a lasting work, comparable to Frost in his richest vein.” A MacArthur
Prize Fellowship recipient in 1983, A.K. Ramanujan is author of four books of
poems in English, and several volumes in translation from two Indian
languages.

th Season
1984-85

Friday, March 15, 8:00pm

Joe Brainard/Paul Violi

Joe Brainard, the noted artist, will read from his poetry and prose, including the
legendary / Remember. Paul Violi, a 1980 NEA Fellow, is author of the well-
received book of poems, Splurge, as well as Harmatan and Battic Circles.

Wednesday, April 17, 8:00pm
Annual Benefit for the Poetry Center

James Merrill

Winner of the National Book Award, Pulitzer Prize and the Bollingen Prize,
James Merrill is author of many books of poetry, two novels and several plays.
;iéss 2mast recent book, The Changing Light at Sandover, was published in

Friday, May 10, 8:00 pm

Carl Rakosi

First published in the 1920’s by Ezra Pound in The Exile, Rakosi's poetry also
appears in the famous 1931 “Objectivist” issue of Poetry magazine. He reads
from his many books in this rare Chicago appearance.

The above events are supported in part by a grant from the lllinois Arts Council,
a state agency.




The Poetry Center at the School of the
Art Institute of Chicago

Columbus Drive and Jackson Boulevard
Chicago, lllinois 60603
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Dear Jack:

Now that you've published Niedecker's selected poems, I wonder
if you'd be interested in doing mine. The situation is this. All of my
bookSe.«s AMULET, ERE~VDICE, AKB EX CRANIUM, NIGHT....have gone out of
print. The one exception is the little Toothpaste chapboold, DROLES DE
JOURNAL, which should also be running out soon, Last year the Netional
Poetry Foundation published my COLLECTED PROSE and this fall they're
bringing out my COLLECTED POEMS, some 430 pages in length.

Because of its size and cost, and also, I'm afraid, because Terrell
gt the Nationel Poetry Foundation simply doesn't have the set-up or the
connections or the know=how (or is it interest?) to market the NPF books
in bookstores, I em certesin that my COLLECTED POEMS will wind up nowhere
but in university libraries and that so far as individual buyers of poetry
are concerned, it will be, in effect, a2s if my poetry had disesppeared.
There is, therefore, it seems to me, both a market and a literary need

for some of my poetry to be svailsble in bookstores. What I had in mind

was a book of asbout 150 pages. If you're interested, cell me (566-3425)

and we'll go on from there.
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13 July 1987

Dear Lave Woods:

Following Barbara Bawley's phone contact with you, I've
written my jpublisher, The National Poetry Foundation, to send you a review
copy of my COLLECTED POEMS, However, since the NPF is connected with the
University of Maine, the personnel at the NPF office might be away on vaca=-
tion, so if you don't get a review copy of the book in the next few weeks,
please let me know and 1'l1l send you an extra copy that I have at home,

I"m enclosing a few reviews that have already appeared. Although I've
been /living in San Francisco in recent years, I'm espentaally a Minneapolitan
sssylived there from 1945 to 1978 (and would still be living there if it

we#é not for the winters) and my daughter and her family and many old friends

8till live there; I've given readings at Walker and the U and at colleges
/throughout Minnesota, and after John Berryman's suicide, ! took over for a
at the U

‘%ime his SBmlﬂBIADH the American character,...s8t al, Because of this connec=

tion, perhaps a review might have special interest for readers,

With best wishes,

Carl Rakosi




Your warm, enthusiastic letter
Thank you.
m reluctant to read the work
unknown to me because it entails
respond with an opinion that may have
le and then I'11 be stuck with

how to respond without hurting the person's
P G j

feelings. It was no differentw when your batch

of poems dropped out of your packet and I was
trying e igure out what to do. Then 1 began
to read IN WINTER, The second stanza began to
be interesting and by the third stanza 1 was
caught by the strength of your imaginative
build=up in "as Mercator......" and 1 continued
to be held to the end., Then in quick glances

at the other poems 1 saw both a careful crafts-

man and a solid intellect at work. Welcome

aboard! %
A );EGV¢5éV¢LV
L& j




Mazrch 21, 1983

Dear Margot:

I wanted to call you on Sunday but founc
there was no phone listed under Margot Latimer,
Apparently it's under your marrisd name, which I
don't have. I just wanted to know how things were
going with you. Did you know Blanche Matthias passed
away? In view of your tight firnances, I do hope she

left you something.

My piece on Margery is now %*xk with my publisher
and will be & part of my COLLECTED PROSE, due some
time in November (for my birthday). It's about the

same length as what I sent you but with some deletions
and additions and some tightening up, necessary
because the original piece was intended only to give
you and Nancy Loughridge informatiorn, not for publi-
cation.

I'm going to be visiting my daughter in Minnea-
polis between June Sth and June 19th. Any chance of
you being there at the same time to visit your
cousin?

It's obvious we're not going to have a corres-
pondence but if you'd like me to call you from time

to time, send me your phone number.

All the best,

P.S. Did you get AMULET?




1/28/82

Dsaf Margot:

Although your mother wes hesrt and soul into writing, she would
have attached equal value to the work you're doing. I krow that from her
big-eyed wonder asnd excitement when she heard Xk about my first job at Family
Service Society in Clevelsnd. So it would not be stretching things to imagine

n your work)

her lookirg down benignly, like & guardian sngel, with her grest smile. There

is another thing that ! know she would be besming at, that we heve found each
other!
me o

ol
& €1 =g

Lovely to have Michelle's and Philip's pictures.ps ”Stba‘“tf?”?ﬂt;
& Yives

Michelle, as you say, "loathes" hers: it's quite studied.

I can suspect why
But thers's a mystery in that pose that caeptures my interest, anc for =
moment her mouth and wide-open eyes remind me slightly of Margery.

I1'm enclosing AMULET, %khax the book that's closest chronoleogically to
Margery. It's that phase of my work that she would have known, and known me
by; When you've had a chance to sperd some time with it and would like another,
laf me know and I'l1 send you the next later book. And so on.

My reason for needing to read THIS 1S MY BODY quickly is curious and
unexpected. My book of collected prose is being published next year in both
this country and England. A section of it is called Sceres from My Life, and
for that I need to know egain how Margery perceived me, and that's in her
novel. So if you could do something to get it back from your friend right
away, Iw would appreciate it. I have a deadline. My memoir of Margery will
be & part of that book.

Which reminds me. Nancy writes despairingly that you won't reply to her
letters and has, therefore, ssked mz to ask you to write the feminist Press,
if you have not already done sn, to iequsst them ta use my memoir. 1f she
makes the request, she thinks it will put her into too weak a positien. She's
probably right. Will you do it? I wouldn't want anything to stand in the way
of their publishing Margery's stories. Don't worry about Nancy's psychological
misinterpretations, 1 can correct them,.

One other thing. I've been reading Margery's letters to Blanche. They're
high quality.....maybe the best things she's ever done, But there are not
enough of them for a book. I need more, especiaslly her letters to MeridelZ?,
Are they in your father's mss. collection of her l=tters?

Affectionately,




8.9.82
Dear Margot Latimer:

1 have no doubt that you've
been waiting eagerly for my written recollections
of your mother. I'm sorry, therefore, that it's
takern so long, but there were long breaks when I
couldn't work on it. Needless to say, when I was
writing i{, 1 had you in mind, 'even more than
Nancy Loﬁghridge....ycu, Margery's mystery child,
whom I ﬁever say, whom I wondered about, time after
time:‘ﬁhat were you like? where were you? Did you
need;ényone*s help? Was there some way I and Kaxgex
Mapgéry's other friends could help you? Not
kndwing your father, however, or where he was,
t%é:e was nowhere 1 could take my concerns. Now
"that I've found you, ! hope you will sstisfy my
grest interest in you by telling me about your
Life, particularly your adult life. I'm interested
an everything that's happened to you, big and
‘small.

: Any chance of your coming teo S5an Francisco
| some time fto visit us?
; All the best to you,

’l.‘




20 Jan. 1986

Dear Margot:
I was delighted to get your season's
greetings. I hope 1986 brings all the best to
you and the children,
Yes, of course I have seen the new Guardian
Angel, I sent for it as soon as 1 learned that

it was out,and was delighted at its physical

appearance (more attractive than anything Margery

was able to have during her lifetime), And the
Feminist imprimatur will brings her readers which
she wouldn't have otherwise. Although Margery
was too absorbed with other things to have thought
in feminist terms, she was slways searching herx
own nature, which was intensely feminine, and
in that sense could be regarded as an early
feminist, wa¥K worth looking into by the present
generation. The three pieces at the end of the
book did my heart good. What remains now is for
Nancy Loughridge to complete her biography. 1
hope you will cooperate and that she hasn't lost
interest in doing it.

Again all the best,




23 Jan, 1986

Dear Margot:

When I wrote you my reaction to GUARDIAN ANGEL, I had not yet
read the three Afterwords, Having ik read them now, I must say that 1 find
the pieces by Meridel LeSueur and Louis Kampf quite distorting. Of course
anything that brings Margery's work to public xakxes attention and respect
is to the good, and it is understandable that Meridel would think it nece=~
ssary to locate Margery in the feminist mould in order to persuade the
Feminist Press to print her, but she goes much too far. She is of course
warm and affectionate in her wem recollection of Margery, but there too
she gets lost in a mushy mystique. Pretty soupy stuff. The point is that
Margery was a pure individualist first, last and always, and was against
all moulds, even the feminine., That was one of her unmistakable traits
and one which set her apart from others.

On the other hand, Louis Kampf, a well=known Marxist in the Modern
Language Association, puts Margery into his camp, According to him what
Margery was doing, by means of her sharp observation and artistry, was to
reveal the desperate nature and unhappiness of people in small towns, which
is to be expected under Capitalism,., Another mould,not to be beligved of
the real Margery. The fact is that her work was nearly always autobio=-

graphical, and the unhappiness and boredom of her characters are nots socidl

observation for the purpose of revealing the consequences of Capitalist

society but projections of her own unhappiness and b desperation and bore-
dom in Portage. Of course readers are free to project any interpretation
they need to make on a piece of writing, but this one is simply out of
character for Margery.

That leaves Nancy's biographical note. I found it to the point and
believable.

Anyhow, you asked. Now let me know what you think,.

Best,




1/4/82

Dear Nancy Loughridge:
1 was overjoyed to learn thet you intended to do

a piece,on Margery Latimer. Nothing could be more overdue. I'd better
write out my recollections of her, and that will take a bit of time, but
in the meantime 1 can dispose of a few other things. Leon Herald, whom
I1'11 bring into my recollections, passed away a few years ago. So did
Horace Gregory, who was on campus at the University of Wisconsin at the
same time as Margery; but his widow, Marya Zaturenska, who was also there,
may still be around. Her last address was Palisades, Rockland County,
New York 10964.

Alas, 1 don'trﬁﬁg:dﬁﬁat poem I promised tec send Margery on the birth
of the new bsby nor what became of it. Nor do I know the whereabouts of

Lula Vollwmer, whom Mrgery mentioned from time to time but whom 1 did not

know, nor Harold Hartley and Perry Goldman, whose names do not strike a
bell with me.

I should add that some of Margery's letters to me are, if 1'm not

mistaken, in the University of Texas library ir Austen, along with corres-
pondence from Fearing and Louis Zukofsky to me. I don't know how they'd

be catazlegued there, possibly under my name or Zukofsky's or all four.
Which leads me to ask whether there ie a group of my letters to Margery
at Fisk, since you speak of "a last letter" from me, and whether there is
any way to read these other than at Fisk itself. ! didn't realize that
Margery had kept my letters and that they might still be around.

1'11 send Margot a copy of my recollections when they're done (your
typescript doesn't make clesr whether she's now 40 or 49; which is G2 o 9 8
but in the meantime, would you mind sending me the addresses of Blanche
Mathias and Meridel Le Sueur, and telling me something about yourself and

how | you happened to get on %m Max the trail of Margery?

With best wishes,




8/23/82

Dear Nancy:

No, I didn't know that the Feminist Press was considering
reprinting Margery's stories. Did Meridel have something to do with that?
The reason I ask is because she's become a great mother-figure for young
feminists (no one deserves it more) and told me a2 few years ago with great
assurance, which I longed to share but could not, that someday Margery's
work would be reprinted and appreciated. The day that happens, I'm going
to celebreate.

1'm a little bewildered and touched by your offer to substitute my
piece for yours. Of course my heart tells me that it belongs with Margery's
work but would the Press go for that? Furthermore, perhaps it should be an
introduction, not a postscript, and you should write a postscript of a
different sort, based on research, analysis, etc. eand on what other friends
and relatives have told you which are not in my account or differ from it.
In any case, I wouldn't want the Press to brush you aside, no, no.

I welcome questions. It might help me to fill out the memoir. Incidentally,
your "take" on Margery as having a Blakean innpcence answers a question I
had about her work, of which I now have only a wisp of a memory, and that
is, how expressive of her was it? Apparently that side of her came through.

Margot called me last Sunday and we had a great talk. She had = had a
dream the night before she received the wmEakx mm memoir in which, emidst

much sturm und drang, & voice, or whatever, let her know that I had decided

for some reason or other not to do it. The next morning, after breakfast,

her son (7) brought in the mail, and there it was. She burst out crying.
Would you believe that Margery's niece lives only seven blocks from where

we used to live in Minneapolis? What a shame that we didn't know!

Cordielly,




CARL RAKDSI 128 Irving Street San Francisco 94122
9/23/82
Dear Nancy:
The mystery deepens, not surprisingly. I am afrasid that your
interpretation of Margery's mother goes murk keysme too far beyond the
evidence. Why do we have to pretend we know when we don't? We can't even

make an educated guess, there's so little to go on. I sssume you have

evidence for saying that she viewed her husband with contempt and treated
; and can't gudge
her daughter Rachel abominably,., I don't know about that/but those are strong

words that would need to be supported by an unbiassed source. In any event,
if the evidence is Margery's letters to her mother and what I know about
Margery and Zukofsky's one-time observation of the mother, then all wer can
safely say is that the mother was a dominating, unyielding force derogating,
undercutting and probably subtly sabotaging Margery, from which I conclude
(as 2 clinician) that Margery may have been an unwanted child and that the
mother protected herself against feelings of guilt over this by evading the
whole issue of mother love and putting the relationship on the basis of
mother-approval and disapproval, convincing herself that this was what a
mother was supposed to do. This gave her tremendous padwer over Margery
without needing to be confronted by her own basic deficiency. On this basis
her disaspprovals were much more frequent and felt much more deeply by Margery
than her approvals because they were triggered and motivated by the mother's
affectional rejection, the tone and coloration of which would permeated the
disapprovals.

If we follow this scenario, which unfortuately is all too familiar
in the human family and accounts for a large proportion of the neurosis in
the population, much of Margery's behavior falls into place and becomes
understandable, It would go like this, Margery realizes at an early age that
she can't bet true mother-love and full acceptance from her mother and that
the acceptance is going to be partial and impermanent, depending on her mother's
approval and cut off without notice if her mother is not in the mood for it,
This substitution of approval for love is & very bitter pill but swallow it
she must. After that it's a matter of trying to live unscathed in a relation=-
ship in which all power is xmvested in the mother to dispense or withhold
the necessary approval,

The matter is even worse., ThHe dispensing and withholding of approval

is a powerful instrument for making a child comply and be what pleases the
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mother, and this mother, who is nothing if not strong-minded, uses it in

a strong-minded way. Under such circumstances, a child would have to be =
"model" child, compliant and submissive in all things,in order to hope to
be able to get the mother's approval.....and then the chances are that this
mother, feeling the way she does about a child, would disapprove because
the child was compliant and submissive, for this kind of mother has to
disapprove no matter what, because approval and love go together: no love,
no approval. So it's a no-win situation for poor Margery, but she couldn't
have known that, she had to try. But even if she had known it, she couldn't
have lived with it, it was too painful to bear.

But you and I know, of course, that Margery was never compliant and
submissive, and nothing on this eart could make her be anything out of
character. So the mother is up against someone as strong=-minded and un=
yielding as she., You say you think she was manipulative. She probably was,
but no more than most parents. She didn't have to be; she had the power.
Margot remembered her as jolly, loving and happy. ! assure you she could
have been all those things....to a granddaughter, After all, she (lLaurie)
was not the one who was insecure, she was in control. She could afford to
be jolly with a granddaughter. And she could be loving, too....sure, with
a granddaughter. Why not? Rejecting mothers are often loving grandmothers.
And "happy" too. By that time in life she could have been, if not exactly
happy, as she seemed to the child Margot, at least viewing life with a
certain amount of equanimity and good nature, which might have been true
even during Margery's childhood., There is nothing incompatible between that
and her deficiencies as a mother.

Going back to Margery, the most galling thing about her relationship
to her mother must have been that she couldn't fight the thing out openly
or confront her with it. A child can't do that without risking alll all

approval and acceptance. She has to go at it in a disguised way. Afid Margery
did that. Her letters to her mother are made up of endless ccmplaipts: she's

3%55? she doesn't feel well, she's lonely, she doesn't have enough money, etc.
Always the message is, "I'm miserable, I'm:unhappy. You're the mother. I need
your help. Do something. Help me." The complaints are desperate ca;ls for
affection, in disguised form, since Margery knew perfectly well that her
mother couldn't do anything about her loneliness or her boredaom mr;her physical

ailments. And of course the mother doesn't do anything, except the|lone thing

she can do, send her a little money occasionally. It's not in her &D give the

primal affection Margery is really seeking.
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I suspect that the effect of these letters on her mother was simply to
confirm what she had come to expect of Margery, endless complaining, and that
her response was pretty much the same as when Margery complained, during the
Zukofsky visit, "Mother, this coffee looks like mud," and the mother answered,
"Well, stir the mud and drink it." In other wx words, shut up and get on
with it, and don't be such a baby....a response which, of course, was no
response to Margery's calls for help and forced her into repetitive ritual
complaining, to which the mother did not have to pay serious attention because
the complaints were so disguised.

One more thing about this scenario. On closer examination it leads, for

Margery, to a sick, subterranean agony, the agony of not being able to suppress

b,
her need for her mother's love.....no one can do that....asnd of Feelin&Ajun

the contrary, metathetize and its claims become more desperate and insistent,
and eventually unreasonable. You said in your letter that you felt that
Margery"never managed to separate herself from her mother, never cut the cord."
That wasn't quite it. What she couldn't separate from was her need for her
mother's love, and since that need went with the mother, she idid thold ohi to

the mother, but not because she wes not grown-up and couldn't take responsi-
bility for herself and do things on her own and be her own judge, etc., which
is what we ordinarily mean by "separating."

Growing up in this mother-child gestalt in which she wash fgi proved,
poor Margery deeply believed there was something wrong with her as a woman,
that she was unattractive, dressing accordingly, that her voice was wrong,
that her body was a strange, distant thing. Not so in writing, however. In
her powers as a writer and observer, 'in her prescient intuition, she had
limitless confidence. She knew she could create confidence for herself there,

The parts of this scenario hang together very well and are convincing,
but that is only because they replicate the elements of a conventional diagnosis
If you use it in your book, you would have to add a disclaimer to the effect
that we have no direct mxidmmmes evidence about the mother and that basing
a portrait of her entirely on Margery's behavior is very risky, In any case,
whatever she did to Margery that caused anguish and difficulty was not done
out of malevolence but out of her own situation and needs at the time., In
other words, we are not dealing with a monster.

Going back for a moment to Margery's exacerbated affectional needs and
expectations in a relationshipf to a man, 1 was very much aware aof ;this, ‘as
was everyone else, and remember fhinking what a great relationship it would
be if a man were up to it, if Me could just forget everything else and give

himself to it, all of himself, unplumbed depths that he was even not aware of.
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But it would mean that he'd have to be willing to let himself be enveloped
by it/her, which was the last thing Kenneth was willing to do. To bresk out

of such a relationship in which she talked about marriage and children, which

¢
she longed for, Kenneth used strong ww words. They can be found;a story,

MONDAY MORNING, which she wrotepﬁﬁﬁﬁg"éummer 0f1929, The story is dedicated
to Blanche, in whose files I saw it, When I read those words, I instantly
recognized them as Kenneth's and remembered Margery's coming to me after the
event, looking downcast and confused and a bit dazed and mangled and repeating
Kenneth's words, as if to ask me, her friend, what did I make of such strange
behavior? 1 was a man, I would understand. I did understand alright but what
could I say? That this ending was inevitable, this was the way Kenneth was?

I could not tell her I was not up to such an intense, full-throttled relation=-
ship either. I said something, I think, about the harshness of the words but
was at a loss how else to relieve her knot of injury.

In the story Margery corrects the injury. In it she fantasies that she
has a loving husband and is carrying his chilg, doing all the necessary
domestic tasks while the husband goes off to work, She is utterly content.
Into this Eden, however, come flashbacks of what is recognized as Kenneth's
last words to her, although the speaker of the words is never named.

"1 won't let you lock me up. Iiwon't. No.,You can't, Ery then. Cry all
you please. No, I'm Not a monster." : e

"Today I don't want a million babies, Margot (mine: isn'tﬂinteresting
that Margot is the name she gave herself in the story and alsom to her real
child?) I1'd kill them all. You bore me. I want to go a milliaon miles away from
you, amgim angel, 1'd soon choke you and the kid as well, I'd murder you after
six months. I1'd be in the penitentiary and you'd be bringing me cigarettes
and stale cookies. Don't talk. Every word you sy say you've said one million
times. You bore me. Keep away. I haven't anything at all for you ever,

No, you've got me crazy. I swear any woman in the streets has more than you.
They have bodies. They have senses. They don't hang on a guy for love all the
time. Oh, shut up for a change."

The words are Kenneth's but the way she put them together is not the
way he sounded., Somehow she has them sounding mushier, less incisive, less
idiomatic,lhis is partly because she has them coming through an emotional haze,
but also because, at this time, she had not quite got the bang of man talk.

You might say she was feminizing it. Thus when the voice in the story says,
"1 want to go a million miles away from you, angel," in the gouth of Kenneth
there would be deadly sarcasm and a drop of vitriol ath the end of that word,
angel.




But it would mean that he'd have to be willing to let himself be enveloped
by it/her, which was the last thing Kenneth was willing to do. To brezk out

of such a relationship in which she talked about marriage and children, which

e
she longed for, Kenneth used strong ww words. They can be foundﬂg story,

MONDAY MORNING, which she wrote LEA%RS summer of1929. The story is dedicated
to Blanche, in whose files I saw it. When I read those words, I instantly
recognized them as Kenneth's and remembered Margery's coming to me after the
event, looking downcast and confused and a bit dazed and mangled and repeating
Kenneth's words, as if to ask me, her friend, what did I make of such strange
behavior? I was a man, I would understand. I did understand alright but what
could I say? That this ending was inevitable, this was the way Kenneth was?

I could not tell her I was rnot up to such an intense, full-throttled reZation-
ship either. 1 said something, I think, about the harshness of the words but
was =zt 2 loss how else to relieve her knot of injury.

In the story Margery torrects the injury. In it she fantasies that she
has a lovirig husband and is carrying his chidlg, doing all the necessary
domestic tasks while the husband goes off to work. She is utterly content.
Into this Eden, however, come flashbacks of what is recognized as Kenneth's
last words to her, although the speaker of the words is never named.

N wartlt- 1ot vou lock me ups I wonlt, Na. Yeou can't, Bry then. .Cry all
you please. No, I'm Not a monster." i

"Today 1 don't want a million babies, Margot (mine: isn'tﬂjnterESting
that Margot is the name she gave herself in the story and alsom to her reesl
child?) I'd kill them all. You bore me. I want to go & million miles away from
you, axgke angel, I'd soon choke you and the kid as well. I'd murder you after
six manths., I'd be in the penitentiary and you'd be bringing me cigarettes
and stale cookies. Don't talk., Every word you By say you've said one million
times, You bore me. Keep away. I haven't anything at all for you ever.,

No, you've got me craszy. I swear any waoman in the streets has more than you.
They have bodies, They have senses. They don't hang on a guy for love all the
time, Ohy shut up for a change."

The words asre Kenneth's but the way she put them together is not the
way he spunded. Somehow she has them sounding mushier, less incisive, less
idigmatilc.This is partly because she has them coming through an emotional haze,
but alsofbecause, at this time, she had not quite got the hang of man talk.
You mighf say she was feminizing it. Thus when the voice in the story says,
"I want|/to go & million miles away from you, angel," in the pouth of Kenneth

there wpuld be deadly sarcasm and 8 drop of vitriol atk the end of that word,
angel.




9/8/82

Dear Nancy:

It's convenient for me thet Florence Howe is away from her office,
as I have had my re-union with Blanche Matthias and another meeting with her
in which we checked out each other's memory of Margery, and I krow from this
that a few things in my memoir will have to be corrected, and a few things
added. In esddition, what I wrote was intended for your use, not as an intro=-
duction to a book. If it's going to be used that way, some changes, of course,
will Have to be made. 1'l1 hold off doing anything, however, until I get the
go=ahead sign from you.

Is Margery's cprrespondence with Zona Gale in the Fisk library? These
should be enlightening. From some letters 1 saw at Blanche's, Blanche may
have been Margery's closest writing confidante. A whole archive of Margery's
letters to Blanche are in the University Library in Madison, They would be
a counterpoint to her letters to Zona. Have you seen them?

Blanche too asked whether I heard = resemblance in Margot's voice to

Mérgery's. 1 heard some, I guess, in the up-bezt liveliness of Margot's

voice and the suggestion wg of a slight laugh in it, but not more.than that.




6 May 1984

Dear Nancy:

How are you coming along on the

biography? I notice that the Feminist Press has

come out with Margery's GUARDIAN ANGEL. Did you
have a2 ® hand in that? I hope so. I hope too that
you've been able to restore =z working relationship
to Margot. That's a bummer.

My COLLECTED PROSE is out but I'm embarrassed

that I can't send you a copy becuase the publisher
hasn't sent me any, despite repeated requests, for
distribution to friends. It's annoying. If it's
important for you to have the book, with the piece
on Margery and the others in its final form, it
can be obtained from The National Poetry Foundation,
The University of Maine, 305 English-Math Bldg.,
Orono, Maine 0446%; or on order from a bookstore.
If you'll be writing the Feminist Press regarding
your book, you might let them know that the piece
is there. Otherwise 1'l1 do it.

If there's anything I can do to help you with

your book, please let me know. I mean that.




11/7/82

Dear Nancy:
You must not give up on Margery's biography b8cause Margot hatéd

¥kx the essay. That wouldn't make sense. You're not writing it to please

Margot, after =211, however much we may all want her to be pleased. All you

can do as a writer is to be careful, thorough, conscientious, and as perceptive
as you can, That's quite enough. Relatives oftern hate biographies, for obvious
reasons. Do you know what Mrgot takes such strong exception to? 1 can tell you
what she told me over the phone: she felt you were hostile in the essay, which
surprised me because in everything you wrote me you were so warmly and enthu=-
siastically identified with Margery, and that your psychological speculations
about the family seemed to her far-fetched and ill-grounded. In my overdue
response to your long letter I'll have some things to say about these specula-
tions but in the meantime, you must not lose heart. 1, for one, am depending

en you to do the biography, and I'm sure Blanche and Meridel are too. [ have

a horrible feeling that if you don't do it, it will never get done.

Would you like to send me the essay to get my reaction?

Best,




; 10/30/82

3&ﬂbﬂ£4¢ﬂ i
ar Nancy: ‘ a{;tbwbjh
Yas, Marggé.is very slow to write. I had almost qgiven up hope

myself that she would respond to my second letter, but she did, so you may
still hear from her. I wrote her yesterdasy to ask, as you requested, that
she approach the Feminist Press =zbout the introduction but 1 don't know
whether she!ll think it's her place to do it.

I'm very uncomfortable about your saying, "My pride wsnts to s=lvage
gomething from the last four years.""I don't understand what has been lost
by you and what pride has to do with it. I happen to have knawn Margery, you
didn't, so how could you have made her come alive as | did? That couldn't
haveag.mzwgfom books or letters, and to tedowngrade yourself for not having
done itpis unrealistic. Whatever you did in resesrch and thought is still
intect, not affected by what I did, Isn't it all going into your biography
of Margery? Furthermore, my memoir, probably somewhat abbreviated, is going
to appear next year in a volume of my collected prose, so there is no necessity
for it to appear =2lso in a2 volume of Margery's short stories, slthough
agree that would be & good place for it. You could still use your introduction

if you felt the loss was there. I really wouldn't mind, as it's going to be

published anyhow, although not for the same audience. Anyhow, do we know that

the Feminist Press is esven going to use Margery's stories?

Got held up in my reply to your last letter but it'sl be coming.

Best,

i
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Dear Nancy: V

found
I have read your piece on Margery twice and it much better than

you led me to believe it was. In fact, it is more appropriate as an introduc-
tion to her book than mine, and 1 would be opposed to substituting mine for
yours, I say yours is more sppropriate because it covers Margery's whole life
whereas mine deals with only a small & part, and because I have things in mine
that are only tangentially relevant to Margery.

You say you find your piece flat. I know what you mean, but that tone is
not uninteresting. It's the tone of restrsint and a measured pece. It's =
perfectly appropriate tone. If, however, you think it needs more fleshing out
(I don't, since the stories will speak for themselves) and you think you
could flesh it out by adding from her writing, I wouldn't hesitate to do it.
It won't overlap what Louis Kamp does. He has quite a different purpose
and that will make his piece atogether different.

Is this the writing that Margot hated? I don't understand.

A few small points. (1) How do you happen to krnow such specific details
as you have in paragraphs 2 and 3 on page 1? I'm not saying it wasn't that
way, but how could you know that it was? Perhaps your sources should be fliven.
(2) Gurdjieff is supposed to have been Bulgarian. Did Toomer or Orage say
he was Russian? (3) Kenneth was not Semitic-looking, unless you think Walter
Matthau, the actor, looks Semitic (their faces look a little alike; identical
noses). Kenneth's hair was black but it was fine and his complexion was not
dark, so that he really didn't look dark. People didn't really see him
physically as Jewish, (4) You write, "Kenneth's gods were Karl Marx, Edwin

Arlington Robinson and H.L. Mencken."

It's true he was quite taken by Robinson,
and influenced by him, and he did admire Mencken's spunk and lingo, but Marx
was quite outside his orbit. Kenneth had a few radical friends in the Village
but he himself was totally a-political. These friendships and the profound
pessimism in his poems, the devastated city scenes, made the Communists think
he was one of them, but they were mistaken.

My reading of your introduction convinces me that you must not ke let

yourself be deterred from writing the full biography.

With best wishes,

4 =
{ % 48/'-7’ /Q




There's only one possession that's
worth having and that is the capacity
to feel that life is & privilege and
that each person in it is unique and
will never appear again,

1

Margery Letimer to Zona Gale, 1928




Margery Bodine Latimer was born on February 6, 1899 in Portags,
Visconsin, the second child and dasughter of Clark Watt eand Lauras
Augusta Bodine Latimer. Her parents had met and married in Mansfield,
Chio in 1880 and her father, a traveling salesman, had chosen te settle
in Portage because of its good rail connections to his Upper Mississippi

territorye The town of Portage in 1899 had not yet been put on the

literary mep by Zona Gele's phenomenally popular Friendship Village

stories,

Leurie Latimer was a beautiful, gentle woman, low-key in manner,
who loved books, music and comfortasble surroundings. Clark Latimer,
a8 large, handsome, noisy man whose impeccsble dress verged on dandyism,
held conventional views and his tastes were uncultivated. He adored
Laurie all his life and worked extrasordinarily hard to provide his
femily with the finer things,but it seemed, when he returned from his
long roed trips, that he was almost baffled by the thres femsles
living under his roof.

From the moment of Margery's arrivel, she became the center of her
mother's emotional life; the six-year-old Rachel, s robust and gre-
garious girl, fell into elliance with her father. Laurie Latimer
sensed immediately that there wes a special, other-worldly quelity in
her youngest child; Margery seemed to possess a sixth sense which
ensbled her, even when an infant, to "know" things inaccessible to
others, She seems never to heve growvn s protective social crust; wise
end vulnerable at once, Margery would face life with the directness and

intensity of s Blake vision,




Margery's esrly resolve to be a writer was strengthened by the
exemple of Portage-neighbor Zons Gale, though the two did not become
acqueinted until 1917. One of Mergery's short stories, printed in the
local newspaper, caught Zona's attention and she immediately summoned
the young author to tea &t her elegant columned home overlooking the
river. At 42, Zone Gale had already achieved financial independence
end fame through her writing and had returned to Portage several years
éarlier to live with her parents. BHer finest work (and the Pulitzer
Prize) was still ahead of her at the time of her meeting with Margery.

Zona was enchanteds "There is a wonderful child here," she wrete
to a friend, "She is one of the most exquisite centres of intuitive
experience imaginable,™

For her part, Mergery was cast under a spell which would not be

broken for 14 yearse

Margery entered Wooster College in Ohio in the fall of 1918 but

seems to have been terribly unheppy there from the start (homesickness,
mainly) and she withdrew at the end of the first semester. The follow-
ing sutumn she entered the University of Visconsin, only 40 miles from
Portage, but was not much happiere The impersonality of the huge campus,
the emphasis on football and the rah-rah spirit, the brassy social life
revolving around fraternities and sororities -- all repelled her. A
fellow occupant of Barnard Hall recalls Margery at that time:

My first impression of Margery was that on the

whole she seemed somewhat remote, intentionally,

It might have been & mask for shyness, But when

one got a little closer one found she set a lot

of store by being not different, exmctly, but

distinctive.

Everyone agrees that Mergery was a strikingly attraective girl; the

word most often used to describe her vas "radiant."™ Above average in




height (about 5'8") and large-boned, she had a mass of golden hair,
variously described as honey blonde or strawberry blonds, large,
piercingly blue eyes and perfect skin, The poet, Carl Rakosi, recalls
Margery vividly:

She wore no make-up, no lipstick, no high heels,

no frills of any kind and only the most plain

dresses. EHer walk was unselfconscious, very

straight and direct, without being masculine,

What struck one immediately was her radiant

presences Blake would have described her as

a8 cloud of gold. o.ss In a long life, I have

not seen her like,

Academically, Margery performed adequately but she could not learn

by rote; the camned lectures seemed only to skim over the surface and
left her bored and restless to find deeper connectionss

In ¥ay of 1921, while HMargery was preparing to leave Madison "for

good," Zona was awarded the Pulitzer Prize in drama for Miss Lulu Bett,

the first woman so honorede The play had opened in December and was
still attracting standing-room-only audiences; Zona was earning enormous

sums of money and was the most sought-after figure in New Yorke.

Margery arrived in the city in June and signed up for & summer play-

#riting course at Columbia. The class was a disappointment but Margery
found & friend there who more than made up for ite Blanche (¥rs. Russell)
Matthias, an extraordinarily lovely, wealthy, sophisticated woman in
her early thirties, was intrigued by the "glorious looking young woman"
who was indolent and impertinant in the classroom and so wonderfully
alive outside it Blanche soon became Margery's closest friend, con=-
fidante, and supporters

One of Zona's many letters of introduction finally paid off for

Margery in October when she got a job in the fashion department of the




*

Woman's Home Companione She promptly moved into a cherming studio on

West 23rd Street, bought & typewriter on the installment plan, and begen
her first novel. Zons wrote her from Portage that Mrs. Latimer marveled
at the courege her youngest daughter was showing but Margery's brave new
world didn't lest longe. She was fired from her job in the spring and,
chestened, returned home to Porteges She wrote to Blanche: “1f it weren't
for Zona, I would feel like Nothing.™ 8

¥argery re-enrolled at Wisconsin in the fall but this time as a
special student, taking only those courses which appealed to her, MNorey,
as always, was a problems Clark Latimer's earnings in the first nine
morths of 1922 amounted to only a little over & thousand dollarse. Zone
responded by initisting the Zona Gale Scholarship Fund which would grant
to the winners the incredibly generous sum of $70 a monthe The scholar=-
ship terms were hand-crafted for Margery's benefit and Zona made certain
that she was the first recipient.

Margery's third year at the university was a complete turn-sbout
from the first two; she blossomede She made friends with Kenneth Fearing,

Carl Rekosi, Borace Gregory, Marya Zasturensks, and others in the literary

group and her contributions (essays and reviews, msinly) began to appear

in the Literary ¥agezineo. And there was the excitement of Zona's visits
to campus, which were frequent. Margery's feelings for Zona were intense,
almost overwhelminges She wrote to Zona sbout this time:

A new sense cams to me mas Miss Conklin sst

there talking of youe T was filled with you
ooe I thought I would l1ike to serve you, serve

you, belong to youe I feel as though now for
the first time I am bcund to besuty. 6
At the same time, Margery's friendship with Kenneth Fearing had
gradually deepened into a romance, to the astonished delight of their

friendss Two more opposite people could hardly be imegineds Kenneth's




looks were dark, frail, Semitie, unprepoessessing; he was appallingly
grubby in his personal habits. Kenneth's Gods were Karl Marx, Edwin
Arlington Robinson and H.L. Mencken; he deplored the romanticism of

Margery's novel-in-progress which he blemed on Zone's influence. His

upbringing had been very unstable (his mother wes about to marry for the

fourth time and would have seven husbands in all) and perhaps becasuse of

it, he played the role of enfant terrible to the hilt. His brilliance

end talent were unquestioned, however, and though only 20 yesars old, his
poems were already attracting notice in Kew York literary circles. The
Latimers were vehemently opposed to Fearing as a suitor; Zona was not
chermed by him either but had the good sense to base her objecticn to the
metch on the discrepancy in their agess

Margery decided, in the summer of 1923, not to returm to college but
to live at home and concentrate on her writinge Her novel was now finished
and Joseph Hergesheimer, at the height of his fame and influence at this
time, had appointed himself Margery's unofficial agent and was trying to
find & publisher for ite She and Kenneth visited back and forth between
Portage and Madison but e shift of power in the relationship had occurred
and Margery now found herself the pursuer, not the pursuede

Partly as a way of getting Mergery's mind off Kenneth, the Letimers
agreed to underwrite a combinatiocn holiéay/%riting trip for her the follow-
ing summere Zona recommended en artists colony in upstate New York, mnesr
Rochester, where she had once steyed and where good friends of hers would
be spending part of the summer. Margery boarded the train in July, expect=
ing to be away orly a month or two, but it would be almost a yesr before
she returned home., She worked hard on revising her novel (the Knopfs,
after showing strong interest, had finally turned it down) and exultantly
wrote her mother in September that it was finished end that Blanche, who was

visiting her, was lending her the money to go to Kew York to mezke the rcounds

of publishers,




The next ten months were among the happiest and most exciting of
Margery's life, She and Mavis McIntosh, a friend from Madison, shared a

room at the Old Chelsea on West 16th St., and the "Wisconsin Gang" made it

their home away from home, (Horace Gregory would celebrate these days in

his first book of poems, Chelsea Rooming House, published in 1930,) She

was dating the painter Walt EKuhn, among others, and there were dinner and
party invitations from Anita Loos, the Carl Van Vechtens, the Hergesheimers,
and Carl and Irita Van Dorene Georgia O'Keeffe (who was from the Portage
area and who was, in addition, & good friend of Blanche's) was coming into
prominence through Stieglitz's group shows at the Anderson Galleriess

Pigued, perhaps, by Margery's happy letters, Kenneth arrived in New
York in December, eager to resume their relationships They went to the
movies (still silent), to the Provincetown Playhouse and to concerts, when
they could afford it, and simply walked the streets of New York when they
couldn'to

No matter how hectic her schedule, Margery, at Zona's urging, tried not
to miss A, R. Orage's Monday night lectures on the Gurdjieff philcsophy.
Like many other Americans in the post-war years, Zona Gale had become deeply
interested in Eastern mysticism and this interest had intensified after the
death of her mother the year before., Gurdjieff's movement had become famous
(or infemous) in 1923 when writer Katherine Kansfield, a recent convert, had
died at his Institute for the Hermcnicus Levelopment of Man in Fontaineblesue
Zona's credo wes that "life is something more than that which we believe it
to be" end she sensed that the mysterious Russian, Georgeil Gurdjieff, had =
clue as to what the "something more" might bee Mergery herself found Gurd=
jieff's teachings impenetrable but she waas drawn to the charismatic Orege

wvho soon beceme her friend end literary mentor,




Margery needed all of Orage's support and encouragement (he predicted
that she would one day surpass Katherine Mansfield) as the new version of
her novel had met with & cold receptions Originally entitled Lilac Castle,

it had then made the rounds as Pink Flamingoes; Margery concluded that it

wegn't publishable in any color and screpped ite. At the ssme time, she
followed Kenneth's advice - or perhaps a nudge from Orage - and sbandoned
her highly romantic, almost infleted, style (although it would peep through
later in This Is My Body) and employed a sharp, minimal, effective prose for
the short stories she was now writinge

Kenneth soon began pressing her to live with him and in the spring,
restless to get out of the city, Margery agreed to share an apartment with
him at Fort Place in St. George, Staten Island, They were, on the whole,
happy together but neither was getting much work done and they agreed thsat
they should part for the summer to concentrate on writinge.

Margery arrived in Portage in June of 1925, intent on writing a novel
with Zona as the protagoniste A month later she wrote to Blanche that she
had finished 70 pages and "Zona o.e thinks it very goode There are parts

that I shudder to read to her and when I have finished I feel that I can't

7
go on but she sits there beyond emotion, poised, remote." Margery wes

quite right to fear Zona's reactions The central figure of Hester Linden

in We Are Incredible comes off as a cold, sexless, domineering creature who

ruins the lives of all those closest to hers Later, Margery would insist
that she had not meant the bock to be an indictment of Zons; rather, it had
been a call for helps If so, Zoma didn't answer it,

The novel was finished in December but before returning to New York,
Margery accompanied her mother on a long visit to California, EKenneth com-
plained, justifiably perhaps, thet the Latimers were trying to keep them

aparto, However, when Margery rejoined him, it was Kenneth's ides that they




share their apartment at 62 Barrow St. with a friend of his, Leslie Rivers,
whom ¥argery disliked, It was not a happy ménageo Kenneth was notorious,
emong their friends, for his sloppiness and he was now drinking more
heavily; the added burden of cooking and cleaning up after Leslie was the
proverbial straw, as far as Margery was concerned. She felt that her own
writing was being sacrificed in order to advance Kenneth's career, which
was now in high gear. Even though, in 1926, two of her stories were sold
and the following year Van Wyck Brooks chose twe other stories for later
publication in his prestigious American Caravan anthologies, Margery felt
that her writing career was becalmed,.

She had a sense of urgency also about getting on with her perscnal life;
she wanted very much to get married and have children but Kenneth, after
elmost two years of living together, was still ademantly opposed to both,
Looking back on this time, Margery would write to Blenche: "I tried to dis-
cover what he needed and I did but I can't live that way any moree. I had

to give everything = my peace of mind, my whole self, every kind of attention,
n 8

In the spfing of 1928, she made the final break with

and expect nothinge.
Kenneth and returned to Portage and to Zona.

Margery was unaware thet Zona's 1life had teken an entirely new direction.
She had, six months before, quietly assumed the guardianship of a homeless
two-year-old girl, Leslyn, whom she hoped to adopt legallye The second turn=
ing point in Zona's life was a chance encounter in California with an old
Portage acquaintence, Williem L. Breese, Breese was a wealthy menufacturer
end banker, Portage's civic leader, and a widower just a few years older than
Zonte The friendship deepened after each hed returned home and Breese began
a discreet but persistent courtshipe It seemed, on the surfece, an idesl

mateh but there were deep differences between theme Zorna wes a feminist,
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a pacifist, a prominent supporter of La Follette's Progressive Party,
and she had given up, long ago, on conventional Christianity. Breese
was & conservative Republicen and a Presbyterian elder, entirely tra-
ditional in his thinkinge Will Breese was in love; Zona's reasons for
accepting his proposal of marriage are not so clear. They were married
in a quiet ceremony on June 12, 1928,

Neither Zona nor anyons elss had the courage to break the news to
Margery; she learned sbout the wedding only the night before it took
place, reading the announcement in the newspapers Convinced that it
was a mistake or & joke, Margery ran in a frénzy to Edgewater Place to
demand an explanation, Zona kept her waiting for over an hour and then
cooly told her that what she had read in the paper was trus.

Margery saw Zona's merriage not only as a personal betrayasl but also
as a refutation of Zona's lifelong beliefs, In particular, her “failure"
with Kenneth had finelly convinced Margery that Zona had besn right all
along -- that a woman must choose between the life of a creative artist
and that of an ordinary married womans ©One couldn't have both, Zona had
always saide There was also the uncomfortsble realization that if Zona
¥as not uncommon, not & unique superior being, then what was Margery?

Her breakdown was so disabling that the Latimers considered hospi-

talizing her; even the publication of We Are Incredible, and the ex-

cellent notices that followed, did not 1lift Margery's depressions Sur=
prisingly, Margery was writing her most accomplished stories during this
tormented time and these, along with earlier stories, would be published

in 1929 as Nellie Bloom &2nd other storiese The volume was reviewed widely

and the chorus of praise was overwhelminge Xost critics commented that
the promise of her first book had been more than fulfilled.

Returning egein to the story of her own life, Margery worked through=
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out 1929 on 8 novel, This Is My Bodye She intended the book to be both
catharsis and communion; a way of reclaiming the girl that she had been
and a plea, mainly directed toward her family, for understandinges In a
state of exultation while writing it, Margery came back to earth with a
thump when it was finished, "I have read half of the galleys and I em
shocked and horrified, It isn't good the way I thought ti csicq was.™ °
®hen the book appeared in 1830, the reviewers agreed with her and though
she had anticipated their reaction, Margery intsrpreted the reviews as a
cutting personal rejection,

Still, in her words, "on the rack™ about Zona two yeers after her
marriage, Margery tried once more to exorcise Zona's ghost through her
writinge The result was a long short story, "Guardian Angel," whose
central character, Fleta Bain, is an even more demning portrayal of Zona
then was Hester Linden, Friends begged her not to publish it but when
Scribner's chose the story as a finalist in a 5000 Short Story Contest,
there was no question of holding it backe By the time the story appeared
in the magarine's June issue, howesver, Margery had already found her
release,

The appearance in 1923 of Cane, a hauntingly beautiful prose-poem
ebout Southern Negro life, had established Jean Tocmer's reputation over=-
night. Cane would be cited later as the harbinger and the highest
schievement of the Harlem Renaissance but by that time, Toomer was mno
longer identifying himself as Negro, which was only a small fraction

of his ancestry, Imn the 1920's, he had become an enthusiastiec follower

of the Gurdjieff movement, traveling several times to Fontainebleau to

study under the master, and in 1931, at the age of 36, Toomer had

succeeded Ac R. Orage as the senlor Gurdjieff teacher in Americae.
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He had mssembled a loyal group of about forty pupils in Chicago and it

was at one of their meetings that he and Margery met,

If there is such a thing as love at first sight, Margery experienced

After dinner Lane played the piano and Toomer sat
down beside me. Every one seemed to 'observe'! us,
for some reason. He said, '*Now, I'am going to hold
Margery's hand if I may, Mr. Lane,* I couldn't

stand it for more than a seconds Eis hand seemed
moving inside and mine got perfectly static. I had
to take it away and he said, *You're protecting
yourself, You've heard things about me,' Of course

I hadn't at all, except from Georgia O'Keefe, who
thinks he is simply great, much finer than Walde
Franke But as I sat there not saying anything some=~
thing quiet seemed to rush from my hand downward and
I felt more quist than befores I secemed to lose all
memory, everything was washed awaye I left early and
suddenly as I said goodbye to those three = Lene, his
wife, Toomer, I couldn't bear to g0e ose The next
morning when I woke up I thought, 'I was washed of my
evils, I was washed cleam. Now I can choosa,? 10

Whet Margery might have heard about Jean Toomer was that he had a for=-
midable reputaticn with women; they adored him and continued to do so long
after he had lost interest in them, He was tall, very handsome, charming,
self-possessed, a superb athlete and dancer, a gifted musician, and had a
"hypnotically beautiful® voice., Toomer had never married and he had openly
cautioned the many women with whom he had been involved that he intended
to remain singles

It had been Toomsr's dream for years to establish a permanent community
for hiz students, modeled after Gurdjieff's Institute, where they could live,
leern, and work togethere Margery immediately thought of Bonnie Oaks, a
summer compound sbout ten miles from Portage owned by her friends Harrison
end Mildred Greens The Greens sometimes rented the hired man's cottage teo
vacationers and thouzh it wasn't suitsble &8s & permanent base for the Insti-
tute, Margery thought it could be a starting point. The "Portage Experiment,™
as it came to be known, was wildly misconstrued at the tims (ocutsiders

thought it a baven for Communism, free love, and nudism) and Toomsr's ex=
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plenations of his aims often were so layered in Gurdjieffian jargon

that they only added to the mysterye Put in contemporary terms, the

basic idea wes to live simply and naturally, to get in touch with one's
feelings, and to begin the long process of integrating one's personality,
Margery loathed many things about the Experiment - communal living, manual
labor, compulsery games = but the worst part, perhaps, was not having Jean
to herself, One evening, as the group sat around the campfire, Margery
lost her temper over a seemingly trivial incident and the next morning she
was gone. Jean dashed into Portage to persuade her to come back (she did)
and it f&s probably during this interview that Jean declared his love.
She, usually so adept with words, could find only one phrase to describe

her feelingse. Over and over she wrote to her friends, "I sm miraculously

happy." 17

The wedding on October 30, 1931 in the Episcopal Church was a large
and lavish affair by Portage standards and the reception which followed
was 8lmost & community festivele The Toomers honeymooned in Chicago and
lingered there for a month before taking the train to New Mexico, still
searching for a permanent home for Jean's Institute. His Gurdjieff lectures
had been well received in Ssnta Fe five years before and Mabel Dodge Luhan
had, in fact, offered her ranch in Taos as the site for a Gurdjieff com=
munity. Mabel was now bombarding the Toomers with telegrams, inviting them
to stay with here They arrived in Santa Fé in late November and rented a
charming old adobe house in the foothills overlooking the town. WNew Mexico
was colder (and more expensive) than they had anticipsted but the month
that they had together there would be the happiest of Margery's life,

Jean was working on a nonfiction aeccount of the summsr experiment

(entitled Portage Potentisl, it remains unpublished) while Margery began




8 novel based on the same events, For some reason, the planned visit

to Msbel Dodge Luhan's ranch did not take place, to Margery's great
disappointment; she didn't mind missing the formidable Mabel but had
looked forward to meeting Frieda Lawrence and Dorothy Brett because of
their connection to EKstherine Mansfields Nor did Jean succeed in re=-
viving an interest in Gurdjieff among his former students.

Zona had arranged for her daughter Leslyn and the child's governess,
Evelyn Hood, to spend the winter in Celifornia while she and Will traveled,
Evelyn now entreated the Toomers to join her in San Diego where they could
live rent=free in the large house that Zona had leaseds They were ponder=
ing the pros and cons of Evelyn's offer when Margery learned, to her great
joy, that she was pregnant. Jean was ecstatics

Jean and Margery arrived in San Diego just before Christimas and
during the six weeks that they stayed there, Jean completed his Portage
book and Margery made good progress on her novel, now cealled The Ship.

The people of San Diego appeared oblivious of the Gurdjieff movement,
however, and in February they asccepted an invitation from Margery's aunt
and uncle in Pasadena to stay with thems There were many Gurdjieff ad-
herents in the Los Angeles area, especially in Hollywood, but none were
able or willing, amidst a deepening economic depression, to pay for Jean's
instruction, They were, however, buoyed by the news that Smith & Haas

hed sccepted Guardian Angel and other stories for publication.

Jean was beginning to realize that the Chicago group, still loyally
sending contributions every few weeks, was his best hope for the founding
of an Institutes Both he and Margery wanted to visit San Francisco before
heading back, however, and a Miss Bulkeley in Carmel (who had been valiantly
holding together & group started there by Orage in 1928) promised them a

WETM Welcomee




They thought they had fallen into paradise, Miss Bulkeley had found
them a magnificent redwood contemporary overlooking the ccean; it had four
bedrooms, two baths, and a view from every win@ow. Algo through Miss
Bulkeley, the Toomers became acquainted with the Lincoln Steffens, the
Robinson Jeffers, photographer Edward Weston, post Orrick Johns, and others
in the Carmel art colony.

To stir local interest in his lectures, Jean granted sn interview to a

reporter from the weekly Carmel Pine Cone. The risk of rekindling the scandal

¥which had raged the ysar before seemed remotes (Two of the Portage Experiment

participants, married but separated from their spouses, had fallen in love and
run away together; the tumultuous publicity which followed had cited Jesan
and his "free love cult" as the instigator.) Jean opened up to the sympa=
thetie reporter and telked idealistically (and naively) of the day when there
would be no racial, class, or economic distinctions in this country = there
would simply be Americenss A Hearst reporter in Sen Francisco spotted the
interview, pieced it together with the scandal of a year before and added
some lurid details of his own to produce an outrageously melevolent story
which mede headlines from coast to coaste The Portage Experiment was por~
trayed as the first step, with Margery as the first recruit, of a sinister
conspiracy to "mongrelize" the white race. Time magerine professed to be
shocked that the Toomer's merriage wes actually legal. Reporters and photo=-
grephers beseiged their house, cars filled with gewking sightseers caused
a traffic jam on Oceen Drive, and the Tocmer's meilbox wes flooded with hate
mail end threats, Portage was in an uprcar and ¥argery's parents fled to
Rechel's home in ¥ontans,

Holding their heads high, Jeen and Margery waited in Carmel for the

storm to slecken before beginning the long drive back to Portage in June,.
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It had been a shattering experience but Margery wes more concerned about

her family than she was sbout herself and the baby she was cerryinge

"I heve brought suffering to you &ll - the cne thing I have most feared," 1z

Jean rented a large airy apartment on Division Street in Chicageo;
there were separate bedrooms for the nurse-micdwife and for Laurie Latimer,
who woulé be with them for the baby's birth. Margery had, from time to time,
expressed great fear about childbirth but as the date epproached, she wrote

to Zona:

Tie expect the baby about August 12th and I look
forward now, to the event, with such excitement
and such eagerness that all thought of my in-
adequacy in pain and in 1ife has entirely left
me, It seems like my one supreme date with

13
reality,.

Exaetly what went wrong will never certainly be known, Meargery
probebly contracted an infection for which, of course, there was no enti=
biotiese She remeined conscious long enough to know that she had delivered
8 perfect baby girl. She died the night of August 16, 1932,

The dey before Margery's funeral, Zona wrote to & friend that she
had had an intense mystical expsrience sitting in her gercden that after-
nocne

It was not until scme time had psssed that the
meening came to me suddenly (&s in spring one will
become abruptly aware that he has been hearing a
grosbesk), It was Margery with whom I have been
sitting - Margery, among her new flowerso, Margery
lies over at her house, by the fireplsce, in a
world of flowers = so beautiful, so incredibly
adulte It is as if she had 1ived & life time in
eére yeer = go beautifully, so surely entering,
even here, upon her more, 14
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« W 24 Oct. 1984

Dear Eileen:
There is no question that I1'11 read at

St. Mark's in May but I can't tell you yet just when
during the month because, as I think I wrote you,
Michael Heller is trying to arrange 2 reading plus
dialogue with me at NYU and if he gets dept. approval,
it would have to be shortly before May 11th, when
classes end 2nd exams begin. He'll let me know 2s soon
as he knows, but in the meantime you might want to #211
him yourself to find out. In fact that might be good
to do. The last note I had from him was dated Oct. 5.
Of course if he can't get dept. approval, a later date
will be all right.

It will be fine to have Steve Levine read with me.
I've had to turn him down a couple of times recently
here in San Francisco and it may have seemed to him

that | was disincléned, but it had to do only with my

not wanting to read just then.

With best wishes,




5 Dac., 1984

Dear Ms, Ward:
1 appreciate the invitation from The
Poetics Institute to give 2 lecture on %xke Objectivist
poetry and will be glad to do so. The date, Monday,
~May 13th is fine and the honorarium of $300 is
acceptable.

I would much prefer to have a dislogue with a
couple of discussants than questions from the floor,
although we could perhaps have a little of the latter
too, as my lecture will not be long.

I'm sure you'll want to include Michael Heller
in the dialogue bec=2use his new book on the Objecti-
vists, as you know if you've re=ad it, is both illumi-
nating and accurate. Another good person in the N.Y.
area would be Paul Auster (the last phong&f haveigf
him is 212-858-1143)., Also Donald Davie, who 1 under-
stand is on your faculty now. And if somehow you could
get Burton Hatlen from the University of Maine to

"y participate, we'd have quite & show. Hatlen did a

very sharp critical postcript on me in my COLLECTED

‘saysTm 388Q YITM
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5 May 1984

The third Friday in May would be perfect.

Let's set it for that date. I'm relieved.

Incidentally, can you use some recent brief
eulogies of my work in publicity for the reading?

Alsp, kas would you do me a favor and let
me know if you don't get a copy of my COLLECTED
PROSE in a week or two? I asked Terrell, my publi=-
sher, to send you a copy and also the other people
on your list (:?E which many thanks) but I can't
be sure that hefollow#® through. He's dreadfully

remiss in his correspondence.

Fondly,

S ¢|"




1. remember you, How could 1 forget the loving way in

which you and your friends treated me, the high excitement and enthusiasm

of the =2udience....you had told me ycu had great audiences atThe Body
Politic: but I put that down to locsl pride and didn't take ‘it seriously.....
and that lovely young woman with dark harr.....who wes she? 1 was crazy
about her....who after the reading ceme up to me, her face beaming (I think
she may have been the wife of one of the poe¥s, herself rot a writer?)

and full of emotion, and hugged and kissed me, at the same time pressing

the evening's receipts into my hards, greenbacks all over, bulging out.

You bet, I remember averythfrg.

I1'1)1 be delighted to read at The Poetry Center, Art. The best time
for me would be as late in May 1985 as possible. If this is too late for
student attendance, or tdo late for other ressons, 1 would accept a late
April reading. The Certgf's terms of $400 plus transportation to and from

Californie plus ore night's lodging are fine.

>

Now, mey I ask,s favor of you? My COLLECTED PROSE has just been issued
at

by The National Ppetry Foundation the University of Mayne. The Foundation

is non-commercial of course and does little more than publish books and
bring them to the aAttention of the academic community, primarily the readers
of Paideuma, tha.ﬁagazine devoted to Ezra Pound scholarship. Anything beyond
that, I'm going ‘to have to do myself, Hence my question: do you have =any

idess as to hnw best to get the book reviewed in the Chicago papers?

Santg,




24 April 1984

Dear Art:

The problem with April 19th is that I
won't be able to combine it with a visit to Minne-
apolis to see my grandaughters; they'll be away
at college then. I1'd have to make a separate trip
from San Francisco to see them., I have to ask,
therefore, whether a reading in May orn a different
date than for Merrill would be possible. Or June.
Or at any rate, April 26th rather than the 19th.

Thank you for your offer to review my
COLLECTED PROSE, Art. 1'11 have The National Poetry
Foundation send you a copy (and also the others
at the Tribune and the Sun-Times). I assume that

Terkel talks zbout books occasionally on his

program?'Shmuidxhsxgaxxaxxuﬁyxsixthxxbuukx.Sure,

if he'd like to interview me, that would be fine.
Live could be done the mext morning after the
reading, or just taped, whichever.

Fondly,




16 Feb. 1985

Dear Karl Gartung:

After Speaking to you last, I
received an invitation which I could not turn down, of
being one of the readers at the 1985 Poet's Corner
Ceremonies for Poe and Melville at the Cathedral Church
of St. John the Divine in N.Y. on Sunday, May 12th.
This will not affect my reading at Woodland Pattern but
it means that 1'11 have to fly out of Milwaukee the
next morning. Under the circumstances, 1'd better
domicile with Martin Rosenblum, otherwise I won't have

a chance to discuss his book on me with him, I don't

know when on Saturday 1'l1l be arriving...it depends on

whether Studs Terkel will be interviewing me....but
1'11 do everything I can to see that you and 1 have
some time together too.

Cordially,




4 Oct. 1984

Dear Mr. Shinder:

On August 13th Eileen Myles at
The Poetry Project at St. Mark's, where 1 shall be
giving a resading next May, wrote that she had talked
to you on the phone and that you were "very enthu-
siastic" about my doing something at the 63d St. Y
too. I wrote you a letter of inquiry after that,but
I can't find my duplicate of that letter, so perhaps

you never received it. In any case, this is simply

to let you know that I would be available and would

appreciate your letting me know if you would be

interested in working something out.

Sincerely,

Carl Rakosi




24 Sept. 1984

Dear Art:

I can't tell yet whether the 4th Friday in
May is going to be all right because XXm NYU and Louis-
iana State University may also want me for 2 reading

and interview and if they do, a date to go with May 24th

would be too late in the school year, I think. Perhaps

the thing to do is to keep both the 4th Friday and the
2nd Friday in May open until I know. If some day other
than Friday is possible, perhaps a different day than
that could be scheduled that third week.

I understand about the review, Art.

Best,




read at Wpodland Pattern. The terms
rooms and meals, are satisfactory.

yet whether the evening of May 18th eor
noon of May 19th would be best because

know vet the dates of my readings in Minneapolis
Y y g

and, I think, Kansas City, nor whether Studs

Terkel plans to interview me on radio on the 19th;
so I'd appreciate it if you'd keep both dates open

for the time being.

With best wishes,




7 March 1985

Dear Karl Gartung:

Picking me up in Chicage and driving
me to Milwaukee is far beyond anything I expected of
you but if you're reaslly willing to do it, 1 would
appreciate it very much, as 1'11 be carrying bags for
a four week trip away from home. So as soon as I know
where 1'11 be staying in Chicago and when 1'11 be free
to lesve, 1'l1l let you know.

I understand there's been az change of plan now
and that 1'11 be your guest for the night of the
reading after 211. That's fire with me and, I hope,
with you too.

"They are remé&able in their stesdfast attention

t

arnd courage," you wrote. Truer words were never spoken

about Michael and Mary Cuddihy.

Best,




30 Jan. 1985 uﬁg,(\aw”/‘* )
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Dear Karl Gartung: ;3Wﬁ5%&ﬁyp‘ f

I've enclosed two Doemsv\ona for the broadside and one
for the announcement. Eager to see what the broadside will look like.
As for tapes of my readings, there are three that should
be accessible (there are others but I haven't kept a record of where they
were made): 1. the most recent is a commercially available cassette, obainable

from Rebekah Presson, New Letters on the Air, University of Missouri at

Kansas City, 5346 Charlotte, Kansas City, Missouri 64110; 2. another is

obtainable from The Poetry Center at San Francisco State University; and a
third from Keith Anderson/ Cape Island Video/ Box 383/ Cape May Court House,
New Jersey 08210. (Master tape 477). This is the famous 1973 National Poetry
Festival in Michigan devoted particularly to the Objectivists. Zukofsky did
not come but Reznikoff, Oppen and 1 were there, holding forth, along with
Duncan, Rexroth, Dorn and Ginsberg. I forget row what you said you were
going to use the tapes forx.

Keep me informed about the poems.

Cordially,




18 Dec. 1984

Desr Jasorn Shinder:

As I mentioned over the phone,
staying in New York beyond May 15th presents dome
problems for me, but I am willing to consider it

if in addition to the %200 fee, I would be reimbursed

for the additional expenses I would be incurring

for the two days. 1 figure this to be at least #100.
I hope you can manage this. In any case, please let
me know quickly.

No, 1 have no objection to reading with John
Allman and Peter Glassgold (I didn't know Peter wrote

poetry).

The season's best wishes,




Sure, 3300 for round=-trip fare will be fair
enough. Just give me a check for that amount, along
with the fee, at the time of the resding. Beczuse of
the time difference between here and Chicago, I may
want to flyim in on May 9th, the night before the

reading, so that I have a little time to relax between

my arrival at the hotel and the reeding. Since 1'l1

be leaving the next day, I1'll need two nights'
lodging in Chicago, therefore. Will you be able to
provide that?

Incidentally, will you tell me where I'll be
staying? The owner of Woodland Pattern in Milwaukee
is going to pick me on the 11th end drive me back
to Milwaukee, and I have to tell him where I1'l1 be.

See you shortly,

G




7 June 1985

Dear Josephine (may I7):

1 thought we were being recor-
ded, but apparently not,because when I saw Haberman a
few days later, he said someone....and now 1 know it
was you....had suggested that my reading should be %
taped, but now that the event w=zs,whose chores had ex-
hausted him, was over, 1 saw he was not up to doing
anything more; nor did I think he had the equipment
for it. But I feel the same way you do, 2 bit shocked

that no xe audio record exists of our readings. Espe-

cially since the event was historical in nature.
Any chance of your getting up to these parts any
time in the future? If you do, look us up, will you?

I mean it.

Cordially,




\<QJWﬂ4d;t/// 26 April 19885

Dear Rmdger;

Another time, yes. I'm sure you'll come again. In the meai time,
these observations on the runaabout your book (which is hiding from me in
my library just now, so I can't refer to it by name, but it's your Jewish
mxspg® mishpohah book):"no striving for effect/ what a relief!; a book of a
natural man, i.e., observation, memory, humor, wit, compassion, thought in
natural proportions; people brought to life in few words/ remarkable; so
unpretentious, you've got to believe it, hence disarming and winning; simple
as 2 good fable; glows with gentle sentiment but no trace of sentimentality,
almost inevitable in this genre bu%iin this book because the experience
passed through the mind of a natural man and came out with all the ambivalence,
shrewdness and humor that goes with actual experience."

Feel free to use the above.

J/”i' ’L-

@{z




5 April 1985

76
[
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Dear Eéleen Ward:

1 hae ML
Hi%eller and Rosenthal for the dialogue will be just what

the doctor ordered, I think (yes, 1 did mix up the two Denis'es).

There are a number of people in the New York area whom it would be :
good to invite to the lecture. All but one are friends but not close friends,
S0 please don't feel that you need to invite them to the party at your
apartment afterwards. Do it only if you want to., I'll be there, of course,
and alsp at the Grand Ticino, unless something happens in the meantime to
prevent it. If I can't make it to the Ticino for some reason, I'll let you
know. If you don't hear from me, 1'l1l be there. Otherwise the arrasngements
you've made sound just fine; sound, in fxact, like an Everit, and stir up
quite a bit of excitement in me.

Back to the people to invite: David Ignatow, P.0.Box 1458, East Hampton,
N.Y. 11937; Armand Schwerner, 30 Catlin Ave., Staten Island, Y.Y. 10304;
Louis Simpson, P.0.Box 91, Port Jefferson, N.Y. 11777; Allen Ginsberg, P.O.
Box 582, Stuyvesant Station, N.Y. 10009; Eliot Weinberger,234 WEEEWTQé?kS¥BE?E'
James Laughlin, Norfolk, Connecticut 06058; Harvey Shapero, 175 Clinton 5t.

(s ozflet #— —

Geoffrey 0'Brien, 200 East 15t¢h St., Apt. 7-0, N.Y.C. 10003; George QuAsha,
Station Hill Press, Station Hill Ropad, Barrytown, N.Y. 12507; Bradford Morrow,
ed. CONJUNCTIONS, 33 West 9th St., N.Y,C. 10011; R.B.Weber, English Dept.,
Southhamptgn College, Long Island University; David Wilk, Box 261, East Haven,
Coétrnecticut 06521; Leo Hamalian, English Dept., City College of the City
University of New York, N.Y. 10031; Rachel Blau Duplessi$, 211 Rutgers Ave.,
Swarthmore, PA 19081.

So all I have to do now is write the lecture or see if it would be

better not to write it but to wing it.

Cmrdially,

P.S5. I don't need to ask but just to make sure: you will have a good mike
at my disposal?

My social security no., 482-56-3425,
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Dear Dave:
So nice to get your warm, thoughtful response to my brief presence.

A part of me is still in Baton Rouge, I'd have you know, and it too is warm
and thoughtful.

I couldn't agree with you more % when you say, "The poem is an object
(I would have put the italic under pbiject) and itsm performance is incidental
to that." Absolutely. SNy :it's not like music,which is mute until
it's performed, but more like art, which need only to be seen. In other words,
when a painting is finished, the painter is finished snd leaves. There is
no further need for him....or anyone else. Whatever magic or power there is
in the painting is now there to be seen by anyone with eyes who has the sensi-
bility, and the action is strictly between the looker ard the painting, rot
between the him and the painter. But in perf-po the action is almost not at

all between the listener and the poem but between him and the poet-performer.

This exposes the performer to all the temptations in a performer-sudience
relationship, the temptation to inflate the poem and to shade and accent it
in such a way as @@ impress the audience, and to entertain, excite, shock,
titilate, etc. and make himself admired and loved in order to satisfy his all-
too-humar ego and self-esteem G

I try to protect myself as much as I can against this sort of thing by

never looking at the audience when I'm reading. There's quite enough theater

going on between me and the poem on the page from which I'm reading. At the
.game time, it is also true that poetry which does rot depend on depth or
meditation or the magic of word assccistions....narrative poetry, satire,
dramatic dialogue.....2ctuelly seems to become more animated when it is per-
formed. So, as you say, the subject is slippery, and it is quite possible to
feel elated at Ed's folk-lorish wit ard satire and %m atShange's good ear for
black speech and black experience{wasn't that prose that she was reading?).
My first reaction to your offer "to create a groundswell of support” at
the University for my nomination for a senior NEA fellowship was that severad
people had alresdy rnominated me, that the March 1 deasdline was past, and
nothing more could be done. But on second thought, I might actually need others
to support the nomination because there will be "senior" writers competing
for these two fellowships who will be far better known toc the panel of judges

than I, people like 4 Robert Penn Warren and Stanley Kunitz, My one chance of




-

persuading the judges lies in the way the two senior fellowships in literature
are described in the Guidelines: "Individuals who have made an extramordinary
contributiorn to Americar literature over a2 lifetime of crestive work" and "who
have expanded the boundaries of our literary heritage in work that has taken

place at the vital growing edge of literature (italics mire). Their continued

preserce on the litersry landscape is invaluable to younger writers."If you
and Andre and others in the English Department, either as individuals or as

a group, could testify from your own epxerience that my work satisfies those
criteria, it would do my nomination, I am sure, a lot of good. The address is
Literature Program, National Endowment for the Arts, Nancy Hanks CLenter,

1100 Pennsylvaria Avenue, N.W., Washington, D.C. 20506, Thanks for getting
such a thing started, David, and 1'11 see you in S§,F. maybe this summer. If

you don't have = place to stay in town, we could put you up.

Best,




10 June 1985

Dear Aileen:
The Grand Ticino in your company and the gathering in your

apartment stay in my mind in a pleasant glow., Something like the memory of
a reading I gave in Monterrey years ago at which a well-dressed, middle-
aged woman sitting quietly in the front row, her eyes lowered to her knittang,
yet obviously listening hard to me, broke the silence after I had concluded,
by simply saying, loud enough for everyone to hear, "Don't stop, don't stop.
Go on!" To everyone's surprise and to my eternal astonishment,.

That's what 1'd like us to do toco but I don't expect that to happen

unless you come to San Francisco and visit Leah and me. Any chance of that

happening?




4 Feb. 1985

Dear Roger Kamenetz:

I take it from your letter that
there is = direct flight from San Francisco to Baton
Rouge and that you'll be sending me the tickets
shortly.

Thursday :
Abput the Kxxday reading, if there ase two of
us, I assume you'll want about thirty minutes from

each?




23 April 1985

Before it slips my mind, I'd like to tell
you that Richard Caddel, a fine young British poet,
whose work Creeley admires, will be visiting S.F.
garly in MNovember and that it would be an asset to
the New College program ifi he could read there. His
work is original, nimble, compact, quite interesting,
and altogether urpredictable. If you thirk you'd like

to have him, let me know and 1'l1 have him send you

his book, CICELY. Or you could write him directly:

Pig Press, 7, Cross View Terrace, Neville's Cross,
Durham, DH1 4JY, U.K.

Best,




3/11/83

Dear Greg Masters:
Sorry but I don't at the moment
have an unpublished poem to send you for the News-_ -~

letter. However, I can give you the names of five

books read this past year with enthusiasm: Milan
Kundera's THE BOOK OF LAUGHTER AND FORGETTING;
SELECTED LETTERS of James Thurber; THE DIARY of
Virginia Woolf, vols. 2 & 3; Katherine Anne Porter's
COLLECTED ESSAYS; and Christopher Smart's JUBILATE
AGNO, ed. by W.H.Bond.

Congratulations on cleaning up the appearance

of the Newsletter.




8/18/82
Qku
Dear Bob:'
You're a man of your word. The cassettes csme, as you said they
would, Much obliged. 1 haven't heard them yet but Duncan has a csssette
deck and I1'11 listen to them there,

1 assume that you're back from Paris full of Gallic wit. and refinement
(but no Gallic airs, please), How did it go?

By the way, do you know Daniel = Haberman's poetry? I came across it
only recently myself and waes csught by his fine lyric ear. Guy Davenport,
who, as you know, is a meticulous critic and not given to throwing praise
around, wrote of his poetry: "Phrases shaped with clessical exactitude, the
unexpected but perfect asdjective, the image in motion.....quintessential
poetry.....his lyrics sings, his epigrams bite." I agree, and I think you
should invite him to reed at St, Mark's. The lyric poet is an endangered
;gsil%ﬁsae dayS..eqn0t many around.....and peaple should have a chance to
hear him before the breed dissppears. I've never heard him read, soc I don't

know whether his voice can measure up to his music, but it would certainly

be worth trying. The book of his I read was THE FURTIVE WALL. He came to
my reading and gave me his address: 433 East S51st Street, N.Y.C. 10022,

Cheers,

=z

/,7
@
o Dol




11/4/83

Desar Susan Broadhead:
Yes, I'd like ta bs a Mentor in next year's series,
The program sounds good,

That rascz)l, Andre, never did show me his translations. I knew he had
done 2 group for some avant garde Dutch magazine, and they did come out, so
far =s I know, but he never sent me a copy of the magazine. Then he said he
was translating a group of my poems into German for e German publication,
but that's as far z& ! heard. Years before, a young German who was finishing
up his doctorate in Chinese literature at the University of Berlin had
trenslizted =11 of AMULET into German and, on the recommendation of Eva Hesse,
Pound's official trensletor into German, who had read the trenslation, had
found a2 good publisher for it, I thought I was sll set, but at the last
minute the publisher was bought out and all the editors sscked., So I haven't
had good luck with German.

Would it be of any use to the committee on the selection of mentors

tc have the up-to-date bibliography of my books? I1'11 give it anyhow.

Two Poems, The Modern Editions Press, 1533
41

Selected Poems, New Directions, 19

Amulet, New Directions, 1967

Ere-Voice, New Directions, 19571

Ex Cranium, Night, Black Sparrow Press, 1575

My Experiences in Parnassus, Black Sparrow Press, 1977
History, Dasis Books, London, 1981

Droles De Journal, Toothpaste Press, 1981

Collected Prose, National Paostry Foundation, 1983

Spiritiaes I, Pig Press, England, 1983,

With best wishes,




Dear Rebekah Presson:

1 am returning the release,
signed, plus some biographical information, which
Seg it 7
should perhaps be SEﬂ%ﬂtOAWlhneaﬁDllS and San Diego,
and if they have public radia, Orono, Maine, Chico,
CA' and Santa Barbara, CA, As for music, 1 do have
some ideas: for lead-in, Eric Satie,or Ernest Bloch's
Proclamation for Trumpet and Orchestrs or Aaron
Coplandés Fanfare for the Common Manj for closing,
Satie or a quartet by Dvorak or Copland's Quiet City
or a nocturne by Chopin or Fauyre.
You'll be making & new taﬁs, 1 imagine, with
the accompanying music. If you do, will you please
send me two copies? /Aind you will send back my tape
when you're through/with it, /won't you?

Cordaally,
















MINNEAPOLIS, MINN.

TAYLOR 4-6022
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