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Almost since its inception, the Barnes Foundation has been more 
a subject of controversy than of objective scholarship. This stagger-
ing collection of nineteenth- and twentieth-century French painting 
was best known—not for Cézanne’s late Bathers (1900–05), Seurat’s 
Models (1886–88), or Matisse’s Joy of Life (1905–06)—but for the ec-
centric, pugnacious (and at times, repugnant) behavior of its founder, 
Albert Coombes Barnes (1872–1951). The former restrictions on ac-
cess to the collection, located some fifteen miles outside Philadelphia 
in Merion, Pennsylvania, and for a long time open only on weekends, 
as well as prohibitions not merely of loans, but even of color repro-
ductions, have helped reinforce the isolation of the Barnes Founda-
tion. Who but its former director could have written the article “The 
Lure and Trap of Color Slides in Art Education: The Time-Released 
Venom of Their Make Believe”?� These restrictions and prohibitions 
have also allowed the cult of Barnes’s personality to become the dom-
inant issue in most accounts of his collection. “The Terrible Tem-
pered Dr. Barnes”; “The Devil and Dr. Barnes”; “Art Held Hostage”; 
such titles reveal the tenor of most discussions.� But it is not the 
intention here to canonize the founder of this collection or to trans-
form the irascible Medici of Merion into a venerable Saint Albert. 
Rather, by building on the two fine introductory essays by Richard 
Wattenmaker and Anne Distel in the catalogue Great French Paint-
ings from the Barnes Foundation (1993), and Mary Ann Meyers’s 
excellent recent biography, Art, Education, and African-American 
Culture: Albert Barnes and the Science of Philanthropy (2004), this 
essay focuses “microscopically” on the years between 1912 and 1915, 
during which Barnes’s taste for modern art was formed. By examin-
ing how Barnes went about acquiring his pictures, whom he used as 
advisors, which writers may have guided his appreciation, and which 
other collectors offered inspiration, it becomes possible to place the 
man’s truly pioneering activity as a collector in a historical and cul-
tural context. Barnes’s achievement during these early years is all the 

The Origins of the  

Barnes Collection, 1912–15

COLIN B. BAILEY

Fig. 42
Giorgio de Chirico
Dr. Albert C. Barnes, 1926
Oil on canvas
36½ × 29 in. (92.7 × 73.7 cm)
The Barnes Foundation,  
Merion, Pennsylvania
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134  american impressionists and realists 135 

his students as samples and showing them widely, as in the case of 
Portrait of Dora Wheeler  (1883;  The  Cleveland  Museum  of  Art), 
which appeared in Munich and Paris, or donating them to leading 
institutions, as  in the case of Lady in Black (1888), which he gave 
to the Metropolitan Museum of Art in 1891. As a result, portraits of 
fashionable women became his stock-in-trade. By the 1890s, Chase 
had increased his prices. The artist Reynolds Beal, who studied with 
Chase at Shinnecock during the 1890s, wrote: “Chase gets $750.00 for 
a head and shoulders. $1500.00 for a half length, and $2,000.00 for a 
full length, and often paints them in one sitting, even a full length.”40 
As the scholar Ronald G. Pisano has documented: “A few known pric-
es for portraits include $500 for a bust length, posthumous portrait 
painted after a photograph of William Skinkle in 1892; $2000 for a 
full-length, standing portrait of Irene Dimmock, c. 1900; and $1000  
for a waist-length portrait of Dr. John Sparhawk Jones in 1906.”4�

Chase’s still lifes, such as An English Cod (1904), which the Corco-
ran Gallery of Art purchased in 1905, and Still Life: Fish (Fig. 94), 
which George A. Hearn purchased for the Metropolitan Museum of 
Art in 1908—sold for $1,000 or $2,000 each.4� Although these can-
vases helped to pay the bills, Chase worried that he would be known 
to future generations only as “a painter of fish, a painter of fish.”4� 
Chase’s success with portraits of people and fish is suggested by the 
fact  that  the  first  of  his  paintings  acquired  by  Smith  College  was 
Woman in Black (c. 1890) and the first two of his paintings acquired 
by  the Pennsylvania Academy were Portrait of Mrs. C. (Lady with Such refinement  impressed potential patrons. In 1886, Chase mar-

ried Alice Gerson and started a family that would eventually include 
eight children. Even  the stylish clothing  they all wear  in his many 
pictures of them suggests good taste and great expense. 

Chase  matured  into  a  prolific,  versatile  master.  His  brilliant, 
homegrown  Impressionism  is  apparent  in  splendid  park  scenes  of 
the mid- and late 1880s and ravishing Shinnecock views of the 1890s, 
but the monetary rewards from his paintings were variable. For ex-
ample, in 1895 he won the lucrative Samuel T. Shaw Purchase Prize 
of $1,500 at the Society of American Artists exhibition for A Friendly 
Call (Fig. 93). He was also the best-represented New York Impres-
sionist in the collection of Thomas B. Clarke, then the leading patron 
of American art. But Clarke’s pictures by Chase were almost all mod-
est in scale, and seven of them sold for an average price of only $170 
in Clarke’s epochal February 1899 auction—when Winslow Homer’s 
Eight Bells (1886; Addison Gallery of American Art, Phillips Acad-
emy, Andover, Massachusetts) brought $4,700 and Inness’s A Gray 
Lowery Day  (1877; Davis Museum and Cultural Center, Wellesley 
College, Wellesley, Massachusetts) sold for $10,150, breaking all pre-
vious auction records for an American painting.�8

Portrait painting was essential to Chase’s  income.�9 He had po-
sitioned himself as a society portraitist, often painting likenesses of 

Fig. 93
William Merritt Chase
A Friendly Call, 1895 
Oil on canvas
30⅛ × 48¼ in. (76.5 × 122.6 cm)
National Gallery of Art, 
Washington, D.C.; 
Chester Dale Collection

Fig. 94
William Merritt Chase 
Still Life: Fish, by 1908 
Oil on canvas
40⅛ × 451⁄16 in. (101.9 × 114.5 cm) 
The Metropolitan Museum of Art,  
New York; George A. Hearn Fund, 1908
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Gallery in conjunction with the Liberty Loan Drive, it overshadowed 
all the other paintings on display on the street. Frank Crowninshield, 
editor of Vanity Fair, cabled Bellows, “Picture Scott and Fowles im-
mense best thing on avenue.”50 Among a sea of rapturously inspira-
tional pictures—Edwin Blashfield’s Carry On! of 1917 (see Fig. 113) 
was perhaps the best-known—The Germans Arrive stood out as genu-
ine and authentic. Tough times, the Nation’s critic admonished the 
fainthearted, called for tough pictures: “The message from art to-day, 
if we are to profit by it, must be delivered in strong, brutal language 
such as we get in . . . the . . . horrible canvas by George Bellows.”5� 
The critic for Art News went further: “The works are brutal, full of 
horror, but reeking with truth, which adds to their poignancy. After 
one has recovered from the shock of the subjects themselves . . . one 
sees that the pictures are full of strange beauty, conceived in bigness 
of vision that is rare and inspiring.”5�

But the effect of the War Series proved to be complicated. Unwit-
tingly,  the pictures  fed an eager morbidity about  the war  that dis-
torted the justifications for American involvement. Brand Whitlock 
reported a conversation at a dinner party in his hometown in Ohio in 
August 1917: “Now Brand,” his dinner partner asked him, “did you 
ever see any German soldiers cutting off the hands of little children?” 
He wrote of his distress over the seductive effect of these sensation-
al stories, “as though the justice of [the Allied] cause depended on 
whether Germans killed babies in Belgium, or not.”5� The operatic 
violence of Bellows’s paintings, with their old-master underpinnings, 
both fueled and justified America’s seemingly unflagging appetite for 
atrocity stories.

Furthermore, the very qualities that elevate them from reportage 
to historical significance—their formality, their grand gestures, their 
baroque  theatricality—undercut  their  affective  power.  In  the  oils, 
particularly,  the  lack of motion creates a kind of disjunction—each 
figure’s suffering seems unrelated to that of his neighbor. The stage-
like structure of the works sets up a chasm between action and viewer 
and so provides license for detachment and psychic escape. Bellows’s 
paintings put the viewer in a morally ambiguous position. By present-
ing Germany’s systematic, illegal terrorizing of Belgian citizens as a 
classical tragedy, by making it into theater, Bellows’s paintings make 
the horrific and unthinkable more tolerable.

Bellows  completed  the  last  War  Series  painting,  Return of the 
Useless  (Fig.  132),  just as  the Armistice was declared  in November 
1918. During  the next year,  the war paintings were shown  in New 
York—individually,  never  as  a  series—at  the  National  Academy  of 
Design,  in  the  Allied  Salon  Exhibition,  and  at  Knoedler’s.  They 
were  also  included  in  exhibitions  in  Buffalo,  Cincinnati,  Chicago, 
and Rochester. Over this period, the reputation of the pictures slowly 
began to erode. Critics protested Bellows’s overreliance on theory,54 

Fig. 132
George Bellows
Return of the Useless, 1918
Oil on canvas
59 × 66 in. (149.9 × 167.6 cm)
Crystal Bridges Museum of  
American Art, Bentonville, Arkansas

Fig. 131
Antonio della Bitta
Neptune, 1878
from The Fountain of Neptune 
by Giacomo della Porta, 1574
Piazza Navona, Rome
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a map history of tullar farm 9

part i

A Map History of Tullar Farm

In 1976, the editors of a commemorative pamphlet gave the town of Egremont, 
Mass., a unique look at the history of the place using, among other material, sev-
eral maps drawn from very early sources to accompany anecdotes provided by 
townspeople as they observed a 200-year anniversary. Their recreations of the 
early boundary drawings were meant to give 20th-century residents an under-
standable picture of the town as it evolved. Shown in various forms are “the 
Indian Land,” the boundaries of “province lands west of She≈eld,” the “Pro-
prietors map of the Shawenon purchase.” Abbreviated descriptions of the Tul-
lar farm acreage are inevitably included, but not the links between the various 
parts, for example his neighbors north, west, and south are unnamed. Also miss-
ing—taken for granted as understood by the interested parties—are bits of data 
that would today be invaluable for understanding the network of connections 
between the first settler families and their properties, many hinted at in the sur-
viving land deeds. 

figure 1. 
Franklin Pope, Map of 
She≈eld, 1730–1781. The mill 
brook included in the Indian 
Reservation is the town’s main 
power source, deeded to Van 
Guilder and Karner before 1740.
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40 a tullar farm chronicle

When the stone turns, the burrs deliver a scissoring cut on a range of materials 
so the facility can be used to grind or “grist” local grain (wheat, oats, barley, rye), 
but can make lint of rags, crush flaxseed or minerals like gypsum for plaster. Each 
stone in a pair was worth 20 shillings in early 18th-century Connecticut.

The stone pictured is a topstone; the massive weight in play would be posi-
tioned above the runner stone. These huge implements turned at 108 revolu-
tions per minute to grind the best wheat buds; the work produced between 5 
and 10 pounds of flour per minute. The runner stone is typically 10 inches thick 
at its widest point, at least 4½ feet in diameter, and is moved by hand-carved 
gears meshing with a geared wheel, in turn driven by water diverted from the 
mill stream. The topstone is 4 inches thick. Together the pair of stones would 
weigh more than 2,000 pounds. By the time the rebellion broke out in the colo-
nies, Americans were importing French stones, considering them superior tools, 
and German hardware—for bolting or grading flour, the sifting screen removed 
impurities. The imported stones were engineered to finer tolerance and used 
more durable steel than local or native variants. Common local stones, like those 
pictured, were quarried in New York—since stone was a major export from the 
Berkshires. Perhaps the She≈eld stones were among those sent to the Genesee 
Valley, where the new Holland patent developers were building mill sites from 
Lake Ontario to the Pennsylvania border to attract settlers.

Two short pieces taken from a town newsletter distributed in 1932 follow 

figure 10. 
Side view of the topstone, 
showing the hole bored to receive 
the “bail” hardware, used to 
shift the stone for dressing or 
replacement; these “irons” were 
used to adjust the height of the 
topstone over the bottom or 
runner stone, to raise it up and 
swing it out of play to one side, 
and turn it over to be dressed 
by an itinerant dressing or 
more often by the miller. The 
topstone did not move laterally 
but was adjusted vertically to 
the desired height from one or 
two microns—the thickness of 
a sheet of paper—to deliver the 
desired flour consistency.
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john tullsar’s brick house 201

One might claim that Tullar’s gambrel roof more gracefully encloses a larger 
space than would a hip roof.rr The traditional wood-frame gambrel-roofed house 
built for William Brattle in Pittsfield (see Figure 43) which seems elephantine by 
comparison. As the owner of a sawmill and more than 300 wooded acres, Tullar 
could have built a gambrel village of his own. Instead of shifting to milled wood 
above a stone foundation, he—or Anna, perhaps in his absence—chose brick 
made from local clays for the structure above the water table; “corner” chim-
neys were installed, in which the single column had two fireplaces. These have 
been eliminated in 19th-century changes but are visible in the HABS plan of the 
Taylor house in Middletown, New Jersey (Figure 65). The whole composition is 
embraced by the gambrel roof, setting o� a unique family emblem with enor-
mous 10 foot by 10 foot glyphs.ry 

As a monument to his good fortune, his family, wife, and children, Tullar’s brick 
fired from clays of “the Indian land” originally given by the sachem Skenops to 
John Van Guilder, is an eminently sound, safe, and durable choice. But bricks also 
made possible, in a way that would simply be inconceivable in lumber, the text 
itself. The di�erence makes a stronger case for seeing the gable as a composition 
with a manifold purpose, one reinforcing another. The bricks state without fear 
of fading, Tullar’s pride in his family, the union with Anna, and with a new town 
and county, a distinct indelible entity, that for a while entered the collective men-
tality. With its roof, double chimneys, and corner fireplaces, Tullar’s house moved 

figure 64. Vlechtingen: “mouse teeth” on west gable end, Tullar house, and detail of common bond.
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202 a tullar farm chronicle

dramatically out of the category of shelter or dwelling, and into the register of 
personal statement and demonstration of an achieved eminence. He emphati-
cally broke with the regional building vocabulary.

The Center-hall House: Status, Form, and Function
The plan of the Tullar house, with its center hall with end corner chimneys for 
rooms divided by a plank wall, suited “polite” residents, since they could conduct 
business away from the flow of domestic activity. ru Rooms that entered a central 
hall allowed owners to segregate their interests with lock and key. Practitioners of 
“polite,” as opposed to folk architecture, reversed the agrarian, face-to-face social 
arrangement, according to one academic writer. It must be assumed that Tullar 
conducted a�airs of the town, tax collection, estate administration, or sensitive 
family a�airs in these rooms of his house—seeking advice, the Winchells, Kelloggs, 
or Loomises, for example, would be alone with him.Segregation may have helped 
in treating the smallpox victims sheltered in the house on more than one occasion.

Kevin Sweeney writes:

The association of the gambrel roof with authority would not have seemed 
far-fetched to Valley residents. . . . According to tradition, Berkshire County’s 
courts first sat in Bill Williams’ gambrel roofed house in Pittsfield. The link 

figure 65. Center hall, Locke Fuller house, South Deerfield, Mass., built 1790. A virtual twin of the Tullar entrance 
hall absent an exit door opposite the entrance (HABS).
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Seneca Tullar and the Farm, 1800–1824 
In his fifth decade, Seneca was very much a man in the Tullar mold. In 1800, 
he continued to buy and sell land. As a wealthy and prominent farmer, he could 
assume that his interests and those of his community were the same, farm and 
village were almost indivisible, and as the text wall proclaimed, came into being 
at the same moment. The mainstays of the local economy continued to be 
identified with the Tullar/Karner sawmill and gristmill.

At age 75, John Tullar divided his farm between Seneca and Joel. The transac-
tions were not gifts, but exchanges in dollar amounts, though this may have been 
done with a view toward guaranteeing an agreed settlement. While most of the 
farm property was shared by her two brothers, Anna, the eldest child, was given 
the 25-percent family gristmill share along with 36 ½ acres; she was 45. She paid 
her father $42 for what was in part a symbolic gift—the family milling legacy and 
the single most important component of the family’s fortune. Where her gift 
acreage lay is no longer clear, its boundaries obscured by later subdivision. But it 
is not insignificant in size, roughly two-thirds of the Tullar farm area today.

table 3. Tullar family and occupant owners of Tullar Farm, 1800–1900

name dates, occupation and final residence if known
Anna Tullar 25 Nov. 1742–d? m. Hooker Hubbard 
John Tullar, Jr. 16 April 1744–16 Oct. 1815. Innkeeper, state legislative 
 representative for N. Egremont, 1812–15. Simsbury–Genesee, N.Y.
Daniel 4 March 1746–3 Dec. 1833
David 22 Sept. 1748–23 Aug. 1839. Clergy, She≈eld. Simsbury–She≈eld
Seneca 1751–1828. Justice of the Peace, Egremont. Simsbury–Egremont
Paulina 1751–? Simsbury
Martin 1753–1 Oct. 1813. Clergy. Simsbury–Royalton, Vt.
Joel 1757–1835. Farmer, Great Barrington. Egremont–Egremont

tullar family owners dates
Seneca Tullar (1751–1828)
Joel Tullar (1758–1835)
Talitha Tullar Race (1784–1854)*
*Curtis, Benjamin, and Goodale owned a mortgage on farm

gardner family owners dates
John I. Gardner (1797–1873) 1850
James A. Gardner (1823–1896) 1880
Christina Gardner (1830–1897) 1890
Ella Gardner Fuller (1897–1924) 1924†
†Moved to New York

table 4. 
19th-century Owners of Tullar 
Farm by Decade
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numbers very much fewer. We have to consider the conditions of 

today. I should therefore like to see a postage stamp designed with no 

portraiture or other fanciful decoration. But if a portrait be insisted 

upon then I am convinced that plain photography should be employed. 

 Finally in my view the only good stamp which has been produced in 

any country within the world within recent years is the 1936 issue of 

Edward VIII, though this, admittedly, might have been greatly improved 

by better lettering and a plain ungradated background [1]. And I may 

say that such a stamp as I have suggested (i.e., an improved version of 

the Edward VIII stamp) was in fact produced by H. M. Post Office but 

was not published on account of that king’s abdication [2]. 

EG 6.5. ’40 

 It is a sound principle that the greater the number of repetitions or 

reproductions the simpler should be the form of the thing repeated. 

 Therefore strictly speaking it is desirable that portraiture and land-

scape views and all naturalistic scenes should be avoided. 

 It is exceedingly regrettable that so much consideration should be 

given by our and other governments to the entirely sentimental views 

of philatelists and the general public.

 It is equally regrettable that the production of postage stamps 

should in many countries have become an occasion for new sources 

of revenue, thus making it seem desirable to have more and more 

elaborate and naturalistic designs. (We are all familiar with many 

examples of this kind of thing e.g., views of distant mountains from 

New Zealand or a view of a new dam at Connaught.)

 There is no need whatever to suppose that when reduced to its 

necessary simple elements a postage stamp need be anything but a 

very handsome article. Good lettering and figures and the simplest 

possible heraldic sign are sufficient for both beauty and nationality.

 It is useless to refer back to the early stamps such as the Victorian 

Penny Black, as the conditions of production a hundred years ago 

and the number of stamps required were entirely different and the 

2. Gill’s unpublished design for the 
Edward VIII coronation issue.

1. The 1936 King Edward VIII 2½d definitive issue 
based on a design by 17-year-old Hubert Brown. 
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5. Study for the 19 24 British Empire Exhibition commemorative issue. 6. Study for the 19 24 British Empire Exhibition commemorative issue.
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Eric Gill submitted his first designs for the George VI definitives on Febru-

ary 18, 1937—just four months after referring to postage stamps as “a slave 

product” in the pages of the Manchester Guardian. Despite his initial reluc-

tance to take on the commission, Gill finally had his first published stamp 

design issued on May 10, 1937 [frontispiece, 7, 14]. In this design, however, 

Gill seemed to take very little comfort. In a letter to his brother, Evan Gill, 

he wrote, “Really the responsibility for the design is more the Post Office’s 

than mine. I only drew the stuff as instructed.” And to his friend, the writer 

and stone carver Arthur Graham Carey, he wrote, “They are of course just 

a compromise between my wishes & those of the authorities.” In spite of 

Gill’s lack of enthusiasm for the design, the stamps were well received and 

kept in circulation for the entire fifteen-year reign of George VI.

The designs for the coronation of George VI and Elizabeth [8–10, 15] quickly 

followed the definitives. Again, Gill was less than enthusiastic: 

From my point of view the whole idea of a picture stamp is essentially unreasonable. . . .  

It seems to me that to use a pictorial subject is simply pandering to sentimentality and the 

appetite of collectors for anything curious. . . . It is difficult to imagine anything worse than 

a combination of ornamental border, view of Windsor and photograph of King. . . . Is there 

any reason why England should not set the pace in these matters? Why should there not 

be one rational Post Office in the world? Why must we all follow one another sheepishly 

in these outrageous sentimentalities?

Four of Eric Gill’s designs were taken to essay form and shown to the King. 

Those essays held at the British Postal Museum & Archive in London are 

marked simply, “Seen and rejected.”

14. The George VI definitive series with a frame designed by Eric Gill and portrait by Edmund Dulac.  15. Gill’s four rejected designs for the coronation stamp of George VI and Elizabeth with the stamp that 
was actually issued (right). The published stamp was designed by Edmund Dulac.
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In spite of his mixed record of success in the field of stamp design, Eric Gill 

did have other successful non-stamp designs for the Post Office. In fact, 

Gill’s first successful foray into postal design had nothing to do with stamps: 

His design for the postman’s cap badge went into production around 1930. 

In December 1938 he submitted a design for a stationery stamp die which 

was later heavily revised and offered on pre-printed postcards, envelopes, 

and aerogrammes. [19] 

On May 6, 1940, just a few days shy of four years after the abdication of 

Edward VIII, Gill still approved of his design for the abandoned coronation 

issue [13]  in his “Notes on Postage Stamps.” Gill probably only achieved 

his philatelic ideal, however—unspoiled by politics or bureaucrats—in his 

design for what most philatelists would not dare consider a real stamp: a 

1939 poster stamp issued to commemorate the twenty-first anniversary of 

the League of Nations Union. [18]

Michael Russem
Cambridge, Massachusetts
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19. A postcard for British prisoners of war with Eric Gill’s pre-printed stamp die.

Notes on Postage Stamps
By	Eric	Gill.	Afterword	by	Michael	Russem.	Kat	Ran	Press.		
8	×	9	inches.	24	pages.	Set	in	14.25/22	Gill	Sans	Pro	Medium	with	
Gill	Sans	Display	Bold.	Printed	and	bound	by	Acme	Bookbinding.



Catherine Kehoe

March 18–April 19, 2011

Howard  Yezerski Gallery 

The  Diff erence  Between Things

2

Essay by William Corbett

The Difference Between Things
By	Catherine	Kehoe.	Essay	by	William	Corbett.	Howard	Yezerski	
Gallery.	8½	×	8½	inches.	20	pages.	Set	in	10/16	Gill	Sans	Pro	
Light	with	Gill	Sans	Pro	Medium.	Printed	and	bound	by	Acme	
Bookbinding.



“What,” she thought, “have I got to lose?” She relaxed into  

self-portraiture,  unclenched her grip,  loosened control  

and looked into a mirror without thinking about herself.  

Today Kehoe sees the self-portraits as “not about me.”  

It’s the same woman,  different clothes.  And autobiography, 

presentation of an inner self,  does not seem to have been 

her intention. She has sought a barely conscious vantage 

point,  wanting to see for the sake of seeing and perhaps 

catch in action,  unawares, the face of the determined, 

wholly absorbed painter Kehoe is.

 She works quickly on the self-portraits,  free from 

painstaking effort – a still life commonly takes her a 

month or more to complete.  And she applies her paint 

differently.  The surface is edges,  and blocks,  or near-blocks 

of color,  as if she used a palette knife.  These strokes are 

the work of her sable bright brushes taking advantage of 

their ability to make a line.  Her paint handling emphasizes 

the intensity of expression while suggesting that the face 

for a painter can be a sort of carpenter’s problem.  You 

need a mirror to remind you of its planes and structure. 

Kehoe looks hard and then stops looking to leave her self-

portrait unfinished.  Her mornings begin with final touches. 

Perhaps she needs to start her day confident of having 

finished a painting, or she simply needs to warm up.   

That done Kehoe,  bends to her current set-up.

 The Kehoe who paints a still life is another painter.   

After her ancestor series she felt exhilarated to be 

“making painted images from subjects that exist in 

space and light in the present moment.” And then the 

exhilaration subsided as she found painting to be  “very 

difficult” and doubt,  which has always been a part of her 

process,  slowed her and,  perversely, spurred her on.  

So,  she went to work in an attempt,  as she has said,  

“to sneak a little nuance into something boldly stated.” 

 In her still-life paintings,  the subject is what paint can 

do to make images happen,  bring them alive to our 

imaginations.  Flowers,  the lilies and ranunculus in a water 

glass,  are the subject in so far as they are forms, but Kehoe 

is not,  as the variety of her set-ups show, a painter of 

flowers. On her lively blog – all interested in her work 

and what her eyes are on at present,  plus other oddments 

and pleasures, ought to go there forthwith – Kehoe 

quotes Degas,  one of her touchstone painters:  “Painting 

is the ability to surround Venetian red so that it looks 

When Catherine Kehoe paints, she is stared at by a  

row of self-portraits.  The face is stern,  dour,  severe,  less 

a witness than a juror or judge.  She wears red-framed 

eyeglasses, and her focus is so intense that she must 

be seeing what we cannot see.  These are images of 

concentrated attention.  You want to snap your fingers  

in front of her face to break the spell.  Kehoe has said that 

her “voice within is loud and clear;  it banishes all others 

from the studio.” These small but fierce self-portraits may 

be that voice in paint.

 Kehoe’s bare-bones studio is half the unheated attic 

of the Roslindale house she shares with her partner,   the 

painter Nancy McCarthy.  Three skylights admit north 

light;  a small space heater gives warmth and lamps provide 

light for night-work.  Her materials are what Kehoe 

requires and no more – two or three metal straight 

edges,  a palette knife,  several squared off,  tapered sable 

bright brushes (she throws them away when they lose 

their edge) and a palette with colors ranged around its 

edges.  Kehoe likes a full palette of Winsor & Newton and 

Williamsburg oil paints from which she mixes and derives 

the intense colors she currently favors. Scattered about 

are the toys,  plates and pieces of cloth Kehoe uses as  

set-ups for her still lifes. 

 The action is at the easel in the center of the room. 

Before it Kehoe sits to paint a still life,  referring to the 

set-up she has positioned like a stage set in an open 

cardboard box.  She is about fourteen inches from the 

panel or canvas on which she paints.  Kehoe likes control – 

this space feels like a cockpit – wants no distractions 

(music is fine – Frank Sinatra, the Andrews Sisters, 

Lee Wiley and Leonard Cohen are on her iPod) and  

when things change before her eyes,  as they will,  it drives 

her “nuts.” 

 To her left many of the still lifes in this show stand on 

a ledge.  To her right are a series of ancestor portraits, 

drab in color,  reflecting their origin in old,  sepia-toned 

photographs.  Across from the easel are the self-portraits. 

Kehoe surrounds herself with identity and history.

 The still lifes and self-portraits come from different  

impulses.  At some recent point Kehoe began to end her  

painting day by starting a self-portrait.  After working  

several hours on a still life to the point of feeling an  

“utter failure,” she allowed herself to “just fool around.”  
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like vermillion.” Kehoe’s interest in color is an engine that 

drives her still-life painting;  it is not her subject.

 To my eye what Kehoe is after is “a little nuance.”  What 

do I mean? In James Schuyler’s poem “February,” Schuyler 

is attempting to define the moment he’s writing about.  

“It’s the yellow dust inside the tulips. / It’s the shape of 

a tulip. / It’s the water in the drinking glass the tulips are 

in.”  The moment is in all these things, but exactly in none 

of them.  The “It’s” sums up the nuance that we can find 

words for but not the word,  since the moment is all that 

is in the moment.  We try to pinpoint that moment only 

to fail with each try,  but succeed as Schuyler’s poem 

does or a Kehoe still life can.  The nuance in her paintings 

is the shape of the family-heirloom compote;  folds in 

cloth gathered at its base;  the facets of a toy cat; “Estelle’s 

Mums,” specific in each petal point;  a handful of grapes in 

a painting no bigger than a handful,  and the pointing finger 

on a stick, which is a pictorial “It’s.”  Things that under 

Kehoe’s hand become,  in her phrase,  “true to their own 

temperament.” 

 Color is nuance and so is light,  and so too is the way the 

paint is applied,  and so is size,  small in Kehoe’s art,  but size 

is not the same as scale. These paintings are as big as they 

have to be,  which is to say that into them Kehoe has put 

everything she knows about painting.  When the paintings 

click, they fit perfectly in the viewers mind.

 This essay will end, as Kehoe’s painting day does,  with 

a look at Doctor K, as in “Doctor K’s New Hat” and a 

glance at the lab coat she wears when she teaches and in 

her studio. In most of her self-portraits Kehoe appears 

bareheaded.  Her hair is short,  utilitarian in cut.  You can’t 

guess much about her style – her earrings are white 

dots and the frames of her eyeglasses unstylish – from 

her self-portraits,  but “Doctor K…” is more forthcoming. 

She wears a porkpie hat and her lab coat’s collar is up 

at a rakish angle.  Here I am,  this portrait declares,  ready 

for another day at the easel struggling with the objects 

I’ve arranged,  ready to go wherever they,  my brush and 

palette of colors,  will take me. 

 William Corbett
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 1 Inside the box (front cover) Oil on board, 6 × 5 inches

 2 Alabaster compote Oil on board, 8 × 6 inches

 3 Self-portrait on Yom Kippur Oil on board, 6 × 5 inches

 4 Doctor K Oil on board, 8 × 6 inches 

 5 Estelle’s mums Oil on board, 6 × 8 inches

 6 Self-portrait Oil on board, 5 × 5 inches

 7 Lilies and ranunculus Oil on linen on board, 8 × 6 inches

 8 Schmata Oil on board, 8 × 6 inches

 9 Green grapes, alabaster compote Oil on board, 8 × 6 inches

10 Self-portrait in natural light Oil on board, 8 × 6 inches

11 Red grapes Oil on board, 4 × 6 inches

12 Self-portrait in orange Oil on board, 6 × 4 inches

13 Things Oil on board, 8 × 10 inches

14 Small self-portrait Oil on board, 7 × 6 inches

15 Doctor K’s new hat (back cover) Oil on board, 8 × 6 inches
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v

Orra White Hitchcock entitled her album of mushrooms “Fungi selecti 

picti,” but we might call it “The Honeymoon Album.” She painted these water-

colors in the summer of 1821, just after her marriage in late May to Edward 

Hitchcock (1793–1864). Long thought to be hers alone, recent researches for 

the exhibition of her work at the Mead Art Museum, Amherst College, disclose 

that it was made in close collaboration with her husband.1 Only recently have 

his two catalogues of these mushrooms been uncovered. They are nearly identi-

cal, but one of them, “Remarks upon Fungi Collected & Painted in the Summer 

of 1821 (See paintings),”  2 has more polished prose. It was presumably to be used 

for eventual communications with scholars or editors.

 At age twenty-five in 1821, Orra was well versed in science and art, both of 

which she had taught at Deerfield Academy from 1813 to 1818. Only one drawing 

survives with details and annotations that show her working as a field botanist,3 

but there were doubtless others not considered worth saving. Her watercolors 

of the honeymoon summer reveal an experienced botanical illustrator with a 

very sure hand. From internal evidence it is clear that some of the plants were 

painted on the spot, others done back at home before the uprooted plants dried. 

It was an album of record in which she treated the plants as isolated images, 
© 2011 smith college libraries 

isbn 0-87391-065-6
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the plates

Orra White Hitchcock, “Fungi selecti picti.” July–October 1821. Water-

color, pencil, and ink wash in sewn album, 6¾₈ × 8 in. (16.3 × 20.3 cm.). 

College Archives, Smith College Libraries, Northampton, Mass.; gift of 

Emily Hitchcock Terry.

Faded white paper watermarked “j green / 1814.” Title in pen and ink; 

“1821” in pencil, added later. Twenty unnumbered leaves, 122 numbered 

images (not consecutive) and two unnamed and unnumbered. All inscrip-

tions are in the hand of Edward Hitchcock.

facing pages

Catalogue entries from Edward Hitchcock, “Remarks upon Fungi Col-

lected & Painted in the Summer of 1821. (See paintings).” Sewn signature 

of 16 leaves, written both sides, 6∑ × 4 in. (16 × 10 cm.). Archives and 

Special Collections, Amherst College.

Inconsistent and idiosyncratic punctuation retained. 

von Schweinitz, Conspectus fungorum in Lusatiae superioris (Leipsig 1805), abbreviated 
as “Schw.”

 6. Anon., “The Correspondence of Schweinitz and Torrey,” Memoirs of the Torrey Botanical Club 
16, 3 (July 16, 1921). Letter of May 3, 1822, to Schweinitz: “A few days ago a friend of mine 
(the Rev. Ed. Hitchcock of Conway, Mass.) sent me for examination a book of drawings of 
Fungi 120 in number, done by his wife.”

 7. It is described and a number of its pages reproduced in Orra White Hitchcock, 2011.
 8. For an insightful study of several contemporaneous herbaria, including the Hitchcocks’s, see 

C. John Burk, “Evolution of a Flora: Early Connecticut Valley Botanists,” Rhodora 96 (Janu-
ary 1994): 75–96. I have profited greatly from Burk’s article although he was unaware of the 
existence of Edward’s catalogues of “Fungi selecti picti.” 

 9. Hitchcock, ”Description of a New Species of Botrychium; with a drawing,” American Journal 
of Science 6 (1823): 103–4. Plate 8 includes a hand-colored engraving after an original draw-
ing by Orra.

 10. Hitchcock, “Physiology of the Gyropodium coccineum; by the Rev. Edward Hitchcock,” 
American Journal of Science 9, 1 (1825): 56–60.

 11. Hitchcock, Catalogue of Plants Growing without cultivation in the vicinity of Amherst Col-
lege (Amherst 1829). “Published by the Junior Class in that Institution.” 

 12. Hitchcock, Reminiscences of Amherst College, historical, scientific, biographical and autobio-
graphical (Northampton 1863): 99.

 13. See Burk, “Evolution of a Flora.” It can no longer be reconstituted, although Burk identified a 
few of the Hitchcock plants now at the University of Massachusetts.
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 [plate 1]

 No. 3.   Agaricus. Nat. size. In wet woods. June. on the ground.

 No. 4.  Agaricus—. Nat. size. In wet woods—On old leaves & rotten wood.

 No. 5.  Agaricus.—Deeply umbilicate—sub-sessile. Gills very much decument. On dead limbs of trees—
Nat. size. June.

 No. 6.  Agaricus.—very tender & perishable—juicy—on the ground—Nat. size. June.

 No. 7.  Agaricus—Cap smooth, not juicy—In woods—June—Nat. Size.

 No. 8.  Agaricus—Gills decument—few in number. In woods June to September. Nat. size. wet woods.

 No. 9.  Peziza—Cap smooth within & without—On the ground. June. Nat. size.

 No. 10.  Boletus—Pores very small & white—a is a section of the pileus—Nat. size—on the ground. 
perishable—In dry woods June.

 No. 11.  Boletus—Pileus soft spongy—pores large—very perishable—Nat. size—on the ground June. Perhaps 
a variety of B. bovinus.

 No. 27.  Peziza scutettata Pers. Margin hairy—sessile—nearly flat—Nat. size—On rotten wood—June.

 No. 41.  Peziza. Stem very short central—dish but slightly concave—smooth within & without On dead sticks 
July. Nat. size.

 No. 51.  Peziza. Solitary—sessile rough on the outside & covered with black warts of a substance different 
from that of the cup & easily rubbed off. Not hairy or wooly either on the margin or outside—Cup 
green within—On the ground wet woods. Nat. size. July. 

 No. 52.  Peziza. Very wooly on the margin & outside—not warts—sessile—solitary—white within the cup. 
Same locality as the last—Nat. size. July.
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 [plate 4]

 No. 69.   Agaricus—Cap thin leathery—roughish—somewhat wrinkled—ring easily moving up & down. 
Dry open fields. Nat size August.

 No. 70.   Agaricus—Cap smooth gills not united to the stem—tender, juicy—stem solid—Nat. size On 
horse dung in open field. August.

 No. 71.  Boletus—Top smooth stem lateral or sometimes perhaps only very excentric [sic]—lower part 
uniformly black—pores short. Nat. size—summer. Always on decaying birch.

 No. 89.   Agaricus—White very tender with a small ring—On the ground Sept. Nat. size.

 [plate 3 continued]

 No. 65.  Clavaria—Branches flattened. Perhaps a depanferate [?] specimen. Nat. size. August.

 No. 66.  Helvella? Stem entire below the cap—margin of the cap folded in and under it are numerous 
irregular cells—Cap covered with a white powder. Nat. size woods—August—I am not without 
suspicion that this may be an agaricus which was prevented from expanding—And yet no 
obstruction appeared about it—

 No. 67.  Clavaria covalloidis? This was painted from an ungrown specimen & therefore is good for nothing.

 No. 68.   Agaricus—Cap smooth gills broad. Dry open grass fields. August. Nat. size.

 No. 80.  Lycoperdon—Nat. size About old stumps. Sept. Perhaps a poor specimen.

Fungi selecti picti, 1821
Watercolors	by	Orra	White	Hitchcock.	Introduction	by	Robert	L.	
Herbert.	Smith	College	Libraries.	7¾	×	6¼	inches.	56	pages.	Set	
in	10.5/16	Miller	with	Miller	Display	Italic.	Printed	and	bound	by	
Capital	Offset.
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brief mention of his colleagues. Thoughtful accounts of Rodker by his 
direct contemporaries are surprisingly few—Montague Summers, who 
in 1929–1930, edited for Rodker a series of five books on the history 
of witchcraft, mentions him only superficially. Nancy Cunard wrote 
in These Were the Hours, Memories of my Hours Press, Reanville and Paris, 
1928–1931 that she and Rodker “knew each other well for some time” 
and that he was an “enchanting companion” on their travels together in 
Italy and France during the early 1920s (Cunard 141–42). But Cunard’s 
account reveals little beyond their collaboration to print his Collected 
Poems, 1912–1925 (1930). The present work will account for Rodker’s 
activities as a printer and publisher during the period he operated the 
Ovid Press, 1919–1922, and bring together in one place for the first time 
a descriptive bibliography of the items he printed. Some of the works 
Rodker printed have been previously described—Donald Gallup’s work 
on Eliot and Pound, for example—however, the entries here have been 
updated and expanded, and detailed copy-specific notes have been 
gathered in an attempt to clear up ambiguities introduced by Rodker’s 
own colophon statements. Close bibliographical descriptions of other 
works, published here for the first time, include previously unrecorded 
titles that can now be attributed to Rodker’s press. 

Small presses and enterprising individuals who were willing to make 
huge personal and financial sacrifices in order to get the works they felt 
worthy of a readership into print overwhelmingly supported new liter-
ary writing in the early decades of the twentieth century. Documenting 
the work of John Rodker is an effort to record his contribution to the 
small presses and avant-garde literature of the period. 

I. John Rodker: Life and Writing

John Rodker was born 18 December 1894 in Manchester, England, with 
the name Simon Solomon, the son of David Rodker and Leah Rodker 
(née Jacobson). In a Statuary Declaration dated 26 July 1929, Rodker 
stated that “My father originally came from Poland and as ‘Rodker’ was 
a Polish name he adopted for a time the name of Solomon . . . but I have 
as long as I can remember been known as John Rodker” (John Rodker 
Papers, HRC).

When Rodker was six years old his father, who ran a corset shop, 
moved the family to Whitechapel in London’s East End. As a young 
man, Rodker focused his interests on languages, poetry, and art. He 
excelled at languages, but was largely self-educated; “his father did 
not have a library full of classics,” Ezra Pound wrote of Rodker’s back-
ground to the publisher Margaret Anderson, “but he will learn” (Pound / 
Little Review 63).2 By 1911 Rodker had made important friendships with 
Joseph Leftwich, Isaac Rosenberg and Stephen Winsten—all three of 
whom would become artists and writers. The small circle of friends, 
known as “the Whitechapel boys,” spent their free time together 
encouraging and critiquing each other’s work and discussing the artists 
and poets they admired most.3 Other early friends included the artists 
David Bomberg and Mark Gertler. 

Rodker’s career as a writer began when in 1912 he published two 
poems in the New Age—his earliest piece was “A Slice of Life.”4 The 

2. EP to Margaret Anderson, 11 June 1917, editor of the Little Review; Pound predicts 
JR’s future success. 

3. See Joseph Cohen, Journey to the Trenches, the Life of Isaac Rosenberg. New York: 
Basic Books, 1975: 33–53. Cohen describes the activities of the group as related in 
Leftwich’s unpublished diary. 

4. Appearing in the New Age (27 June 1912, p. 211) “A Slice of Life” was mistakenly 

John Rodker’s Ovid Press
A Bibliographical History.	By	Gerald	W.	Cloud.	Oak	Knoll	Press.	
7	×	10	inches.	148	pages.	Set	in	11.25/15	Caslon	540	with	Elephant.	
Printed	and	bound	by	Sheridan	Books.



[ 30 ]

John Rodker’s Ovid Press

[ 31 ]

The Ovid Press, founded 1919

before the poems were published in June 1920; Pound wrote to his 
father in the spring of that year, “am sending you ‘Mauberley’, my new 
poems, advanced sheets” (Carpenter 363). Later that autumn he wrote 
again to his father, saying that Yeats, to whom Pound had sent a copy of 
the book, “appears to approve rather vigorously of parts of Mauberley” 
(Carpenter 364). Pound also wrote to Ford Madox Ford 30 July 1920, 
“Will send you my new versicul-opus to yr. new address”; the copy he 
inscribed is now held in the Berg collection (Pound/Ford 36). At the 
end of July Rodker himself sent a copy of Mauberley to Wallace Stevens 
(JR to Stevens, 28 July [1920], Huntington Library, WAS 1583). 

Edward Wadsworth (1889–1949),
The Black Country

The twenty drawings that Rodker reproduced for publication in this 
collection first appeared in an exhibition at the Leicester Galleries, Lon-
don, January 1920. The book was issued in September 1920 in a limited 
edition of fifty numbered copies printed on Japan vellum, signed by 

Wadsworth, and 450 unsigned copies were printed on paper. Unlike the 
Gaudier-Brzeska and Lewis portfolios, The Black Country was bound as 
a book in cloth covers. It included Arnold Bennett’s introduction from 
the original gallery catalogue as well as press notices reviewing the orig-
inal exhibition. 

The images depict the Black Country of England, a coal-producing 
region west of Birmingham dominated by industrial furnaces and slag 
heaps. Wadsworth’s vorticist imagery must have appealed to Rodker, 
and the book is aesthetically well matched to the press’s other drawing 
collections by Gaudier-Brzeska and Lewis. 

Although the art scholar and critic John Rothenstein wrote that 
“[Wadsworth] made nothing finer than The Black Country,” sales of the 
book must have been somewhat slow (Rothenstein 2:63). Thirty years 
after the volume was published Rodker offered 24 copies of the book to 
Blackwell’s of Oxford as remainders—no other Ovid Press books were 
among the seven titles that Rodker offered to Blackwell (JR to Black-
well 6 Oct 1949). Ordinary paper and Japan vellum copies of The Black 
Country were bound in full black cloth, but several copies have been 
examined which are bound in pale green paper covered boards with a 
beige cloth spine; these are perhaps the remaindered copies. 

Roald Kristian (1893–d.?), Bestiary
Little is known about Edgar de Bergen, the Norwegian artist who pub-
lished his work under the name of Roald Kristian. Born in 1893, Bergen 
married the artist, model, and muse Nina Hamnett (1890–1956) on 12 
October 1914 (Hooker 81). The couple is portrayed in Walter Sickert’s 
painting “The Little Tea Party: Nina Hamnett and Roald Kristian” 
(1915–16), in the collection of the Tate. Leading up to the publica-
tion of Bestiary, Bergen published a series of woodcut portraits depict-
ing contemporary artists and writers for The Egoist between 1915–17, 
and John Lane’s Form magazine published several of his animal wood-
cuts in 1916–17. Bergen participated in Roger Fry’s Omega workshop 

John Rodker (left) and Ezra Pound, c. 1925
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The description of the following items represents John Rodker’s known 
Ovid Press production. Included are works printed by him, although not 
explicitly part of the Ovid Press, and his first book of poems, for which 
he arranged publication himself. An effort has been made to note sig-
nificant copy-specific bibliographical details for examined copies, par-
ticularly when the extant copies contradict the details of their colophon 
or when other useful details are revealed. 

The author, [1914]

John Rodker, Poems
Poems | by | John Rodker | [ornament] | To be had of the Author | 1 
Osborn Street | Whitechapel

Collation: 20.1 × 14.8 cm: [116] [unsigned]; 16 leaves; [1–5] 6–31 
[32].

Paper: (20.1 × 14.8 cm) Wove paper, all edges trimmed.

[1] title-page ; [2] acknowledgments ‘CERTAIN of these Poems have | 
appeared in the Egoist, the New | Age, and the Manchester Play
goer; | while the “London Night” is about to | appear in Poetry. To the 
editors of these | periodicals my acknowledgements are due. | J.R.’ ; [3] dedica-
tion ‘To | SONIA’ ; [4] table of contents ; [5]–31 poems ; [32] ‘Printed 
by | Hazell, Watson & Viney, Ld., | London and Aylesbury. | 
1414385’.

II. Descriptive Bibliography of the Ovid Press

a1a

Title-page of Poems
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Notes:
The Fourth Canto was printed on one side of a single sheet of Japan vel-
lum folded twice, issued unsewn and unopened—although one copy at 
Yale (no. 3, second state) is printed on four single sheets of wove paper. 
This work marks the debut of Edward Wadsworth’s decorative initials, 
the letter “P” appearing at the head of the poem, thus: 

Wadsworth’s capital ‘P’, from the Fourth Canto

Rodker’s printing of the poem is especially rare: beyond the copies 
examined, Gallup also noted two additional copies of the first state. Also 
noted by Gallup are the following differences between the two states: 
 

Besides the indicated alteration in the wording of the colophon, four 
minor changes in spacing and three in punctuation were made in 
the text, plus these corrections: leaf 3, line 9 (‘Ivory dripping in sil-
ver,’) added; line 8 up, ‘glare’ for ‘flare’; line 3 up, ‘blanch-white’ for 
‘bleach-white’; leaf 4, line 10 up, ‘salve REGinà.’ for ‘Salve regina’ 
(Gallup Pound 48). 

The height of the leaves for the proof (Harvard, no. 2) varies by 1 cm 
due to poor imposition; however, the Yale proof copy, inscribed by 
Pound to John Quinn, is imposed correctly and folded identically to 
copy no. 9 (second state), also at Yale. The Ezra Pound Papers at Yale 
also hold a paste-up copy of the poem and an early proof that differs 
from the Quinn copy, bearing Pound’s autograph changes. The various 
versions of the poem show the progressive development of the poem’s 
final imposition scheme and page layout.

Bibliography: Gallup (Pound) p. 27, A16a-b; Ransom, p. 374, 8; Tom-
kinson, p. 141, 8.

Early proof of Fourth Canto
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Quincy Jones New York, 1955

Today people talk a lot about “reading” a photograph. That means “getting it,” under-
standing what it’s all about. But, man, when it comes to Herman Leonard, I think a bet-
ter verb is listen. You need to “listen” to Herman’s pictures. They are full of music and 
you can hear it. Just look at his great picture of Lady Day. If you can’t hear her singing 
to that little angel over her left shoulder, then you’re just not listening. Herman’s pic-
tures always swing—and always have some special touch, like that angel, that leaves 
you wondering where it came from. Look at The Duke seated at his piano. It’s Ellington, 
for sure, but notice how Herman caught him in those modernistic and elegant shafts of 
black and white light, which echo Ellington’s elegant, always new music.
  I’ve often called Herman’s photographs “perfect.” But his perfection was no acci-
dent, no piece of good luck. He did have the good luck, or the smarts, to be in a lot of 
the right places at the right time. But he learned his craft, the notes and scales of his 
art, just like we musicians did. Before you can go off on a riff, you’ve got to know where 
the notes are, and Herman learned all his camera’s notes. He realized at a young age 
the value of studying with a master and apprenticed with Yousuf Karsh, who wrote that 
Herman had what it took “to be a great photographer.” 
  Herman and I have known each other since the early Fifties when I was playing 
with Dizzy Gillespie’s band. Then in Paris in the late Fifties, and right on till today. And 
he’s always caught that swing, which is why we musicians always wanted Herman to 
photograph us. He made us look like our music sounded because he had come to his art 
the same way we came to ours—by finding our own distinct voices. If there’s ever been 
a musician’s photographer, it’s been Herman Leonard. I’ve said it before, and I’ll say it 
again, his photographs are music to my eyes. And most of all, I have been blessed to 
have him as my brother and friend for so many years.  April 2010

Listen: Herman Leonard and His World of Jazz  Quincy Jones
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to keep our matches dry to make 
a fire, really mattered. In which 
direction did water flow? If we 
knew, we’d be less likely to get 
lost.

A Little History

In 1608, Samuel de Champlain 
made his third visit to America, 
and was apparently the first 
European to set eyes on the 
Adirondacks. Having fired on 
and killed two Iroquois chiefs, 
he ensured the tribes’ implacable 
hatred of the French; these 
Iroquois became powerful 
allies of the English. The 
Iroquois called their enemies, 
the Algonquins, “tree-eaters” 
or Adirondacks, because in 
the bitter winters, when game 
became scarce, they sometimes 
lived on the buds, bark and wood 
of forest trees. 
 In the late 1700s, because of 
frauds and abuses to the Indians, 
King George III decreed that 
no one could buy any lands not 
ceded to or purchased from the 
tribes by the King. Indians’ right 

and title to any lands they sold 
must be confirmed by the Crown, 
whereupon the King issued his 
patent to the purchaser. In 1772, 
Mohawk Indian tribes met in 
solemn conclave and conveyed 
1,150,000 acres of Adirondack 
land to agents for Edward and 
Ebenezer Jessup. The Jessups 
paid the Indians about three 
pence an acre, a total of 1,135 
British pounds. King George III  
required that 8,774 pounds 
10 shillings be turned over to 
him (the equivalent of about 
$40,000) for land that cost 
him nothing and which cost 
the Jessups less than $6,000. 
Modern sales are traced back  
to this original grant. 
 Fast forward to 1892: New 
York State established a 
reservation roughly the size 
of the state of Connecticut, 
known as the Adirondack Park, 
encompassing about 3,313,564 
acres or 5,177 square miles. About 
half of this land was owned by  
the state; 28% was owned by 
lumber and pulp companies;  

6% was in private holdings. 
In 1897 my great-grandfather, 
William Collins Whitney, 
acquired about 68,000 acres  
of virgin forestland in the town 
of Long Lake, Hamilton County. 
With the advice of Gifford 
Pinchot and his new United 
States Forestry Bureau, Whitney 
lumbered the forests prudently, 
planning to harvest in the same 
areas only once in a generation. 
Logging began in 1898—old-
growth spruce and pine, cut to a 
10˝ minimum diameter. By 1907, 
when this first cut ended, 250 
million board feet had been cut. 
According to Whitney’s daughter, 
Dorothy Whitney Straight 
Elmhirst, her father ordered the 
towering white pines by the lakes 
where he planned to build or 
enlarge camps to be preserved 
because of their beauty. They  
still stood tall in our time. 
 As a kind of hunting and 
fishing club, the camps were 
rustic, without electricity or 
plumbing. Whitney bought 
Camp Killoquah in 1902 from 

W. Harrison Eisenbrey of 
Philadelphia for $25,000, and 
made extensive improvements 
to the buildings and grounds, 
including the water supply. He 
already owned Camps Deerlands 
and Togus, and replaced Robbins’ 
Hotel on Little Tupper Lake 
with a modern guide house, the 
first building at what came to 
be called Headquarters. After 
William died in 1904, his son 
Harry Payne Whitney bought 
more land until he owned more 
than 100,000 acres, with 64 
lakes and ponds. After Harry’s 
death in 1930, in keeping with 
the custom of primogeniture 

whereby the eldest son is favored, 
Cornelius, known as “Sonny,” 
was left two-thirds of his father’s 
estate, including the Adirondack 
property. His two sisters, Flora 
and Barbara, shared the other 
third. 
 During the first part of the 
Depression, club members 
couldn’t afford upkeep of the 
camps and dropped out. Sonny 
decided to restart lumbering, 
and incorporated as Whitney 
Industries. Timber included 
balsam fir, hemlock, and over-
mature hardwoods left from the 
first cut. The road system was 
started and a sawmill built.

 My grandparents, Harry 
Payne and Gertrude Vanderbilt 
Whitney, usually spent August 
at Camp Deerlands, on Little 
Forked Lake, with their three 
children: my mother, Flora, 
Uncle Sonny, and Auntie Barbie. 
Taking a night train from New 
York City to Racquette Lake, they 
transferred to a boat that took 
them up the lake to a carry. From 
there, they took a car to a dock on 
Forked Lake. A boat and driver 
awaited, usually Charlie Avery 
in the long, narrow polished 
mahogany Pickerel, outfitted with 
comfortable armchairs, which 
chugged across the lake and 

William C. Whitney

Killoquah, 1936

Deerlands, 1932

With Charlie Avery and Lev Miller in the Pickerel, 1934

With mother Flora Miller, Helen Clark and her son 
Tommy in the Pickerel
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rush and leap of a bass hooked at 
Plumley Pond is still a thrill. We 
made the children learn to scale 
and clean each fish they caught 
before it went into the pot for 
beer bass chowder. I remember 
how we looked forward to the 
five-mile hike to Salmon Lake, 
telling stories to urge on four-
year-old laggards, and the intense 
yearly competition to see which 
kid would be the youngest to 
make it to the fire tower, even 
though some had to be lugged  
up the steep trail in pack  
baskets.
 At Salmon there were cutthroat 
games of cribbage with Bill Tuey 
for the Camp Championship, 
which he always won. Bill had 
a pink face, wispy white and 
carroty hair, stuttered a bit, wore 
steel-rimmed specs and was 
extremely neat. We convinced 

ourselves that the rumor he was 
an escaped murderer was true, 
and this was why he lived the life 
of a hermit. 
 We laughed and laughed when 
we speculated just what went 
on in the off-limits cabin on the 
point called Honeymoon Lodge, 
sacred to all those Uncle Sonny 
marriages. We swam in the 
delicious, velvety warm waters 
of Salmon Lake, failed to catch 
the legendary Lake Trout, and 
sunned ourselves on the wide 
sandy beach.
 Back at Togus, we had 
uproarious evenings playing  
“The Game” with different 
cousins, and sometimes we 
put on well-rehearsed plays, or 
impromptu ones. We played 
records and card games and 
tricks, we made models, and 
we spent cozy, rainy afternoons 

reading on the enormous bed/
couch near the stone fireplace, 
with its crackling, sparking, pine-
scented fire. 
 We ate hearty meals rustled 
up by our tireless German cook 
Helen at the long varnished 
table, hewn from one twelve-
foot long length of pine. The 
dining room chairs were solid 
Adirondack Rustic—original 
antiques, not today’s copies. Half 
a guide boat was propped against 
the pine-paneled dining room 
wall, and its shelves contained 
years of funguses inscribed with 
the drawings and autographs 
of past family visitors and their 
guests. We learned to tend and 
light kerosene lanterns safely, 
and to obey lights out when the 
generator finally roared its last 
for the night. 
 Everyone remembers the big 

guest bathroom with its mermaid 
mural. It was painted, I think, by 
Beatrice Straight in the 1940s, 
and it hung above the old claw-
footed tub. I don’t remember any 
showers. A large black tin box, on 
which was painted a reassuring 
First Aid Red Cross, hung on the 
wall, ready for any emergency. 
Years later we opened it, looking 
for a Band Aid or something, and 
it was completely empty.
 We collected mushrooms, and 
Flora dared us to eat them. We 
all had dogs and we, the Towers, 
also had a pet coon, Chuckles, 
and a pet crow named Joe who 
vanished mysteriously in the 
night. The Irvings’ black lab 
Pounce was the garbage expert.
 Once Barklie orchestrated a 
raid on Deerlands, exhorting 
us to slip through the channel 
at dusk, in silent canoes, and 

sing the theme song from The 
Searchers under the Casino—this 
with the dubious aim of annoying 
Uncle Sonny and Eleanor.
 Another time Harry Whitney 
put several holes through the 
sail of the Sailfish with a .22 
while it was occupied by some 
of his children. Not so good. We 
competed in the Woodsmen’s 
Field Day in Tupper Lake, 
toured the Oval Wood Dish 
Factory, fished in Bog Stream, 
and voyaged down the length of 
Little Tupper to spend the night 
at Camp Bliss. Sometimes as a 
special treat, Ken Garrison drove 
us there in one of the marvelous 
antique Chris-Crafts. 
 Some evenings we had a steak 
barbeque on the hill behind the 
camp cooked by that famous 
chef, Cully, followed by chilling 
ghost stories like “The Monkey’s 

Paw.” Once in a great while, 
Uncle Sonny would come for a 
picnic and be cajoled into telling 
“The Wendigo.” He had a gift 
for storytelling, and he set the 
scary tale, which had its origins 
in Canadian Indian folklore, 
in some remote, wild part of 
Whitney Park. After the last 
light of sunset faded, we dashed 
down the spooky flashlit path to 
the communal boys’ tent and the 
cabins and went to bed.
 We had never-ending fun with 
all the cousins and grown-up 
guests. The love we still hold 
for them, and the memories 
bequeathed by Camp Togus 
remain integral parts of our 
hearts. Time and change, sadness 
and the death of dear ones, will 
never rob us of those happy long 
ago days.

Bill Tuey at Salmon Lake Little Forked Lake and the Deerlands boathouse
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hours I didn’t move, just feeling 
the sun, listening to the water lap 
the shore, hearing an occasional 
outboard motor or a pod of 
canoes with yacky paddlers off 
in the distance, sensing the sun 
lowering its angle—feeling time 
passing and the world turning.

Afternoons were the time, 
too, for taking runs up the dirt 
road through the woods. Long 
runs, with long stretches in the 
hot sun, long stretches in the cool 
shade. Postcard vistas at every 
turn. Noticing new things each 
time out—that stand of ferns, the 
majestic silhouette of that white 

pine towering above the others. 
Running alone or with others. 
Running without a watch.

For me, though, the best part 
of afternoons at Killoquah was 
their close. Golden light turning 
ruddy then blue. Returned from 
the afternoon’s activities and 
freshened by showers or lake 
bathing, everyone gathered 
around the wicker table on the 
screen porch. Flora, as well 
as Fiona and Libby, were the 
impresarios of these moments, 
not merely setting out wonderful 
things on which to nibble—
foremost in my memory is “store 

cheese” with mustard on Ritz 
crackers—while we sipped on 
beer and wine, but also weaving 
us together through conversation. 
I remember how relaxed it felt, 
how natural and easy, how close 
and connected. This was often 
also the gathering spot at night 
and on gray and rainy days. At 
such times, conversations might 
be between two, while others 
wrote letters, or made watercolors 
or just listened to a Walkman.

Outings were an important 
part of the program. There were 
the small flotillas that would 
wend their way back and forth 

The tent at Killoquah

to periodic social occasions at 
Deerlands. Fully embracing the 
thrill of heady adventure, the 
flotilla often returned home at 
night over the dark waters, their 
pilots relying in equal measure 
upon flashlights, conflicting 
advice and the faith born of 
heightened consciousness to see 
them safely back. 
 There were also outings to the 
best fishing spots. I remember 
that first year going to Salmon 
Lake, where we stayed in a cabin 
that was small and modest, yet 
clean and ready for visitors. I 
can’t recall what we ate for dinner 
that night, but I remember how 

good it tasted, as food tends to do 
when you’ve been active all day, 
and when Flora’s around. After 
dinner we played cribbage, which 
Mike kindly and patiently taught 
me, and our conversation wove 
itself easily through the playing 
of the game by the light of a 
kerosene lamp. 
 Having worked with Flora, 
I was not surprised that she 
brought to fly-fishing the same 
passionate enthusiasm she brings 
to all she does. But I was struck 
by her complete absorption in it 
and by her clearly evident skill at 
it, the well-practiced rhythm and 
deftness of her casts. By the end 

of their session, Flora and Mike 
had their creel well filled with fish 
and moist grasses, which became 
yet another fine dinner back at 
Killoquah. In later summers 
I tagged along on several fly-
fishing outings with Duncan and 
saw in him that same wonderful, 
peaceful concentration and skill.  
I was happy just to sit and watch. 

I want to mention sleeping 
in the Adirondacks. It was good. 
On nights when there was no 
moon or not much of one, when 
you turned off the light, or blew 
out the lamp, it was black, and 
it was a long while before you 

Loons on Forked Lake Libby Cameron—lunch at Salmon Lake

The Ads
Compiled	and	edited	by	Flora	M.	Biddle	and	Fiona	&	Mark	
Donovan.	Plumley	Press.	8½	×	10¾	inches.	186	pages.	Set	in	
10/14	Miller	Text	with	Miller	Display.	Printed	and	bound	at	
Levellers	Press,	Florence,	Massachusetts.



128 129

top: G. M. Miller at Bliss, 1936

middle: Flora Miller

View from Bliss

In August 1939 my parents took 
me to Camp Bliss for two days 
and nights with my adored Louis. 
Built for them in 1928, the year 
of my birth, at the end of Little 
Tupper Lake, it was an idyllic 
spot. A log cabin sat on a hill in 
a grove of white pines, looking 
down eight miles of lake to the 
mountains beyond. As we arrived, 
the sun was setting in such a 
burst of orange, pink, yellow 
and green that my father quickly 
unpacked his Leica with its 
glittering variety of filters, lenses 
and light meters, and loaded it 
with his new Kodachrome film. 

With Louis doing the major 
share, we carried food and drink 
up the path and collected wood 
for the fire. Then he lit the wood-
burning stove in the kitchen to 
prepare for dinner. Pulling down 
the ladder that led precariously 
to the tin room in the attic, we 
found the blankets, sheets and 
towels stored there to protect 
them from mice, raccoons and 
even bears. The late summer chill 
made me hungry for the corned 
beef hash and tiny, canned Le 
Sueur peas my father began to 
cook after the evening ritual of 
cocktails. Even in camp, martinis 

were ceremoniously prepared in 
a silver shaker and sipped slowly 
while Louis and I played a game 
of cribbage.
 Finally, we sat at the white 
enamel table in the tiny kitchen, 
wood stove blazing, and devoured 
the crisp hash and the peas to 
which my father had added tiny 
onions, lettuce, bits of crunchy 
bacon, salt, pepper, and a little 
cream. Canned peaches and the 
chef ’s cookies for dessert. We did 
the dishes in two pans, one to 
wash, one to rinse, using water 
heated from the reservoir built 
into the cast iron stove. I brushed 

flora m. biddle

Camp Bliss

Flora Miller and Louis Duane 
in the Bliss kitchen, 1936
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the golden city

arlier that year, back in London, i had 
gotten a job as a driver for a delicatessen mer-
chant who supplied the boardroom kitchens 
of city institutions with their culinary needs 
(prunes on order every day) but after two weeks 
decided that i was being over-worked and 
underpaid—no overtime rates for instance—so 
called in one morning and tried to renegotiate 
my salary. as labour was cheap and plentiful 
they sacked me. 

when these gentlemen
eat their prunes and shit
the pound will float
and we will swim in it

 Jack met me later in the day for a beer and said 
that he might be able to help out with a few days 
driving work—nothing he could talk about and 
in fact the less i knew the better it was for me. it 

up Nowy Swiat with an american writer who 
told me that he’d been asked by Encounter maga-
zine to “see what you can get out of them,” our 
polish companion gave an account of the overt 
and covert lives that they were forced to lead. 
as he described the Samizdat system of under-
ground publishing and the complexities of Sta-
linist censorship—how they employed scholars 
to interpret metaphors—the american adjusted 
a partially concealed microphone. When i asked 
our guide if he were aware of it his response was 
a mixture of fear and frozen fury. 
 “Your cassette could be confiscated at the bor-
der. i would be arrested.” the american looked 
sheepish and put the kit away but i saw him try-
ing again before we’d walked another ten yards. 
the foreign poets at the Warsaw festival were 
granted a five-day visa and five nights accommo-
dation in Hotel polonia, which we shared with a 
visiting symphony orchestra. this presented me 
with a problem, as i wanted to stay indefinitely 
to pursue my courting. 
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bridge across the black tyne to Gateshead with 
the traffic roaring past and a fierce wind raging. i 
just screamed from the lining of me guts into the 
gale. the next morning i threw some clothes and 
books together in preparation for a gig at ted 
Hughes’s arvon Foundation in devon where i 
was booked to spend the week as an instructor 
for a bunch of would-be writers, setting them 
exercises and reading over their creations. it was 
the only “honest” money i would earn that sum-
mer, if money can ever be said to be “honest.” 
as i found my seat and looked back across the 
tyne to Newcastle the train gathered speed and 
i knew that i wouldn’t be coming back. i was 
joining the region’s oldest growth industry—
the drift South—and resented it and the pain of 
leaving the kids. 

Before breakfast anyone who wanted to see the 
doctor gave in their name and cell number. i’d 
woken with a raw throat, no doubt caused by the 
eighteen hours of interrogation i’d undergone 
the day before and the airless disinfectant police 
cell. the doctor looked into my throat and sug-
gested i gargle with salty water. But the good 

tom pickard, poet, refer to the speculative boot 
being put into Newcastle. the poem by pickard 
called “Guttersnipe” was read by him, this por-
trayed the views and values of a factory manager 
who believed the poet should be a labourer to 
breathe the fumes of capital. industry is love, 
industry is life. allusion made to the poet’s 
father who died from the fumes and factory 
work—supposedly nobly, from the manager’s 
view. this was the real dark satanic mills stuff 
that dickens might have scripted if he had been 
alive.*”

But the rent was in arrears and it was too late 
to stop the rapist redevelopment so i accepted 
Eddie’s offer and agreed to meet early monday 
morning when he would introduce me to the 
chippy foreman. Just as i turned up at the build-
ing site to start work the lads came out on strike 
and there was nowt else to do but join the picket 
line. the company brought in train loads of scabs 
from London and after six weeks i despaired 
walking one night back over the new Redheaugh  

*aims of industry bulletin no. 6 Report on industry on television
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introduction

Without the love and support of  my mother and father I wouldn’t
be here talking to you. My vision for myself  would not have come to
pass had it not been for their positive attitude towards my passion
for rock and roll.
 
My father first revealed the magic of  photography to me when I was
10 years old and I’ve never been the same since. My mother always
encouraged me whatever my pursuit, and it’s from her I really gained
the confidence to go out into the world with a strong heart. To them
both I dedicate this project and I send my unending love.
 
For much of  my life I’ve tried to share my creations with who ever
wanted to take the time to be curious. From the first moment of  
darkroom magic shown to me by my father so long ago, to this present 
day, I am driven to express myself  mainly through photography and 
music, and I feel extremely lucky to be able to speak my mind this way. 
I’m proud to be a part of  a society that tolerates my point of  view.

 Susan and Nile

Love, Graham Nash
Manuscripts	and	Photographs	by	Graham	Nash.	Legacy	Editions.	
12	×	14	inches.	42	pages.	Composed	in	14/22	Walbaum.	Printed	at	
Studley	Press,	Kat	Ran	Press,	and	Nash	Editions.	Binding	by	Mark	
Tomlinson,	Easthampton,	Massachusetts.



16 Lost Another One | Jerry Garcia

Love, Graham Nash
Manuscripts	and	Photographs	by	Graham	Nash.	Legacy	Editions.	
12	×	14	inches.	42	pages.	Composed	in	14/22	Walbaum.	Printed	at	
Studley	Press,	Kat	Ran	Press,	and	Nash	Editions.	Binding	by	Mark	
Tomlinson,	Easthampton,	Massachusetts.



32 Try to Find Me | Neil Young

Love, Graham Nash
Manuscripts	and	Photographs	by	Graham	Nash.	Legacy	Editions.	
12	×	14	inches.	42	pages.	Composed	in	14/22	Walbaum.	Printed	at	
Studley	Press,	Kat	Ran	Press,	and	Nash	Editions.	Binding	by	Mark	
Tomlinson,	Easthampton,	Massachusetts.



A Stor y and 
Twelve Poems

paul hannigan

Slot People and Holland And The Netherlands
By	Paul	Hannigan.	Joy	Street	[Pressed	Wafer].	57⁄16	×	5½	inches.	
40	pages.	Set	in	10/13	Hoefler	Text	with	Akzidenz	Grotesk	Bold.



paul hannigan

2010 | joy street | boston

Holland   And   The   Netherlands

Slot People  and 

Slot People and Holland And The Netherlands
By	Paul	Hannigan.	Joy	Street	[Pressed	Wafer].	57⁄16	×	5½	inches.	
40	pages.	Set	in	10/13	Hoefler	Text	with	Akzidenz	Grotesk	Bold.



 | 5

Slot People

You may wonder why there are so few of us. It could probably be 
explained from the point of view of evolution regarding us as either 
freak mutations or freak adaptations. Besides it always seems to be 
a terrible life squalid or obsessive or sterile. Full of evasions of some 
real-life marriages. Marriages seldom occur in our world, never last. 
It is humiliating to be constantly aware of your total dependence 
on the ready availability of nickels dimes quarters silver dollars. 
There is something tragic and romantic about a dependence upon 
opium or its derivatives. There is something corrupt and chic about 
a dependence on the nearness to hand of pretty young boys but total 
subjugation to the ready availability of loose change is degrading 
humiliating. We all think of that so that may be our church.

I don’t think there are more than sixty of us in all of Europe 
and the United States. It is probably safe to say that we all either 
know each other or have heard directly of each other, i.e., have hard 
knowledge of each other have heard stories of each other through 
someone we know from the person who told the story.

You have undoubtedly seen some of us if you have ever spent a 
few days in Las Vegas or Reno and probably took us for shills. So this 
dude—you told yourself and your friend—just stood there for two 
hours stu≈ng quarters into this one slot machine and it was like he 
knew when it was gonna pay Jesus I think he looked at his watch two 
pulls before it dumped $250.00 of quarters on him. Either way he 
was a shill or the man who invented the machine.

We are not shills. There are shills little old men and women in 
blue hair with plastic pocketbooks who score for $10.00 $15.00 for a 
lot of tourists. They look like one of the tourists. Those are the real 
shills. We know them; they know us. They think we are scum. They 
have all been tempted to live a life like ours but they were afraid. 
Weak. Not up to it. So they pretend to despise us. They envy us bit-
terly and we are contemptuous of them. They are the losers spiritless 

 “Slot People” appeared in Ploughshares Vol. 2, No. 1 with Fanny Howe as the issue’s 
Coordinating Editor.

Pym-Randall Press of Cambridge, Massachusetts, published “Holland And The 
Netherlands” as a pamphlet in 1970.
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shoulders alway sunburned. Shocking white mane and could pass for 
sculptor or atonalist composer. Fine white teeth but appears to take 
no notice of them. Heavy drinker and smoker, egregious drug dilet-
tante. Likes Greek sweaters the Rolling Stones or something. Loves 
alcohol and uppers. Adores hallucinogens. Benson and Hedges. 
Foolishly generous. Given to grand gestures. Constantly running up 
explosive personal debts.

Allan has known Harriett on and oΩ for years.
“She used to be a really cute kid. I don’t mean cute; she was a 

knockout with that long blond hair honey blond blond honey legs 
wow and always a gorgeous tan but she has gotten puΩy and leathery 
all that drinking she does she is a lush. There is no other word for 
it and she has just baked and oiled herself so she looks like a puΩy 
seal walrus or something and getting fat. She is not taking care of 
herself. Sure I’ve fucked her but that was when she was a real honey. 
I wouldn’t touch her now that she doesn’t take care of herself at all—
just a lot of booze and oil and too much sun and I don’t think she 
bathes much now or brushes her teeth much so I think she probably 
doesn’t smell too great Close-up. And she’s a bit of a cradle-robber if 
you ask me—no question about that. I know she rides the slots the 
same as I do but she, well, we are in a diΩerent class she and 1. 1 take 
take care of myself. I have a little respect or self-respect—call it what 
you will—after all you only have one body. I have nothing against a 
drink but I can handle it because I eat well and exercise look at that 
stomach go ahead hit it go ahead punch me as hard as you can in the 
stomach ha you will hurt you hand.” On another occasion Allan said 
about Harriet: that broad is pure poison.

Allan once owned a self-service laundry. His dad left him 
$30,000.00 so he bought up a laundromat with $15,000.00 and used 
the other $15,000.00 as a slot bank, a heavy hedge. “It seemed like 
a life you could live without putting out a lot of insincere cheer. But 
it did not work out. Kids came in stoned and scared customers away. 
They spat at people. You had to clean out something called lint-
traps. Every day some non-English-speaking Rican lady loaded up a 
machine with a 12 × 14 rug and three pounds of hamburger no ingles 
aqui oh my god and clean out the lint traps and take the old For Sales 
down and service the vendors cigarettes bleach peanuts chickenfeed 

bullshit and the lint traps. No one should have to stand still for that 
aggravation. I look enough like Lenny Bernstein to be his double 
except I am younger and taller and in better shape.”

“When the mob moved in and oΩered me protection for $50.00 
a week I just said fuck you you guinea lice you’re gonna end up with 
it all anyway so take it I give it to you it i’s yours to you a gift la donna 
e mobile the donor is splitting.”

“I gave it to them may they clean out the lint traps in good health. 
I got their slots.

And my health.”
Allan was married only once. He has two children. He has never 

been divorced and does not approve of divorce because—he says—it 
seems to him to be an admission of failure.

Allan appears at first blush to be an interesting person to talk to. 
He starts up conversations with gambits rarely encountered in cock-
tail lounge furnaces or conversations as they are sometimes called. 
Typical lures to wonderment: You know—it’s funny: an electrician 
you hire for a few bucks thinks he knows something about electricity 
but if you ask a bright nuclear physicist how electric current passes 
through copper wires he’ll admit he doesn’t really know . . . or Hi 
there, let me buy you a drink, take that Pablo Picasso, ninety years 
old and still drawing and painting and doing the same stuΩ he was 
probably doing when he was 3 or 4 years old that is really something 
like Bach just totally into what they were doing never got old never 
died—or A lot of people think that the Kennedy tragedies were just 
terrible occurrences, kismet, but if You think of it for a moment and 
remember all the bad karma they have going for them, I mean all 
the bad things strokes retards Onassis everything you see more than 
a mere pattern . . . or I like your looks. I can tell just from looking 
at you that you are a good person and the last time I felt that way 
about a stranger that man turned out to be Henry Kissinger. Who 
the hell are you going to turn out to be fella? But always these seem-
ingly original occasions degenerate rapidly into discussions of the 
importance of keeping yourself in good shape getting a lot of fresh 
air and sunshine and not drinking too much taking care of yourself 
how old do you think I am? Go ahead punch that stomach go ahead 
hard as you can . . .
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Amazing Grace Leash

I go where you go, always follow you
Like a link in the chain you broke

When you got away. But when you stop
When you cannot go one more step

I fly ahead of you and drag you on.
You wish you knew why. I wish I knew why.

By Sad Apprehensions

In the morning the mist on the lake drifts
Into the hills, up the hills, into the sun.

By noon the lake is perfectly clear. Haze on the hills.
You can see the car rusting at the bottom of the lake.

At night the lake becomes the medicine spoon it always is.
The car hums its old tune: There’s no business like show
                                                                     Business.

 ‘The Right Thing Happens To The Happy Man’

Room on this loose old throat
For only so many hands but

Stab-wound room on my fat
Body practically unlimited

Let me tell you when I am ready
Before you tell me you are ready

Nervous Collapse

All the nerves collapse
All the body does a little

Nerveless dance. This is not so bad.
This is not bad at all.

In comparison to the EiΩel Tower
This is wonderful
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a careless observer or reader might see some of  Jerry 
Uelsmann’s photographs or steven brown’s poems as 
“obscure.” in an essay “on reading one’s own Poems”  
dylan thomas commented that a particular poem of  his had 
been called “obscure.” he went on to say “i refuse to believe it 
is obscurer than pity, violence, or suVering. being a poem, not 
a lifetime, it is more compressed.”1 the word surreal was also 
occasionally applied to his poems, as if  it clariWed anything, 
just as it has been applied to Uelsmann’s work and just as it 
could easily be applied to brown’s. the word Surrealism used 
in reference to the 20th Century art movement founded by 
andré breton is a useful term. Used elsewhere, it is less so and 
means little more than “strange.” in fact, the word has become 
virtually meaningless because it only suggests that the artist’s 
imagery combines aspects of  the world in ways that do not 
exactly mimic everyday reality—but that is what every painting 
and every other work of  visual art does to some degree. all 
visual art has an element of  strangeness about it, if  only because 
three dimensional objects are transformed into two or Xesh is 
changed into paint, marble, bronze, wood, ivory, steel, and so 
forth. the visual arts are by deWnition a strange-making of  the 
world. and so are poetry and Wction. and that is their thrill 
and their power. that is why we like them, why we need them. 
they free us from the quotidian reality of  our own lives by 
giving us something that seems more true, more real, and more 
meaningful—even in their depiction of  lives as commonplace 
as our own. that is the way of  art because it demands artiWce 
and structure while life only demands continued biological 
functions. though art only mimics life, at times it can seem 
more vital, more alive, than the real thing.
 What is missing when the word surreal is commonly used is 
any indication of  that artiWce and structure i referred to, any 
indication of  what the artist actually made, shaped, or brought 
into being. and even when surreal is used in reference to the 
actual art movement, one is left wondering what there could 
possibly be in common in the style, imagery, or subject matter 
of  the paintings of  de Chirico, ernst, Magritte, varo, tanguy, 
Miro, and dali. to say they are dream-like, which is often said, 
is to say nothing. the lascaux cave paintings are dream-like, 
as are the paintings of  Fra angelico, Giorgione, el Greco, 
Watteau, Constable, turner, and all the impressionists. to 
employ the cliché of  surrealist theory and popular psychology 
and say they “sprang from the unconscious,” as if  the 
unconscious mind was the source of  aesthetic imagination, says 
no more than if  one said they were a gift from God, the Muse, 
the duende, one ’s daimon, the spirit world—or even said the 
exact opposite, that they sprang from the conscious mind. 
 in considering the work of  any great artist, not just Uelsmann 
and brown, i think it proWtable to keep dylan thomas’s words 
in mind. a work of  art which might initially seem strange 

or obscure should not be approached as we would a fully 
narrated story of  a lifetime, but as a tight, compressed, Wnely 
crafted moment from that lifetime. Finely crafted moments are 
revelations; they are not meanings. they may mean nothing yet 
reveal wonders. as brown honestly tells us twice in “late hours 
for the harvesters,” “i cannot tell you what i mean.” but he 
does say in his Wnal stanza, “there ’s a knowing here . . . . / its 
language calls down lightning to the Weld.”
 Knowing is, of  course, Wnally more important than meaning. 
Meaning is the drudge business of  lexicographers and critics. 
Knowing is what aids and leads us through life. too often 
works of  art, especially poetry and visual art that’s not purely 
realistic, are looked at as if  they are riddles to be solved, puzzles 
whose meanings are to be divined, instead of  things created 
to be enjoyed, learned from, and enriched by. Modernism 
made us meaning-mad, and in spite of  many great works it 
gave us, it also deprived us of  much of  our innate and knowing 
ease in appreciating art. the 20th century even had to invent 
“art appreciation,” a fact that is, second only to that century’s 
savagery, the worst commentary upon it. do we seriously think 
that the common laborers who helped build the great Gothic 
cathedrals or the ordinary people who worshiped in them 
needed instruction to appreciate the art they were in the midst 
of; or that italian peasants of  the 14th century did not enjoy, did 
not learn from, and were not moved by the paintings of  duccio, 
Giotto, the lorenzetti brothers, simone Martini, and countless 
others; or that the common theatre-going audience of  the 
elizabethan age needed courses in drama appreciation?
 Uelsmann’s and brown’s arts are both rich with knowing. 
they tell us what we need to know, and they take us where 
we need to be. they do this, like the great 17th Century 
metaphysical poets, in two ways. the Wrst of  these is a process 
of  radical metaphor-making. the comparisons they draw 
are known as conceits, metaphors so striking, surprising, and 
shocking that, like Zen moments of  satori, they jolt us out of  
usual ways of  thinking. and we are delighted by the shock, 
we learn from it. the new perception it gives us leaves us 
richer, quite often spiritually richer, than we were before we 
encountered their work. Joseph Campbell, the great scholar 
of  comparative mythologies, realized this and called artists the 
shamans of  our time.2  
 the second way that Uelsmann and brown tell us what we 
need to know and take us where we need to be is by fashioning, 
as most of  the metaphysical poets did, a transcendent vision. 
Uelsmann and brown are not simply trying to entertain us with 
pretty pictures and sweet music. they both have something 
of  great consequence they feel compelled to share with us—
something we need to see and hear, something we will be better 
for knowing—a thing that, without reference to any speciWc 
religion, possesses a transcendent spiritual quality.
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blessings of the air 

 

of  her nature, why mince words? 
if  she is not Persephone
risen, or the mother of  birds
spun in the sun’s pure loom,
then she is, to those of  us who
believe, exactly what she seems: 
child of  un-immaculate birth,
sister of  the bone and ovum,
mother of  the mended breath.
 
dissect her: she is ocean,
like us, the residue of  stars,
but more—Call of  the Puritan
to the body’s end, the rise
and swell of  his making, the minus
of  men who turn their eyes
toward her, and are redeemed.
and why should we,
who see her as she is, defend
 
our doubts? if  the brain’s
muse and myth are merely
repetitions—dirt and sky—a lens
to wed and bless them both,
then we must believe the dust
marrowed in the lifted moth.
We must believe the water
Wrming in our Xesh. We must believe 
the wind that bears our daughter.
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vi vii

Latinist and had, at that date, only translated 
some Early English work in the course 
of university study, plus a couple of loose 
versions of Rimbaud that appeared in my 
first book. The late seventies and most of 
the eighties were Australia’s time of ‘poetry 
wars’ and my own work had come under 
fire for formlessness, ignorance of tradition, 
you name it. As a result of this I had written 
some satires in regular verse forms in an 
attempt to outflank the critics. An American 
friend said of some of these pieces, ‘wow, you 
Aussies are so vicious’, hinting at another 
link: that Martial was himself from ‘the 
provinces’ (Bilbilis, in northern Spain)  
and had brought to Rome the kind of wit  
 (crudity included) that sometimes only  
 ‘provincials’ are capable of. It may be that the 
intensity those on the ‘outer’ bring to any 
tradition (modernism included) is what the 
postcolonial theorists are on about. Whatever, 
these poems were written for pleasure. Mine, 
and I hope yours.

laurie duggan
March 2010

much of Martial’s work is ad hominem a 
good dose of the particular was essential. 
In localising the poems I ran the risk of 
creating my own obscurities. Readers from 
elsewhere might not know that Kinsella’s 
was a classy Sydney nightclub, that Phar Lap 
was a famous racehorse, or that Tamworth is 
the Australian equivalent to Nashville: the 
home of mainstream country music. Satire 
has to live with the possibility of its eventual 
obscurity. 
 I made the translations over two long 
stretches in 1986 and 1987. Some were 
published in Scripsi during this period and 
as a result of this I received encouragement 
from writers and translators as diverse as 
Christopher Logue, Peter Porter and Peter 
Whigham. The last two writers had both 
translated Martial themselves, but their 
responses to my work were generous. Sadly, 
Whigham died in a motor accident midway 
through 1987 and I was unable to respond to 
his encouraging letter. 
 I’ve reflected since on what led me to 
take up Michael’s suggestion. I am not a 
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i | xxv

Give to the nation
 this book
      shaped and polished,
that may stand the rarefied wind
 that sweeps eagles
      over the Black Mountain
and the flickering light where scholars
 delve amid dust
      in basement stacks.
Admit your own fame
 with no hesitation;
      its reward for your care
that these passages, alive beyond you,
 flourish now:
      glory is lost
on an urn of ashes.

i | xviii

You watered down red
         from the Hunter Valley
with a cask of factory white
         and called it rosé.
Your guests were fair game
         but did the Hunter have to die?
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v | xxxiv & xxxvii

Dew glitter in a haze
      of woodsmoke,
scent of parted lavender,
      a feather
touching early pages
      of the book,
she of five summers lies.
Rest lightly upon her
      earth and stone;
rest gently as she rests:
      a leaf
touching the forest floor.

v | xxiv

Herpes
schooled in all weapons.

Herpes
fear of the fearless.

Herpes
delight of the age.

Herpes
both teacher and lesson.

Herpes
skilled to vanquish without slaying.

Herpes
accept no substitute.

Herpes
god of toilet-seat makers.

Herpes
all things to all people.

The Epigrams of Martial
Translations	by	Laurie	Duggan.	Pressed	Wafer.	4	×	7	inches.	
88	pages.	Set	in	11/14	Emerson	Text	with	Emerson	Display.	
Printed	and	bound	at	Cushing-Malloy.



The New City a poem by MacLean Gander
photographs by JeVerson Hayman

edited and with an introduction 
by John Wood

Steven Albahari | 21st Editions

The New City
A	poem	by	MacLean	Gander.	Photographs	by	Jefferson	Hayman.		
Edited	and	with	an	introduction	by	John	Wood.	Steven	Albahari		
and	21st	Editions.	9¾	×	14.	88	pages.	Composed	in	14/20	Walbaum	
and	Walbaum	Medium.	Printed	at	Kat	Ran	Press.	Platinum	prints	
made	by	John	Marcy,	Florence,	Massachusetts.	Binding	by	Mark	
Tomlinson	and	Sarah	Creighton,	Easthampton,	Massachusetts.



JeVerson Hayman and MacLean Gander may at this point not be as well-known 
as other contemporary photographers and poets, but that is not to say that they 
are not the equal of  any of  them. When I Wrst saw Hayman’s photographs and 
Wrst read Gander’s poetry, I was instantly struck by both artists’ brilliance. They 
had that rare gift of  authentic vision, a quality seldom seen in contemporary 
photography and virtually never seen in contemporary poetry. That neither of  
these powerfully original artists had the kind of  recognition their work demand-
ed was simply more proof  of  the moribund state of  contemporary arts. Their 
work burns with a similar genius and exuberance. Hayman’s images and Gan-
der’s words are a perfect pairing, not that the photographs illustrate the poems or 
that the poems describe the pictures. In fact, neither of  these artists knew each 
other prior to this book, but they both create a sensuous, beautiful, yet realistic 
and contemporary meditation on New York and on the larger American experi-
ence that New York suggests: the immigrant’s dream of the better life; the laborer’s 
dream of a richer life for his or her children; the capitalist’s dream of more of  ev-
erything for himself; and the small-town kid’s dream of escape from stiXing, small-
minded morality. These are the great dreams of  possibility and the deWning dreams 
of  the American experience. They are what can be seen in the art of  Hayman and 
Gander, art which reaches beyond simple description, beyond that so-called “ob-
jective” stance reXected in much 20th century literature and photography. 
In section XI, “Open Country,” of  Gander’s The New City, an epic fugue on 
American themes, we Wnd him at a Wreworks show in the last days of  summer, 
“the children wandering & screaming / In pure delight, the breath-taking cool-
ness of  July dusk.” He sees a man suddenly stand 
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I. Tonight a Half  Moon 
—for Delmore Schwartz

Tonight I was desperate to read some of  your early poems
looking everywhere in the bookshelves, then boxes in the attic, not Wnding

but remembering—sometimes I can remember anything—

It is 1937 now
Time is the Wre in which we burn

the lip of  snow on the windowsill 
as adulthood began, the nightmare in dreams

begin responsibility perfectly described—in your Wrst edition 
my wife gave me when I turned 40, a decade ago

I can feel the parched paper, the meaning of  our love—
All of  us always turning away for solace—

Outside the crickets have started, it is August now, the Wrst cool night

I spent a long time swinging in the hammock, watching the half  moon
creep through the Wr branches, then break free

into clear sky, constellations muted, soft points of  stars
in the hazy dusk, nothing more beautiful than a summer night

—a voice against my ear, waking me, this morning the rain still fell
or any gesture of  kindness—it is terrible to be insane

in the 1950s, still writing poems, sitting on a park bench then dying,
the arc of  your life ending where the arc of  my life began

II. Central Park West, 1965

There was a poem about a tree, the suicide tree—

In the poem a boy, almost eight, Wnds a cordon
around a tree where he climbed alone
each late afternoon before dinner, 
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IV. Golden Gate

The wind was blowing oV the bay
he said he was a serial killer & she would give us a ride

that we couldn’t see her face
cardinals & snow falling on the birdfeeder

Iraq or any war hadn’t started yet even torture
ocean fall, wires, the Golden art she would not know

we drove along Highway 101 watching closely
will certainly say they controlled us

I don’t know what kind of  convenience stores they have done
we were stoned in the sun was shining with you go anywhere

It was 1978 every time I look at you 
I think we’re just lucky winner just like a lucky racehorse who knows

all across along the railroad across Canada
every thief  we met that gave us money

will be electronic other for the children will a godfather of
oh sweetness of  the wind sweetness of  how you say your name

gotta get a suburb outfox I have a few tonight will
— oh Walt Whitman what thoughts I have of  you tonight—

Now that everything I’ve tried to conceal
is available to the government

you know my worst secrets now
I think I left some blood in the sink this morning

A telex of  pure love and best regards — who knew?
It was always what I wanted for you.
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To prevent counterfeiting, United States Postal Service regulations
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In July , Derry Noyes offered me the commission to illus-
trate a -cent stamp about mentoring. Fortunately, there
were no obstacles this time. The $ fee was low for such
an important project, but the honor of creating a United
States postage stamp factored into the equation, and I accept-
ed her offer. Design and typography were not included in the
contract, but I volunteered to do those, too, and to include the
slogans in the selvage (margins of the pane). This gave me a
chance to use my typeface, Penumbra.

The stamp already had a long history. Terry McCaffrey,
director of stamp development for the USPS, explained that
CSAC had been working for years on a stamp on the topic of
preventing urban violence. After several designs by different
artists were rejected by the committee, it was proposed that
mentoring could do more to prevent violence than a direct
antiviolence message could. Indeed, studies showed that men-
toring organized by Big Brother/Big Sister offices was effec-
tive in helping young people avoid drugs, jail, truancy, and
teen pregnancy. As a result, federal funding was boosting
mentoring initiatives nationally. By the time the commission
was offered to me, it had a lot riding on it, not to mention
many rejected antiviolence designs in its trail.

Like most projects in visual communication, the process
started with words and a list. First, Derry Noyes provided me
with an article about why the Federal Office of Juvenile Justice
and Delinquency Prevention has become enthusiastic about
mentoring. These key passages were underlined:

declining was a mistake. I was not offered any other stamp
design commissions.

Twelve years later came the release of the Helpin� Children
Learn stamp (. ), designed by Chris Van Allsburg, a New
England illustrator and Caldecott award winner whom I
admire greatly. Artist credits are prohibited on U.S. stamps,
leaving the public to guess who designed them. Many people
guessed the Helpin� Children Learn design was mine because it
resembled my posters in both style and content (. ). Well-
meaning phone calls and letters of congratulation motivated
me to try to convince the Postal Service to offer me another
assignment.

I reduced my posters down to stamp size, arranged them
on a sheet with fake perforations, and sent the sheet off to
Derry Noyes, an art director for the Postal Service. I had
an ally: my friend Philip B. Meggs (–), design histo-
rian and educator, who was on the Citizens’ Stamp Advisory
Committee (CSAC). My self-promotion had the desired
effect, and my telephone rang.
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. Climbin� a Tree,

Photoshop illustration
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poster by LH, 

: . Card Catalo��

Sterlin� Memorial Library�

Yale, silk screen poster
by LH, 

 
. Morris Library�
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In , I made three posters that use symbolic light in less
familiar ways. For Columbia University’s School of Library
Service (. ), a table of books is a beam of light. Card
Catalo�� Sterlin� Memorial Library� Yale (. ) and The Hu�h
M. Morris Library� University of Delaware (. ) are posters
that use windows as symbols of enlightenment. We see books
as windows into the mind: not only openings into the mind
of the author, but portals through which the light of knowl-
edge can enter the mind of the reader.

Both light and heat are suggested in Acme Bookbindin�

(. ). The gradations in the hands and book evoke the red-
and white-hot iron in the forge. The cool blue letters in the
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Terry McCaffrey, Richard Sheaff, and Derry Noyes, also made
important corrections. I’m grateful once again to Scott-
Martin Kosofsky who stepped in at the last minute with good
advice and prepress assistance.

In addition I want to thank those who were instrumental in
my receiving the assignment to design the mentoring stamp:
Mary Challinor, who suggested that I send my work to her
friend who was an art director for the USPS and gave me the
address of Derry Noyes; and Philip B. Meggs and Alan Fern,
who spoke up on my behalf to the USPS.
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From the moment of his first solo show in New York, which opened in 

October of 1960 at the legendary Green Gallery, Mark di Suvero (b. 1933)  

was recognized as an extraordinary artist. His best reviews came from 

two sculptors who were also veteran critics. Donald Judd, who did not 

have a reputation for being easily impressed, marveled, “The size and force 

of this sculpture are thunderous,” and Sidney Geist went so far as to say, 

“From now on nothing will be the same.” Geist prophetically added that di 

Suvero’s work was “at once so ambitious and intelligent, so raw and clean, 

so noble and accessible, that it must permanently alter our standards of 

artistic effort.”1

Although di Suvero’s stunning debut established him as an artist to 

be reckoned with, over the next six or seven years, he would continue  

to define and clarify the forms his sculpture would take. He was also 

forced into initiating a sweeping change in the media and processes that 

would determine those forms. The sculpture created between 1959 and 

1965 consisted mainly of salvaged timbers joined together with ropes, 

chains, bolts, cables, and various industrial cast-offs. Di Suvero remained 

committed to making use of the discarded and the found, but his primary 

medium of choice became steel. Because steel is a stronger material, it 

can be cut, welded and bolted in ways that would destroy wood, and 

di Suvero could make larger, sprawling pieces that tilted and jutted out 

even more precipitously into space than before. This sort of construction 

became possible for the artist after he realized that the industrial crane, 

the cherry picker, and the acetylene torch could be for him what the ham-

mer, chisel, and saw were to more traditional sculptors. Di Suvero’s first 

period of innovation persisted well into the middle 1960s, when Sparta 

was created. Indeed, Sparta (1966) is one of the first of a series of epochal 

steel sculptures that were entirely constructed with a crane. 

3

Mark di Suvero
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Painted Steel, 87 × 72 inches.
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and he was paralyzed from the waist down. He was told that to have 

survived was a miracle, but he would never get out of a wheelchair, let 

alone have the strength to make monumental sculpture again. Di Suvero 

astonished his doctors and learned to walk with the aid of braces and 

canes. But his legs were decimated, and he had to strengthen his upper 

torso, his arms, and his hands. 

We touch and we make with our hands, and the hand and the eye are 

the artist’s primary and primeval tools. Di Suvero never lost the use of his 

hands, but he could no longer work with large pieces of wood. Instead, he 

focused on steel. Inventive as well as indomitable, di Suvero augmented his 

body by converting the construction crane, which also functioned as a sub-

stitute wheelchair, into an extension of his arm. Employing heavy machin-

ery, he could lift, arrange, and pile girders and other pieces of metal with 

newfound flexibility. We thus have the history of a modern Spartan war-

rior being played out – an artist of unique mental toughness subjected to a 

traumatic paralysis that would have defeated or destroyed almost everyone 

else. Instead, he persevered, embodying the Greek ideals of fortitude and 

control. Di Suvero endured, recovered, and compensated, mastering the 

demands of a new material, fighting to get his sculpture made, and adapt-

ing the big arms and fingers of the crane and the cherry picker to position 

his assemblages and the welder and acetylene torch to cut and join them. 

Working outdoors with construction equipment, di Suvero, dealing 

with his paralysis, struggled to make Sparta, but the work doesn’t reflect 

the sorrow or the pain – rather, it celebrates life and the surprises permit-

ted by his new tools. Di Suvero was lifted into a new sphere, able to reach 

a new scale. Sparta seems light and fluid, belying the heft of the material, 

and we view it perched at a jaunty angle, vibrantly asymmetrical, and ready 

to rotate. As the critic Barbara Rose wrote in 1978: 

Although the relationship between gravity and balance became increas-
ingly important to di Suvero in later large-scale outdoor works, until 
recently there were relatively few pieces of the spinning type in which 
a moving element is balanced precariously on a single point above a 
stable core. However, the exceptions – Praise for Elohim [Adonai] of 
1966 and Sparta and Homage to Stuart Davis of 1968 – are among 
di Suvero’s most daring and successful pieces of the sixties.7

The sense of exultation communicated by a sculpture like Sparta is 

critical to its meaning, and it reveals another dimension of di Suvero’s art. 

That quality was best defined by di Suvero himself, as when he spoke 

about the importance of Calder’s achievement:

Anybody who does motion in sculpture has to relate to him. . . . Calder’s 
joy is real. He was able to take steel and make it balance. . . . Calder 
chose a dancing motion that had to do with a special kind of pleasure 
that human eyes need, which is the pleasure of leaves in the wind, of 

branches, a kind of gentle relationship to the human hand.8

Di Suvero’s sculpture in general and Sparta in particular are also 

vitally related to the human hand, as well as to the history of art, the 

body, the built environment, and protean possibilities of invention. They 

depend on the playful tilt or the disconcerting imbalance. In Sparta, as with 

other key works, we can discern trenchant aspects of di Suvero’s artistic 

personality – idealism, humane concern, whimsy, and deceptive simplicity. 

Imbued with an easy energy, Sparta exemplifies the spirit of its creator, 

whose great hands scooped up refuse from the junkyard and transformed 

it into art.

– Avis Berman
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G R E G G O R M A N : A M E R I CA N C L A S S I C I S T

No other photographer’s work could better complement the poetry of Pindar, the greatest lyric poet
of ancient Greece, than Greg Gorman’s. Pindar and Gorman are both classicists, and their subject is
physical beauty. As Professor Goins points out in his introductory essay, “Pindar celebrates men who
have received divine gifts. . . . The predominant feature [he] praises is beauty.” He saw “physical
beauty and talent as evidence that the gods had blessed an individual. . . . Aristocleides is ‘handsome’;
Alcimedon is ‘beautiful to look on’; Epharmostus is ‘in the prime of youth, a handsome man.’” In
Gorman’s equally lyrical photographic odes to beauty and physical prowess the men’s names have
changed, but the look is still the same.

Pindar presented us the classical world of male beauty within the context of its great games,
those Olympian, Pythian, Nemean, and Isthmian athletic festivals, which in ancient times were per-
formed in the nude. “In addition to the pleasure afforded by the sports themselves,” as Goins notes,
“the games offered occasions for music, dancing, worship, socializing, and making money.” Gorman’s
art recreates a similar Pindaric world of classical beauty. He, a poet of the camera, is like the poets
Pindar described in Isthmian  who

ascended the chariot of the golden-crowned Muses,
took up the glorious lyre,
quickly shooting from their bows
sweet-voiced songs at handsome boys,
having the summer bloom of youth
that enchants.

And like Pindar’s poets, he, too, is a classicist but a very special kind of classicist, I will later suggest—
an American classicist. The nineteenth century was familiar with such artists, but they became rare
in the twentieth and are nearly extinct today.

One of Gorman’s most classical, most Hellenic images (Plate ) depicts a pose we have seen on
Greek vases, a pose that could be a dancing figure from the very games Pindar immortalized. Or con-
sider the figure in Plate . What could be a more classic celebration both of dance and the body’s
beauty than this photograph? Gorman’s group of images of Tony Ward, this particular model, are
among the greatest of all dance photographs, but this one transcends dance to address something uni-
versal about beauty. Much of Ward’s body is in shadow and we do not see his face at all. But this por-
trait is not about a particular person. Gorman is seeking something grander and more permanent
than the ephemeral beauty of an individual who will eventually age and die. This image is about
timeless beauty, and Gorman has captured the very details that constitute it. His photograph is about
the power of light and form to reveal—to “reveal” not in the sense of merely showing but in the
greater sense of inspiring a revelation. Gorman has caused light itself to sculpt muscle, tendon, and
bone as a Greek sculptor would have carved marble. What Gorman created in this image must be
termed revelation because he has revealed the glory of the human form, the monumentality of the
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captured the classic look of the kid next door, the boy who cuts your grass, is friendly and polite, the
one you’d want to ask out your daughter. Greg told me the boy was a hustler by profession; I would
not have guessed it. But the fact that he was not whom I had imagined and had probably chosen his
profession unwisely is merely an ironic twist to the story and not the real point. What I saw was some-
thing positive, affirmative, hopeful—and deeply American in the sense of what American photogra-
phy first represented: a “Yes” to life.

Greg Gorman is a classicist by style but an American romantic by emotional inclination. His
work possesses a lean, Hellenic beauty, but it is without the irony, despair, and Doric doom of so much
Greek art. The emotional content of Gorman’s vision is a repudiation of the classic, Greek fatalism
of Euripides found in the The Trojan Women and the Bacchae: the idea that it is better for a man
never to have been born and that life is but a calamity, that we should weep when a child comes into
the world. Gorman’s work is imbued with the optimism of nineteenth century America and
American artists of that time. He affirms our loves and lusts, and thereby our nature; our desires and
compulsions, and thereby our humanity; the inherent nobility in our very faces, regardless of what
we do, and thereby our potential, our possibility. The boy next door is now designing clothes, as a mat-
ter of fact. When we look into the work of Greg Gorman, we can see “Eden-land . . . opened before
us today.”

nor is it for the fact that today some of our best museums display eight by fifteen foot photographic
abortions depicting empty parking lots and similar banalities.7 The reason has to do with the fact that
Gorman shares with those nineteenth century artists a uniquely American and uniquely classical
vision. There is a quintessential American quality found in their work and in his. Gorman’s work does
exude a chic modernity but a modernity found nowhere else—as strange as it might sound—but in
the American past, a past which reveled in its classical connections: in republican virtues and politi-
cal concepts, Greek revival architecture, and paintings, sculpture, and photography suffused with clas-
sical allusions.

Gorman’s work is laden with the iconography of the nineteenth century American photograph.
His subjects are the classic subjects of daguerreotypes, our very first photographs. They are of actors,
actresses, athletes, celebrities, beautiful women, handsome men, and people posed in picturesque
places, often around water. The only difference is that in Gorman’s work they often are not wearing
clothes, which actually makes them more classical. Those nineteenth century American photogra-
phers had a vision that differed from their European contemporaries, and they evolved a technique
and vocabulary for rendering it.

It was an heroic vision based on a boundless faith in themselves and in America’s promise, a faith
that was also reflected in American art of the time. The immensity and vastness of our potential lay
before us in Albert Bierstadt’s huge, open landscapes; in the paintings of Thomas Cole, especially The
Architect’s Dream, a dream of the American republic wherein the classical past intersects with the
present, a dream strikingly like the classical architecture of Philadelphia’s Fairmount Park; and in
the “open road” of Walt Whitman’s poetry, a road which comrades of different colors, sexual tastes,
and politics could walk arm and arm down together. It was a vision of a new Eden. In the Amusing
and Thrilling Adventures of a California Artist While Daguerreotyping a Continent, Amid Burning
Deserts, Savages, and Perpetual Snows, it was said of J. Wesley Jones, as it could be said of Greg
Gorman, and probably only Greg Gorman among American photographers today, “Eden-land has
been opened before us today.”8

That heroic vision and boundless faith was reflected in our earliest portraiture, as well. In the
middle of the nineteenth century we saw ourselves in Horatio Greenough’s Olympian statue of a god-
like, bare-chested George Washington (), which Greenough had originally made for the Rotunda
of the Capitol. That was our self-image—attractive, masculine, and powerful—and the photogra-
phers carried that image into their art. Southworth and Hawes’s famous daguerreotypes of Justice
Lemuel Shaw and of Daniel Webster, though neither sitter could easily be called “attractive,” were
certainly heroic, if not Olympian. Both are so sculpted, so etched, in light that one thinks of statues
of Cicero and of Augustus—and one immediately feels, even in these two old men, the electric charge
of their personality and the force of their individuality. Greenough’s statue and Southworth and
Hawes’s daguerreotypes may have been inspired by classicism, but after being filtered through the
American experience the result was about something new, something we also see in Gorman’s work—
a sense of hopefulness, of potential, and even of joy.

That first American photographic process, the daguerreotype, seemed to ennoble the sitter, even
if he were merely a workman who had brought his broom, his hammer, or his butcher’s knife to the
studio to be photographed with him. There is a look in those early pictures like the look we see in
Greg Gorman’s portraits. It is not possible to look at a Gorman photograph and receive anything but
a positive charge because his is an art of affirmation. The sitter, be he or she a celebrity or a nobody,
is equally ennobled in his camera’s eye. I once mentioned a particular photograph of his as having
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in Photography (Boston: New York Graphic Society, ), p.‒.
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): .
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Journal  (April ): ‒.
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from NEMEAN 8

Queen Youth,
messenger of Aphrodite’s ambrosial love,
who rest upon the virginal eyes of boys and girls,
in the arms of necessity you gently hold one man;
another is handled more roughly.
It’s blessed never to stray from justice,
and to have the strength to win the best of loves.
. . . Father Zeus,
let me hold fast to the simple paths of life,
bringing no shame upon my children when I die.
Some pray for gold, for limitless land;
I pray to please my countrymen,
to cover my limbs with earth,
praising things worthy of praise
but casting reproach upon the wicked.
Like a grapevine nourished by moist dew
excellence rises to the watery heavens
when it’s extolled among the wise and just.
For many reasons we need dear friends;
in distress we need them most,
but gladness too wishes to set good faith
before men’s eyes. . . .

(‒, ‒)
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Pound’s Own Influences and Forebears

Ezra Pound’s early work, culminating in the publication of
his first book, A Lume Spento, was infused with the spirit of the
Pre-Raphaelites, of Romanticism, of William Butler Yeats’s
Celtic nocturnes, and especially of Robert Browning, particularly
Browning’s penchant for dramatic monologues, assuming the
roles of different personae. Several years later, Browning’s
Sordello served as a model for the narrative vision and scope of
the Cantos.

The young Pound was also very influenced by the Pre-Raphaelite
writer Algernon Charles Swinburne, whom he claimed kept alive
the notion of poetry as pure art, and whose rhythm and sound—
both extremely important elements in Pound’s concept of poetry—
he admired greatly. “Swinburne beats us all,” he wrote to
Archibald MacLeish in 1926.

Henry James was another influence, less for his style than as
an example of an American abroad in Europe (although Pound
later described his long poem Hugh Selwyn Mauberley as a

“Henry James novel in verse”). Pound wrote an extended
commentary on James’s work after his death in 1916, which he
called a “Baedeker to a continent.”
———
Robert Browning. Dramatis Personae. London: Chapman & Hall, 1864.
Robert Browning. Sordello. London: Edward Moxon, 1840.
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Pound was also involved with the journal Pagany, and
contributed material and advice to the editor, Richard Johns.
Johns had originally tried to have William Carlos Williams serve
as co-editor when the magazine was launched in 1929; Williams
declined, but he contributed his own work, solicited material
from others, and advised Johns on editorial matters.
———
The Little Review. (Chicago) Volume IV, no. 1, May 1917.
The Little Review. (Chicago) Volume V, no. 11, March 1918.
The Dial. (New York) Volume LXIX, no. 3, September 1920.
The Exile. Nos. 1–4. 1927–1928.
Ezra Pound to Richard Johns, editor of Pagany, autograph letter

signed, November 3, 1930.

Pound as Anthologist

Over the course of his career, Pound compiled several book-
length poetry anthologies. These collections, as Pound’s
publisher James Laughlin said, “enabled him to publicize
contemporary poets he liked and to establish critical values.”
The first was Des Imagistes. Pound had several years earlier
created the idea of “Imagism” and promptly recruited several
friends into the fold, such as Hilda Doolittle and her husband
Richard Aldington. The poet F.S. Flint wrote a manifesto, as
demonstrated and edited by Pound, about them which was
published in the March 1913 issue of Poetry. Pound’s anthology,
published the following year, included work by H.D., Aldington,
Flint, James Joyce, Williams, and Pound himself.

The next year, 1915, saw the publication of Catholic Anthology,
which Pound had compiled for the express reason of printing

19

Pound and Little Magazines

One of Pound’s chief methods of disseminating information
and presenting the work of new poets was publication through
a variety of small literary and artistic-minded journals. His own
writings for these publications were often a financial lifeline as
well. In London, he wrote music and art reviews for New Age
under a pseudonym, and served as Poetry magazine’s (self-
appointed) overseas editor (its founder, Harriet Monroe, had
contacted him in 1912 to see if he would contribute poems to
her new magazine), using the magazine to launch, among
others, Robert Frost, William Carlos Williams, T.S. Eliot,
and the Imagists, such as H.D. and Amy Lowell.

In 1917, Pound became the “foreign editor” of an American
magazine, The Little Review, which was founded in Chicago in
1914 by Margaret Anderson and joined in 1916 by Jane Heap. As
he stated, he wanted “a place where the current prose writings
of James Joyce, Wyndham Lewis, T.S. Eliot, and myself might
appear regularly, promptly, and together, rather than irregularly,
sporadically, and after useless delays.” The magazine rapidly
became a showcase for Pound and his circle and serialized,
through Pound’s urging, James Joyce’s Ulysses, beginning
in 1918.

Pound also contributed to numerous other magazines during
this period, including the Egoist (where he placed Joyce’s
Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man in 1916), the Dial, and
BLAST, which he co-edited with Wyndham Lewis. He fulfilled
a longstanding plan of running his own journal with the Exile,
which ran for four numbers in 1927 and 1928.
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Henry Adams, whose family had produced two United States Presidents and
assorted other luminaries, became one of the th and early th centuries’ great trav-
elers and writers. Among his many works are two masterpieces, Mont-Saint-Michel and
Chartres () and The Education of Henry Adams (8), his best-known work and one
of the most famous of autobiographies. What Adams achieves in Mont-Saint-Michel and
Chartres is more than a study of medieval architecture and art. Adams, as Michael
Kenna does in his photographs, captures the physical place, yet goes on to capture its
place in time.

Mont-Saint-Michel and Chartres is a long work, a comprehensive study of medieval
“unity,” as he put it, with chapters even on Abélard and Aquinas. I have abridged and
fused the first two chapters of Adams’ book in order to create a general introduction
to the Mount, its time, and its cultural place within the Middle Ages—an introduction
which I hope suggests a larger context for Kenna’s work to be seen in, a context which
should raise more than simply aesthetic, architectural, or antiquarian questions. For
example, it is significant, as Adams points out, that architecture is not the sole founda-
tion of Mont-Saint-Michel:

With Mont-Saint-Michel, the ‘Chanson de Roland’ is almost one. The
‘Chanson’ is in poetry what the Mount is in architecture. Without the
‘Chanson,’ one cannot approach the feeling which the eleventh century
built into the Archangel’s church. Probably there was never a day, cer-
tainly never a week, during several centuries, when portions of the
‘Chanson’ were not sung, or recited, at the Mount.

It might come as a surprise to citizens of the United States today, especially to its
most vocally-religious, that there could have been a time in Christendom when there
was a binding link between one of the world’s great churches and one of the world’s
great poems. How far we have drifted both from poetry and from spirituality! But that
such a link did exist in the Middle Ages is one of the characteristics of an age that was
far from being “Dark.” Adams wrote that “Religious art is the measure of human
depth and sincerity; any triviality, and weakness cries aloud.” One thinks of those

effects, or that he is a master printer and possesses the darkroom craft to translate his
vision on to photographic papers. All that is true, but the essence of Kenna’s genius
would still have eluded my critical efforts. His genius finally comes down to a matter
of seeing into a place with penetrating Vision, the kind of vision that marks genius in
a poet. In his Essay on Criticism Alexander Pope defined that genius as

. . . Nature to advantage drest,
What oft was Thought but ne’er so well Exprest,
Something, whose Truth convinc’d at Sight we find,
That gives us back the Image of our Mind (ll. -).

Kenna always seems to capture his subject “to advantage drest,” though he might
have to wait hours to get the right shot. We look at his work and immediately are con-
vinced that this is it, the true Japan, the true Versailles, as it is and always has been, the
very image of it we carry in our mind’s eye, and the most perfect expression of the
particular fountain, park, fence, shrine, or harbor we have ever seen no matter how
many previous images of it we’ve looked at.

When I first had the pleasure of going through a box of nearly one-hundred of
Kenna’s photographs of Mont-Saint-Michel, I was powerfully reminded once again of
just what it is that he does, of what his art is about. Thirty years ago or so I spent a
few days at Mont-Saint-Michel, a place I’d been enraptured with since boyhood, when
my parents gave me a book containing a photograph of the abbey. For years prior to
that visit I’d looked at countless photographs of it, and I have continued to do so over
the years since being there. It has not merely been in my imagination, in my mind’s eye,
for half a century; it has had a special place there. Michael Kenna brought the original
back to me with a vigor I had forgotten, but he also showed me parts of the Mount I
must have seen but which are completely fresh. His dramatic night views were the
most startling, even though I walked late into several evenings. Kenna’s Mont-Saint-
Michel is without doubt the photographic portrait of the island and the abbey, a body
of work which rivals and complements Henry Adams’ Mont-Saint-Michel and Chartres,
the famed book which is the verbal portrait of the Mount.
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ries that Harold the Saxon, the powerful Earl of Wessex in England, is a guest, or, as
some say, a prisoner or a hostage, at the Duke’s Court, and will go with us on the cam-
paign. The year is 8.

All this time we have been standing on the parvis, looking out over the sea and
sands which are as good eleventh-century landscape as they ever were; or turning at
times towards the church door which is the pons seclorum, the bridge of ages,
between us and our ancestors. Now that we have made an attempt, such as it is, to get
our minds into a condition to cross the bridge without breaking down in the effort, we
enter the church and stand face to face with eleventh-century architecture; a ground-
plan which dates from ; a central tower, or its piers, dating from 8; and a
church completed in . France can offer few buildings of this importance equally
old, with dates so exact. Perhaps the closest parallel to Mont-Saint-Michel is Saint-
Benoit-sur-Loire, above Orléans, which seems to have been a shrine almost as popu-
lar as the Mount, at the same time. Chartres was also a famous shrine, but of the Vir-
gin, and the west porch of Chartres was a hundred years later than the ground-plan of
Mont-Saint-Michel, although Chartres porch is the usual starting-point of northern
French art. Queen Matilda’s Abbaye-aux-Dames, now the Church of the Trinity, at
Caen, dates from . Saint Sernin at Toulouse, the porch of the Abbey Church at
Moissac, Notre-Dame-du-Port at Clermont, the Abbey Church at Vézelay, are all said
to be twelfth-century. Even San Marco at Venice was new in .

Yet in  Norman art was already too ambitious. Certainly nine hundred years
leave their traces on granite as well as on other material, but the granite of Abbot
Hildebert would have stood securely enough, if the Abbot had not asked too much
from it. Perhaps he asked too much from the Archangel, for the thought of the
Archangel’s superiority was clearly the inspiration of his plan. The apex of the granite
rock rose like a sugar-loaf two hundred and forty feet (. metres) above mean sea-
level. Instead of cutting the summit away to give his church a secure rock foundation,
which would have sacrificed about thirty feet of height, the Abbot took the apex of
the rock for his level, and on all sides built out foundations of masonry to support the
walls of his church. The apex of the rock is the floor of the croisée, the intersection
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Memory as Muse
Michael Kenna at Mont-Saint-Michel

by LANCE SPEER

WHEN VIEWED FROM AFAR, Mont-Saint-Michel truly seems a vision of the
New Jerusalem, its upthrust spires reaching for the canopy of Heaven. Its unity, its
synergy, is not just a function of its component parts, as it is indeed much more that
the sum of its buttresses and arches, its clerestories and tracery, its massive walls and
its delicately bejeweled stained glass. To understand the final equation that is Mont-
Saint-Michel one must comprehend the role of rock, of sea and sand, of the Celestial.
The Isle and Abbey are as solid as granite, yet they would be completely incomplete
without something as transient and ethereal as the wind, a vital, if unseen, component
of the whole.

In Michael Kenna’s photographs of Mont-Saint-Michel his renowned precisionist
vision finds itself focused on that most elusive of subjects: the sense of place. Here
rationality is surrendered, suspended, replaced by a spiritually of place, of history, of
personal meaning. It seems as if Kenna’s photographs of Mont-Saint-Michel are
solidly grounded in the history and architecture of medieval France, while simultane-
ously drifting out of the realm of the descriptive or the documentary and toward the
study of pure light and form, an inner light and form, that transcends any notion of
“where” or “when” by loosening the moorings of specific latitude, longitude, and even
temporal location in either the th or st centuries. The patient stones, the seas, the
morning mists, the clouds, the shifting sands keep Eternal Time, not any sort of incon-
sequential human time. In Kenna’s hands, Mont-Saint-Michel becomes the cosmic
intersection between Heaven and Earth. Isolated by the tides and yet one with the sea,
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HARVARD COLLEGE was founded in 1636. Two
years later Harvard imported the first printing

press ever to be used in this country.
In 1778 Phillips Academy, Andover, was established.

Some years later the first principal of the Academy and
co-founder of the Theological Seminary, realizing the
magical importance of the press in the propogation
of ideas, reorganized the existing printery to make
Andover’s institutions a more effective power in the edu-
cational and religous world, thus starting the press in
Andover on its long and notable history.
The present Andover press, building on noble tradi-

tions, is today perhaps the best known school and college
print shop in New England. The books from its presses
are to be found in every state of the Union and in not a
few foreign countries. Following is the story of its one
hundred thirty-three years of growth.

FOREWORD

Prior to starting the Club, I often attempted to justify
printing this and the other small projects I would dream
up. The expenses of paper, type, and shipping would
consistently prove to be discouraging factors. I wasn’t as
concerned with wasting time (of which I often have
plenty) as I was with losing money. The Ephemera Club
is both an attempt to keep me busy when there’s not
much to do, and to provide the resources necessary to
make these bits and pieces of ephemera as nicely as I
want. The Club has been, really, just a way of financing
this small book.
As I prepared to design the present volume, I read

over the text a number of times and made note of a few
statements that I felt required some clarification. Also,
as I was not at all familiar with a number of people to
whom the author makes reference, when my curiosities
were sufficiently piqued, I took a moment to research and
write brief notes about the people and places that might
be unfamiliar to anyone not acquainted with nineteenth-
century Andover. In researching the notes found herein,
I am grateful to Scott-Martin Kosofsky of the Philidor
Company, Hosea Baskin of Cumberland Rare Books, Tim
Sprattler at the Oliver Wendell Holmes Libary at Phil-
lips Academy, and the research staff at the Andover
Historical Society for their assistance.

           
Florence, Massachusetts
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IN AUGUST 1912 an old brick building was torn
down which had stood for eighty years close to the

Phillips Academy campus. It was the building connected
with the famous Andover Printing House which one
hundred years ago had done so much to make Andover
Hill a theological and spiritual power throughout the
whole world.
When Eliphalet Pearson, the first principal of Phillips

Academy, for twenty years professor and sometimes
acting president at Harvard, returned toAndover in 1806
to propose the establishment of America’s first theolog-
ical seminary, there were two great aims which he
wished to accomplish. Thefirst was to create a stronghold
of Calvinsim, which might counteract the spirit of
Unitar-ianism then spreading at Harvard. The second
was to make the new seminary a place not only for
acquiring but for improving the literature of theology,
and especially to provide for the publication of learned
treatises.
As early as 1798 Messrs. Ames and Parker had set up

a printing press in Andover. Galen Ware was conducting
it in 1810, and in 1813, five years after the founding of
the Seminary, this press was enlarged through the enter-
prise of Dr. Pearson and established on the second floor

A HISTORY OF PRINTING IN

Andover, Massachusetts
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The sonnet is one of the most perfect but one of the most

difficult poetic forms to master.The English sonnet form in

which Shakespeare wrote was so completely mastered by him

that we now speak of it as the Shakespearian sonnet. It consists

of fourteen lines rhymed abab cdcd efef gg.The three individual

quatrains or groups of four lines advance an argument or an idea,

and the couplet, those final two lines, usually sums it up, draws a

conclusion, or makes a point.The meter is iambic pentameter,

which is to say, each line consists of ten syllables, an unstressed

syllable followed by a stressed syllable five times. However, the

poet will occasionally use substitutions, poetic feet other than

iambs to keep the meter from becoming monotonous or to

emphasize the meaning of what is being said. For example,

Shakespeare wants to make the point that his mistress doesn’t

glide through the air like a goddess but actually walks on the

ground. So he writes, “My mistress, when she walks, treads on

the ground,” and we hear her foot actually coming down with

the “treads on,” a trochee, a stress and an unstress, which is the

reverse of the iamb. Making the sound of a passage echo its

meaning, and thus reinforce it, is one of the most subtle yet

important aspects of poetry because it operates on us in a

nearly unconscious way; however, it is one of the things poets

are most conscious of and most deliberate in doing.

In one of his best-loved sonnets, the one I was just speaking of,

Shakespeare makes a point of saying his mistress is a real woman,

not some impossible, unbelievable goddess, not the kind of woman

we often find described in trite greeting cards. In Shakespeare’s

day that same kind of greeting card hyperbole was typical of the

praise that gushed from mediocre poets—and unsuccessful suit-

ors to all but gullible women. In Sonnet 130 he rebels against
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it correctly. Mito is, of course, a portrait of Leda and the Swan,

but although artists have been painting or sculpting or turning this

tale into poetry for thousands of years, no artist that I am aware

of has done what Garduño has done.

In the classic tale, Zeus took on the form of a swan and ravished

the beautiful Leda, who eventually gave birth to Helen of Troy

and Clytemnestra, the wife of Agamemnon, the leader of the

Greek forces against the Trojans.When Agamemnon returned

from Troy, he was murdered by his wife and her lover. Orestes,

Agamemnon’s son, avenged the murder by killing his mother, but

that action brought about the release of the terrifying Furies

from the Under-world in pursuit of him for the crime of matri-

cide. One of the most famous sonnets of the twentieth century

is W.B.Yeats’s “Leda and the Swan,” a meditation on whether

Leda could have understood the implications of what was hap-

pening to her—that she was receiving the annunciation of a god,

an annunciation that would lead to the Trojan War, release the

Furies, and set the two thousand year cycle of the classical world

into motion, a cycle that would be paralleled in the Holy Spirit’s

annunciation to Mary and the two thousand year cycle of the

Christian era.

Yeats asks “Did she put on his knowledge with his power / Before

the indifferent beak could let her drop?” Hardly a relevant ques-

tion for Garduño’s Leda! Garduño’s is no meek, simple, ravished

girl.This Leda could throttle her Zeus; in fact, it looks as if that is

what she is going to do unless the god gives her exactly what she

wants.This Leda is in complete control. Garduño, with full under

standing of the power of the female, has, as I said, transformed

the myth and made it resonate with greater reality.The relevant

question here might be “Did Zeus take on any of her power

before she cast him off?” Or did the god go off weeping like the

poet. Garduño’s Leda and Shakespeare’s Dark Lady are certainly

not goddesses.They are real women with eyes “nothing like the

sun” but with feminine allure and feminine power.What need has

such a woman for divinity, who can pull down a Zeus or a

Shakespeare?

I am not overlooking the fact that historically men have in many

ways dominated women, and it still goes on today where women

have little or no economic control over their own destinies. Power

is an ugly historical fact of life. People, regardless of the rule books

of their religions or the exaggerated beneficence of their Consti-

tutions and Declarations of Independence, always dominate weak-

er, that is to say, poorer, people when they can. Men have done

it to women, but all women have not always put up with it, and

I am not merely talking about using sex for power. It is not sex-

uality alone but biology, chemistry, and something psychological,

as well, that is the basis of feminine allure. Shakespeare, Hank

Williams, M. Swann, and the Baron Des Grieux could have all

found obliging partners for sex without the accompanying pain

provided by the Dark Lady, the girl with the cheatin’ heart,

Odette, and Manon.The power the women held over them and

which kept drawing them back was far more than sexual.We

have only the most rudimentary understanding of the complexity

of our behavior, of the psycho-biology of our instincts and desires,

the roles of pheromones, hormones, and other aspects of our

chemistry, the effects of early trauma, and on and on and on. But

we have a cross-cultural history of ourselves we can read from

ancient chronicles, from the earliest poetry and drama, from the

oldest sacred books, from the art of past civilizations, a history

which we can read through Shakespeare and the last four hun-

dred years of painting and literature, down to today even in

songs,headlines, and gossip. And the story that we read is of one

male vulnerability in the presence of female power. So ancient a

story, so old a song, can only be rooted deeply within our cells.

Shakespeare even cries out, “What potions have I drunk of Siren

tears . . . !” (119).The Sirens, who in Greek mythology were half

bird and half woman, lured sailors to their deaths through song

so sweet, so alluring that the sailors neglected their ships and

paid no heed to the rocks.When Odysseus navigated his ship

near their rocks, he did the simple thing of stopping his crew’s

ears with wax, but we, like Shakespeare, are seldom so wise in

the presence of Siren song. Garduño’s Siren is not woman and

bird but woman and fish, Pez espada (print 8). And Siren she is,

frightening but voluptuous still. Garduño did not choose to pres-

ent her in the more benign form of a mermaid, a form with

which we have sweeter, more gentle associations. Encountering

a mermaid might be startling but probably not frightening.

Garduño’s Siren with its swordfish head could only be frighten-

ing—she could slash you into grisly bits—but the beauty of her

body beckons. Perhaps more classically Siren-like is Garduño’s

equally dramatic, Mujer emplumada (print 3). Here we see the

Siren’s actual feathers.They look like swords. And though it is

not included in this book, Garduño has an equally alluring

portrait of another female from the classics—Medusa!

Mystery has always been as aspect of woman’s attraction,even if we

are unsure of exactly what we are seeing. Consider Hoja elegante

(print 4):

What is your substance, whereof are you made,

That millions of strange shadows on you tend?

Since every one hath, every one, one shade,

And you but one, can every shadow lend.

Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit

Is poorly imitated after you;

On Helen’s cheek all art of beauty set,

And you in Grecian tires [attire] are painted new:

Speak of the spring, and foison [autumn] of the year,

The one doth shadow of your beauty show,

The other as your bounty doth appear;

And you in every blessed shape we know.

In all external grace you have some part,

But you like none, none you, for constant heart.

(53)

Probably what is most central to the strength and attraction of

woman is rooted in her own biology, in the fact that she can give

birth. Anyone who has witnessed a birth, especially a man who

has witnessed the birth of his own child, is awed both by the

woman’s physical stamina, her power to endure pain, and awed

by what, even though it is the most ordinary of events, seems a

miracle. Garduño’s Gatomonte preñado (print 2) depicts a preg-

nant woman lying on top of a wooden cat.Why did she lie down

on the cat we wonder.Why did she make it a bed for her body?

Though the cat is wooden, the woman does not look uncom-

fortable; she in fact looks quite natural upon it. Here is a very

different kind of posing than in the photograph of Leda and the

swan. Leda atop her swan and with both hands on his neck is in

control of it; the pregnant woman, however, is not in control but

in harmony with her cat, and the cat even looks as if it could be

a protector, as, in fact, Bastet, the ancient Egyptian cat-headed

goddess was.The image suggests that she is not only pregnant

with her child but pregnant with the power of the cat, which

since antiquity has been associated both with the feminine and
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Not marble, nor the gilded monuments

Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme;

But you shall shine more bright in these contents

Than unswept stone, besmear’d with sluttish time.

When wasteful war shall statues overturn,

And broils root out the work of masonry,

Nor Mars his sword, nor war’s quick fire shall burn

The living record of your memory.

‘Gainst death, and all oblivious enmity

Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room

Even in the eyes of all posterity

That wear this world out to the ending doom.

So, till the judgment that yourself arise,

You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ eyes.

Sweet love, renew thy force; be it not said

Thy edge should blunter be than appetite,

Which but to-day by feeding is allay’d,

To-morrow sharpened in his former might:

So, love, be thou, although to-day thou fill

Thy hungry eyes, even till they wink with fulness,

To-morrow see again, and do not kill

The spirit of love, with a perpetual dulness.

Let this sad interim like the ocean be

Which parts the shore, where two contracted new

Come daily to the banks, that when they see

Return of love, more blest may be the view;

As call it winter, which being full of care,

Makes summer’s welcome, thrice more wished, more rare.

Being your slave what should I do but tend

Upon the hours, and times of your desire?

I have no precious time at all to spend;

Nor services to do, till you require.

Nor dare I chide the world without end hour,

Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for you,

Nor think the bitterness of absence sour,

When you have bid your servant once adieu;

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought

Where you may be, or your affairs suppose,

But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought

Save, where you are, how happy you make those.

So true a fool is love, that in your will,

Though you do anything, he thinks no ill.

That god forbid, that made me first your slave,

I should in thought control your times of pleasure,

Or at your hand the account of hours to crave,

Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure!

O! let me suffer, being at your beck,

The imprison’d absence of your liberty;

And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each check,

Without accusing you of injury.

Be where you list, your charter is so strong

That you yourself may privilege your time

To what you will; to you it doth belong

Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime.

I am to wait, though waiting so be hell,

Not blame your pleasure be it ill or well.
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For the most part I have not remained on speaking
terms with the person I was back in  when these pictures were taken.The past,
and most particularly one's own fumbling, painful passage through it, has a way of
subverting the work of the present so I am chary about revisiting it. But I welcome
the reappearance of this particular moment. It's wreathed in that nimbus glow of
golden-hazy early motherhood. Many of these pictures were taken on my living-
room floor while newborn Emmett napped. Friends would bring casseroles or crib
blankets or whatever is brought to new babies, and I would ask them to lie on the
floor and let me photograph them.

The satiny cloth in many of the images is my mother's wedding slip which I used
in photographs until it was reduced to tatters. Looking at these pictures I remem-
bered an incident so cobwebbed by the past that it was nearly lost.A friend had
come by at nap time, put on the slip and lain out for me to shoot. I was arranging
the folds around her when a man with whom she had a nodding acquaintance
stopped in. He stood watching the process as I molded and pressed the slip around
her body. I left to reload film and when I returned they were in a passionate, naked
clinch on the floor.

The past delivered to me another happy moment while putting this book together.
I expect this has happened to many artists, but discarded work often reveals unsus-
pected treasures and it did so for me as I flipped idly through the cast-offs.There
among them was the Mona Lisa smile of my friend, and best model, Mame.The
whiteness of her skin, the grace of her fingers, the drape of the cloth, and, oh, that
small, knowing smile--how had I missed this picture for  years?

Twenty-five years—That's a long time, filled with life's abundance and complexity.
Certainly, these were images made in a simpler time, a time of only one serenely
napping child, a time as gauzy and fleeting as the mote-speckled sunshaft that fell
across his new face.
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See,
the hawk circles
and cries over this place.
Here, this is thy ring
of grasses woven and
here thy wedding dress
of light and shadow and
the bright eyes of small animals
in their paths thy buttons
and my fingers thy comb
and the words and the wine
and the music is here is here
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R PH  M  C are two of
the country’s finest artists. Put simply, they are the two best
American artists in their respective fields under forty. They are
also gifted craftsmen, who share a similar artistic, spiritual, and
ecological vision. They both have been listening intently to the
earth for many years and recording in images and words what
they have heard. Look at the dusty, uninhabited land in Parke-
Harrison’s title image and look at his listening device, a makeshift
ear trumpet fashioned apparently from bark and wood and per-
haps a piece of cloth or hide. Then listen to what Creech tells us
we’d missed in the “eloquent thunder” and “urgent whirlwind” of
the voice of all the prophets who had spoken to us of “withered
fields.”

But what we’d never heard
was their silence: the wind grown inarticulate

at their retreat from us, the god’s command
hushed in the trees, a voice they’d said had stirred

for our ears that we might understand
what now, plainly, none of us could interpret.

On such an earth we would live “unhindered for a while, our
minds / less cluttered, clearer, fixed in the present”¹ But on that
earth who could tell us “what the world / [now] meant?” The
wind might continue but it would be “saying less and less / about
us.” It would not be a god we were missing, “but how a god
might sound, those metaphors / and tropes that yoked us to some
vast design,” and then in our “plain streets” we would be left lis-
tening “for those syllables that once conjured . . . / mythic treas-
ures” from “ordinary fields” and left them transfigured in our
experience.

ParkeHarrison and Creech both avoid the statistics of prophe-
cy, those ledger sheets and facts of on-coming disaster. Instead
they present us with a far more moving, far more compelling,
artistic vision. The distinguished poet Li-Young Lee writing in his
introduction to Creech’s prize-winning volume Paper Cathedrals
used words that could equally apply to Robert ParkeHarrison’s
photographs. He wrote, “Inarticulate Nature . . . finds a voice
through him. Each thing he holds up to the eye is lit from inside
with the fire of its own passing away and its own eternity. . . .
Creech is fiercely loyal to the earthly, the visible, but his vision
penetrates . . . to the quantum level, where the tangible is revealed
as evanescent.” He concluded by saying that Morri Creech tries to
“restore the world to its original mystery and depth.”² We see
ParkeHarrison trying to do the same thing in his well-known pho-
tograph Restoration. It depicts the solitary figure we see again and
again in his work, a figure who is, by the way, the artist himself,
plowing the fields in what is both a creative and a restorative act,
for if we look closely, we notice he is not only readying the 

land for new seed but is also plowing over, covering, and reinte-
grating into the earth a mountain of scrap. 

ParkeHarrison’s work is deeply conscious of the earth’s sanctity
and our defilement of that sanctity. But his is a multi-layered 
vision. It is a vision of restoration, but it is not simply an elaborately
photographed ecological statement, for it is also a vision of creation,
individual artistic creation and global creation, as well. Parke-
Harrison’s imagery narratives the creative processes of the indi-
vidual artist but mirrors those of a god.

Listening to the Earth can be seen as a lament for what man has
done to Gaia, the living planet, the Mother of us all; it can be
viewed as a sad farewell, a portrait of planetary wreckage and the
twilight of humankind. But ParkeHarrison’s genius is that his
work can also be seen as a new genesis—the creation of a world,
the molding of nature, and the making of sacrifice. He chronicles
the preparation and readying of the earth for man, the making of
light and wind and rain, a creator’s sowing, pollinating, tilling the
earth, and writing the wind’s words into his great book. By this
reading of Listening to the Earth, we see not a ruined, destroyed
world being listened to for some sound of life by the last man, 
but the creator himself kneeling down listening to the roaring
land he has fashioned. It is here that ParkeHarrison, the sacred
metaphysician, suggests the very remedy for the mistakes and
horrors that have plagued us and ravaged the planet. Listening to
the Earth is a literal prescription for salvation; it tells us exactly
what we need to do, exactly what we must do if we are to survive.
That Parke-Harrison can fuse both readings into a single work—
and that he does it in photograph after photograph—is his most
amazing accomplishment. He warns us but gives us hope 
simultaneously. 

He does this just as Morri Creech does it, through the vehicle
of art—not the calculations of disaster. And so ParkeHarrison’s
work tells still another remarkable story as it sings a hymn of
praise to art and to the human capacity to create. A world is made
fertile, wind is created, the clouds are harnessed, rain is unleashed,
and electricity is captured. With that act, man has become the
measure of all things, for it is man that now has uttered the words
“Let there be light!” And the light is more than mere electricity; 
it is the light of the human imagination that has been sparked and
brought to life. ParkeHarrison’s solitary creator is, in effect, both
Everyman and God (or Prometheus, the primordial god who 
stole light from Olympus to give mankind) carrying out the
whole imaginative and creative task of humanity. He drives
toward the light, a lightning rod attached to his head to attract it,
his hands holding Leyden jars to hold the spark, his whole body
turned into a capacitor to house the energy until incandescence.
ParkeHarrison’s single creator is all creators in the act and art of
creation and is finally the human imagination itself ! 

The human imagination, however, can be dangerous. “El sueño
de la razon produce monstruos,” as Goya entitled one of his most
famous etchings. “The sleep of reason brings forth monsters.” When
reason is put to sleep and the uncontrolled, uncurbed imagination
dreams on without it, the results are the monsters Goya depicted
surrounding his sleeping man. Much of humankind’s history—
particularly the history of the twentieth century—could be
described as a murderous sleep of reason. Consider Creech’s “In
the Orchards of Science,” a poem inspired by the photograph of
Oppenheimer’s Garden. J. Robert Oppenheimer was, of course, the
director of the Manhattan Project, the father of The Bomb.
Creech muses about the fruit harvested here, the fruit of an atom-
ic orchard. These are certainly not the orchards of earlier science,
those intellectual constructs and mirages that eighteenth century
philosopher George Berkeley pondered. Nor are they the orchards
of Isaac Newton whose calculations and fluxions uncovered
Universal Gravitation, the very glue of creation, there at the core
of his deity’s mind. Yet “the fruit is real,” as real, Creech tells us,
“as any fruit / our hands have picked before,” and it is sleek and it
is lustrous. But it is the product of reason’s worst sleep and night-
mare. It is sleek and lustrous, “except that one may perceive the
void heart / of matter seething from a core laid bare / in quan-
tum calculations.”  

And may perceive, as Oppenheimer once,
a strange deity ripening in that fruit:
no sustainer clutching in his hand the whorled
conch of creation, but in the flash of light
blazing up from a breached cluster of nucleons
the radiant god, shatterer of worlds.

In that last line Creech makes us recall those famous words from
the Bhagavad-Gita that fell from Oppenheimer’s lips when he saw
that first glowing mushroom lift over the New Mexico desert at
the dawn of the nuclear age: “I am become death, the shatterer of
worlds.”

Shiva the Shatterer, a god who with no malice or anger period-
ically dances the universe into roaring destruction, is not a theo-
logical idiosyncrasy of Eastern thought. From the Old Testament
through the myths of Greece, Rome, India and the Orient, we
consistently find an inexplicable deity who suffers our pain with-
out the slightest concern. He is often, as in the cases of Oedipus
or Job, the very cause of it. Every thinking individual has probably
wrestled with the question of why terrible things happen to good
people. How many times and in how many languages have the
words, “Why me, Lord,” been uttered? And, of course, there is no
real answer. The words of the Delphic Oracle or the Voice in the
Whirlwind are unconsoling: “I went to the shrine at Delphi. The
god dismissed my question without reply; He spoke of other
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Darkness and light divide the course of time.

The stones of the temple break; then it’s night.

Nothing we do grants pardon for the crime.

One of the thieves has slipped toward the sublime.

The other slumps in some posture of defeat.

Darkness and light divide the course of time

on a bare hill where soldiers scatter quicklime

and blackbirds gather at a corpse’s feet.

Nothing we do grants pardon, for the crime

and innocence of some men are the same;

even the law accommodates that fate

darkness and light divide. The course of time

leads us all step by step on the long climb

from the hilltop, as we bear the body’s weight.

Nothing we do grants pardon for the crime

but in that slow procession, blind and lame,

we come to ask of the dead our health and sight.

Darkness and light divide the course of time.

Nothing we do grants pardon for the crime.

D E P O S I T I O N
beginning with a line from Sir Thomas Browne

Flying Lesson
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The voice from the whirlwind hushed,

having gotten the last word—

it’s His right, I suppose.

But no word from the Lord

has stirred the dust of these hills

for a long time. Sure, the skein

of the wind still unravels,

calling to mind again

that day the joists and stanchions

gave, and the house collapsed

on my first, cherished sons,

that day the Lord’s gifts lapsed,

my fever rose, and boils

scourged my flesh. And the clouds,

of course, still hang balanced 

above the fields, to shroud

their architect’s intentions.

What good would it have done

to complain, fenced as I am

with ligament and bone?

Each night my wife would touch

the sprawling constellations

of scars across my back—

more numerous than the nations

once promised to Abraham;

and dreams of those first children

Jehovah has since replaced

would remind me of some sin,

some broken law I couldn’t

quite put my finger on—

until, come morning, I’d hear

the clamor of that spawn

the Lord has blessed me with

gathering round my bed—

oh, I’ve kept faith with Him,

it hardly needs be said.

For the man who has no faith

in God, his hopes shall ebb

and slacken; and his trust

shall be a spider’s web.

But when the wind has shaken

the fine-spun filaments

of the just man’s sweat and labor,

and when that man repents

for crimes he cannot name,

who then will give account?

For years I slept uneasy,

felt my suspicions mount.

One night I dreamt an angel

spoke, and as his radiance

spilled out across my floor,

things started to make sense:

“Hail Job, the butt and brunt

of the Great Celestial Prank!

As for your cosmic pratfall,

it’s me you’ve got to thank;

the Lord, too, played His part.

For years His nostrils gloried

in your pious sacrifice,

and He kept faith in your storied

righteousness; all it took

was a few well-chosen words

before His doubts set in,

and soon you saw your herds

and servants all razed down

to ash beneath His fire:

a thunderous laughter rose

from the seraphic choir.

You’ve got your compensation

all the same. Sleep well now, Job.

But know whose steps you hear

treading across the globe.”

And waking, I remembered

those days I spoke my peace—

pointless, really. I keep quiet

now, living out my lease

among that brood of children,

my consolation prize;

and keep myself indoors

when the wind begins to rise,

until He lays me down

and the Lord spreads His shade,

who could not keep covenant

with what His hands have made.

R E G A R D I N G  T H E  
W I N D M A K E R

Job speaks in old age

Wilt thou break a leaf driven to and fro? and wilt thou pursue the dry stubble?

Windmaker
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Rick Moody

PReHIsToRY: a foRewoRd

I was there at the beginning. In fact, I was sort of there before the begin-
ning of Fence. In the following way. I had a gig teaching in Houston. 
This was twelve or thirteen years ago. They were going to put me up in 
a hotel, I was going to read some student work, and then I was going 
to meet with the students individually. In this case, the disconcerting 
feature of the post was as follows: No one from the English department 
ever called me or came to see me or take me out to dinner—not until 
the last night. I think whoever had suggested me for the position had 
moved on, which is often how things go in writing programs. So I was on 
my own in Houston. Where I’d never been before. There was a live but-
terfly exhibit just up the block from the hotel—it was the first time I’d 
ever seen one. I’d collected butterflies as a kid, and thus a live butterfly 
exhibit called out to me. I spent an excellent couple of hours there. There 
was also the Rothko Chapel to see. Rothko, for me, runs in second place, 
right after John Cage, among my enduring heroes. Who can complain 
about being paid to fly down to Houston to see the Rothko Chapel?
 Despite these welcome distractions (and the hours of CNN), I found 
the gig in Houston really painfully alienating, and I would probably go 
to great lengths to wipe the whole thing from memory, were it not for 
one of the students there, one Rebecca Wolff. Despite the fact that I think 
she already had an MFA from some other program, Iowa maybe, she was 
in Houston getting a second graduate degree. And here’s another fac-
toid. In the moment that I was reading her work, she was writing prose, 
though she was better known as a poet. 
 All of which is to say that this student was ambitious and unlikely to 
proceed in the usual fashion. And as further befits the editrix of Fence, 
Wolff’s prose, which I was reading in my lonely hotel room, between fits 
of CNN, didn’t exactly feel like prose, nor did its structure exactly feel like 
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predecessor: Rick Moody had already accepted the post of fiction edi-
tor and then backed off, and onto our board of directors, but would be 
willing to help out (he did, see below). I’d never edited anything except 
myself, but didn’t hesitate. I could immediately think of some writers I 
knew who I’d enjoy soliciting for stories, and finding four pieces a year 
didn’t sound onerous. “Fence” was a concept I could get behind, call-
ing as it did in its kindly, non-confrontational way to doubleness, trans-
gression, marginality, paradox, “both-not-either” (because, really, why 
choose?), and also, in the pointless way of a good rock band moniker, to 
something arbitrary. Unless it was a farm? The Silos were around then 
my favorite rock band, and they were from New York City too.

I remember (I’m falling into a Joe Brainard rhythm here) early meet-
ings at a fabulous duplex apartment on Duffield Street in downtown 
Brooklyn, where attractive roommates lurked everywhere, and where I 
met the attractive “fellow founding editors” Frances and Matthew and 
Caroline. Rebecca has petitioned us to avoid self-congratulation here but 
my oh my were we all good-hearted, and boy oh boy did Rebecca whirl 
us into a tizzy of fulsome intentions! It is the nearest thing to a Com-
munist cell I have ever had the privilege of joining. (This is sad for me, 
I realize now. I should have joined many more, when I was still young 
and green enough to do it.) Before there was a magazine it glowed in our 
collective imagination and will, a needed thing.

And then there was a magazine. I’d invited, in a shameless ecstasy 
of nepotism, my ex-wife Shelley Jackson. Rick Moody, helping out, had 
steered me to his friends (or were they friend-students?) Julia Slavin and 
Stacey Richter, and I’d tugged on the sleeve of my legendarily generous 
and prolific personal hero Stephen Dixon—this made up my first round 
of solicitations, and filled the first year’s issues. It’s worth emphasizing 
that I’d soon turn to friend and fellow Sycamore Hill workshop attendee 
Kelly Link (the story of Kelly’s we published in Fence was the very one I’d 
helped workshop at Sycamore Hill) and my own student Alan DeNiro, 

so there’s no mistaking that the shameless ecstasy of nepotism, my own 
and Rick’s, was one of the defining creeds of Fence’s founding, at least 
on the fiction side.3 But that’s why I circulate so avidly among writers I 
admire: in case I get a chance to drag us all to glory! Since Link, Slavin, 
Richter, Jackson and DeNiro were all bookless when I published them, 
and all are by now in hard or soft covers and celebrated for being so, I’m 
either a great fixer or a great predictor, or just lucky. Select whichever 
answer suits your personal conspiracy.
 Two stories twice a year doesn’t seem like much editing work, but 
soon I wanted help reading submissions and we always needed more 
hands at the envelope-stuffing parties. So Zoë Rosenfeld, Adrian Taylor, 
and Justin Haythe4 were brought aboard—in what order, I can no longer 
recall. Now I was a “we.” As the magazine found its place in the world, 
and the listings, we got a good flood of blind submissions, and with 
dogged optimism read them all, vowed to publish at least one a year. Too, 
we began writing encouraging notes to the writers who’d gained our 
attention and several re-readings for their near-misses. (We also devel-
oped “medium-discouraging” and “highly-discouraging” form letters, to 
be used as needed: triage.) By the end of year two the magazine had 

3. rw: Things couldn’t have been/be more different over on the poetry side. While we have 
always published work by poets we know—we know a lot of poets!—it has been of prime 
importance to maintain the self-permission to reject work by friends/colleagues, and, more 
to the point, to actively seek out and even give precedence to work by poets we don’t know. 
This was really one of the biggest reasons I wanted to start the magazine: Nepotism, or my 
perception of it as a younger poet, gave me the heebie-jeebies. I’ve actually been thinking I 
ought to go back into therapy to try to work out why I am so resistant to the whole concept 
of “people, people who need people,” otherwise known as coterie publishing. I have often 
shied away from situations in which another, sometimes older poet or publishing type 
might be offering help, or involvement, or even just friendship! to me, as a writer. I just 
want everyone to be like an island.

4. rw: More worthy folks for whom there is not enough room in this anthology. 
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Rebecca wolff founded Fence in 1998 and Fence Books in 2001. She also edits 
The Constant Critic, a poetry review website, when there is time. Her books of 
poetry are Manderley (University of Illinois Press, 2001), Figment (W. W. Norton, 
2004) and The King (W. W. Norton, 2009). She has been working on one novel, 
The Beginners, since 1994. The world has changed a lot since then, and so has the 
novel. Wolff lives in Athens, New York, a small village on the Hudson River, with 
her husband, the novelist Ira Sher, and their children Asher and Margot. Wolff 
is a fellow of the New York State Writers Institute at the University at Albany. As 
this goes finally to press, she is reading and loving Wayne Koestenbaum’s excori-
ating novel Moira Orfei in Aigues-Mortes.

Jason Zuzga’s book-length poem 100 Clews is forthcoming—with drawings by 
artist Lamar Peterson—from Harry Tankoos Books. He is the current Nonfic-
tion/Other editor of Fence and a student in the English PhD program at the 
University of Pennsylvania with a focus on ecology and documentary. “Nonfic-
tion/Other” he likes includes My Dog Tulip by J. R. Ackerley, This Cold Heaven: 
Seven Seasons in Greenland by Gretel Ehrlich, The Bog People by P.V. Glob, Science 
is Fiction: The Films of Jean Painlevé edited by Andy Masaki Bellows and Marina 
McDougall, and The Botanic Garden by Erasmus Darwin.

THe ConTRIbuToRs

(Fence asked contributors to this anthology for the usual reading list of 
current/all-time favorites, and also asked them to comment on the impact 
Fence has had on them and/or on their experience of the writing world. 
Some did all of this, but some did only parts of it. For reasons of space, 
mostly, when a contributor offered words of unqualified, uncontextual-
ized, or unadulterated praise for Fence—“I like Fence a lot.”—we left that 
out (but we left that in when they said it really nicely). As usual we have 
also left out magazine publications and degrees received. Normally we 
take out all the prizes, too, but this time left them in because they seemed 
interesting in terms of who’s winning the prizes these days.)

Philippe aronson: “From 2000–2003 I co-edited the (now defunct) Paris literary 
magazine Les Episodes. Since then I have translated a dozen works of Ameri-
can and English fiction into French, including Vernon God Little, by DBC Pierre, 
Sheeper, by Irving Rosenthal, Three Month Fever, by Gary Indiana, and On Beauty, 
by Zadie Smith. Among the books I have most admired these past few years are 
How You Lose, by J.C. Amberchele, The Theory of Clouds, by Stéphane Audeguy, 
Another Bullshit Night in Suck City, by Nick Flynn, and Troia, by Bonnie Bremser. 
I don’t feel qualified to make a statement regarding Fence’s impact or place in the 
world, but I will say that like every literary magazine of merit, Fence is a commu-
nity—and one I am glad and honored to be a part of. Joyeux anniversaire.”

Rebecca beegle’s plays include Have You Ever Been Assassinated?, Don’t Drown, 
and American Women and Their Hatchets. She is a company member of Rude 
Mechanicals theatre collective in Austin, Texas, and recipient of a 2007 Rock-
efeller Foundation MAP Fund grant to develop a new work called The Filter with 
Rubber Repertory. “The Progress of Love made me want to write; P.G. Wodehouse 
showed me how.”

aimee bender is the author of 3 books, the most recent being Willful Creatures. 
She’s always been so glad to read/see the range and vibrancy of Fence. This week, 
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FOREWORD

During a visit in 2006 to view a Janus Press retrospective at Smith College, Barbara Adams 
Hebard suggested that the Mortimer Rare Book Room host an exhibition of  work by members 
of  the New England Chapter of  the Guild of  Book Workers. In response I mentioned a forth-
coming book from the Kat Ran Press which could be available in sheets for binders. The result 
is Inspired Design: The Mentoring Stamp, the New England Chapter’s Wrst set book exhibition. 
Rather than submitting books relating to a theme, binders were invited to each interpret the 
same publication. Thirty book workers chose to bind Designing the Mentoring Stamp, written by 
Lance Hidy. An acknowledged artist, typographer, and type designer, Hidy has penned an elo-
quent and insightful discourse about design, color, and aesthetics. The focus is his creation of  
the Mentoring a Child stamp, issued in 2002 by the U.  S. Postal Service. Michael Russem’s elegant 
typographic design is as thoughtful as Hidy’s text.

The Smith College Mortimer Rare Book Room is delighted to host Inspired Design, the 
seventh New England Chapter members’ exhibition since 1982. These varied bindings are a 
testament to the enduring and creative book arts community both in and beyond this region of   
the U.  S. You’ll notice that a number of  the binders were intrigued by the perforated edges of  
postage stamps and used this motif  in their designs. But this is just one decorative element, and 
there is a wide range of  materials, techniques, and styles which gives each binding its unique 
take on Hidy’s text and Russem’s design. I hope that you will enjoy seeing the many variations 
which the collaboration of  Lance Hidy and Michael Russem have inspired. 

Martin Antonetti, the curator of  rare books at Smith College, Lance Hidy, and Michael 
Russem each selected a favorite binding from the exhibition, and their choices are noted in this 
catalogue. Although not documented pictorially here, the exhibition was complemented by 
the display of  a number of  Lance Hidy’s posters, with preliminary drawings and his original 
hand lettering, progressive sketches and color trials for Hidy’s three postage stamp designs, 
stamps created by other typeface designers (on loan from Michael Russem), and some phila-
telic items in the collections of  the Mortimer Rare Book Room.

Barbara B. Blumenthal, Book Arts Specialist 
mortimer rare book room, smith college

Copyright © 2008 Mortimer Rare Book Room, Smith College 
isbn 0-87391-059-1

Exhibition held in the Book Arts Gallery, Neilson Library, Smith College, August 10  
through December 20, 2008

a note on the guild of book workers

The Guild of  Book Workers is a non-proWt organization with membership open to 
anyone interested in the advancement and greater appreciation of  the book arts. 
For additional information: http://palimpsest.stanford.edu/byorg/gbw.

a note on the reproduction of postage stamps

To prevent counterfeiting, United States Postal Service regulations mandate that 
reproductions of  postage stamps between 75% and 150% of  the actual stamp must 
be “canceled” with a black rule over the denomination.

cover art

The mirror-image pane design was among Lance Hidy’s discarded trial studies for 
the Mentoring a Child postage stamp. 
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EMMA BATES
Each time I begin work my goal is to create a book that is a pleasure to hold and beckons one 
inside. I am inspired by the colors that surround me; each piece of  leather or decorated paper 
could suddenly turn into the muse for my next book. I envision each book many times before 
committing to a structure and color scheme. Every book is a new experience, and I thrive on 
the little diVerences that exist in each one. Whether I work days or weeks on a piece I enjoy the 
process of  turning paper and board into a work of  art. 

Emma Bates lives in an old farm house in a small town in New Hampshire with her husband, her par-
ents, and their dog. She was introduced to bookbinding at a book arts class in high school and has been 
working with book structures ever since. She graduated from the North Bennet Street School in 2007 after 
which she started Blue Sky Bindery. Emma was juried into the League of  New Hampshire Craftsmen last 
year and has been accepted to show her work at the Craftsmen’s Fair in the summer of  2008.

Cloth-covered, Xat back 
book with envelope-shaped 
label and stamps on front 
and back covers.

ALEGRIA BARCLAY
I have always been awed by the power of  letters as individual elements that possess an energy 
and beauty independent from the meaning they create when combined. Thus, when studying 
Lance Hidy’s work, I was struck by the elegance and strength of  his Penumbra font. I realized 
that the font itself  embodies many of  the design principles that he addresses in this book. I 
decided to create a cover using the Penumbra font that is minimalist in feel like so many of  his 
designs, yet simultaneously bold in terms of  color and placement. This coupled with straight 
lines reminiscent of  the lines used to break the Mentoring stamp image into triangles and rect-
angles pays homage to the Xuid simplicity that deWnes Hidy’s work.

A former high school English teacher, Alegria Barclay has had a lifelong love aVair with the written word 
and the book as object. This passion for books led her to the North Bennet Street School in 2005 where 
she attended the bookbinding program under the tutelage of  Mark Andersson. Upon graduating in June  
of  2007, Alegria moved to New York where she works as a book conservator at the New York Academy of  
Medicine and the New York Historical Society. In addition, she works privately as a bookbinder creating 
Wne bindings and other hand bound items for clients.

Bound in steel-gray goatskin 
with orange, green, and 
purple onlays. The design 
is inspired by Lance Hidy’s 
Penumbra font and depicts 
several letters in varying 
sizes and font styles. There 
is gold and blind tooling as 
well as gold lettering.
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Glossary of Terms used in the Binding Descriptions

Blind tooling: a design impressed with cool or heated metal tools, usually on damp leather, with-
out the application of  gold leaf

Bradel binding: a German style of  case binding, in which the cover boards and spine strip are 
joined together with a strip of  sturdy paper before covering material is adhered

Case binding: a book cover which is constructed separately from the sewn pages, which are later 
glued into it

Endband: functional or decorative band at the head and tail of  the spine of  a book; also called 
headband or tailband

Endpapers or endleaves: blank or decorated papers preceding and following the text; also called 
Xyleaves and pastedowns

GauVered edges: edges of  the book pages, usually gilt, decorated by means of  heated tools which 
create an indentation

Gold tooling: a design impressed with heated metal tools, usually on leather, through gold leaf  
laid on the cover of  a book 

Iowa paper case binding: a binding structure using durable handmade paper, popularized by Gary  
Frost at the University of  Iowa Center for the Book

Laced-in binding: a book cover which is constructed and attached to the sewn pages before it is 
covered with leather, paper, or cloth

Millimeter binding: based on a paper-covered case binding, with the addition of  cloth, leather, 
or vellum trim (only one millimeter is visible) at the head, tail, fore-edge, or corners, for 
greater durability and added elegance; also called endelpappband. A variation, with leather 
trim running along the entire length of  the head and tail, was developed by John Rubow. 

SimpliWed binding: Sün Evrard designed this structure in 1984 in an eVort to create one less for-
mal than a traditional leather binding. The name is somewhat misleading, although the 
structure is simpliWed, since the leather spine is attached separately from the cover boards. 
This allows the boards to be covered and possibly decorated oV the book.
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Chronology of the Voyage of the Schooner Fox
Salem to Philadelphia & Return to Providence

October 1813
29 Fox completed at Manchester, Massachusetts, by Jos. Eveleth

November 1813
 4 Fox registered at Salem Beverly customs district

 14?  Fox departs Salem 

 15 Fox runs under reef foresails in a heavy gale 

 19 Fox ships a heavy sea, stanchions staved in 

 20 Captain Peele captured near Egg Harbor 

 21 Captain Hodgdon captured between Cape May and Cape 
  Henlopen (known as Cape James by the Royal Navy) 

 22 Commander G. E. Watts offers Hodgdon passage in exchange for 
  ransom payment of $280

 23 Captain Hodgdon exchanges letters of credit for specie at 
  Egg Harbor; pays ransom 

 24 Fox continues into the Delaware and proceeds to Philadelphia 
 28 Arrives at Penn’s Landing, Philadelphia 

 29 Hodgdon sends first letter to Willard Peele in Salem, 
  buys 123 barrels of flour

Charles Blaskowitch, A topographical Chart of the Bay of Narragansett in the Province 
of New England with all the Isles contained therein among which Rhose Island and 
Connonicut have been previously Surveyed. 1777 (Harvard Map Collection)
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Archival Sources & Standard References

Originals of Master Samuel Hodgdon’s expense sheet and his letters 
describing the voyage to the owner of the Fox, Willard Peele, are in 
the Peele family papers, Phillips Library, Peabody Essex Museum, in 
Salem, Massachusetts. A portrait bust of Peele and his oil portrait by 
Joseph Frothingham are also held there as is the export portrait of his 
partner, Richard Wheatland. Peele and Wheatland are the principals 
named in the archived invoice to Hodgdon by Benjamin Stille, of South 
Water Street in Philadelphia, one block from the river wharf.
 The Salem Gazette and the Essex Register can be read on microfilm 
at major libraries. The Peabody Museum has an 1806 edition of Blunt’s 
American Coast Pilot and the New York Public Library has several of 
the later editions. The NYPL Map Unit used a National Endowment 
for the Humanities grant to scan its 1804 Blunt map of the Delaware. 
This beautiful engraving is reproduced here with their permission. 
 British Admiralty records at the Public Record O∞ce in Lon-
don remain the single most important source of day-to-day accounts 
of Royal Navy activity. Jaseur logs are shelved at pro/adm 51/2508. 
Jaseur muster books are at adm 35/3529. The log is at adm 51/2018. 
The National Maritime Museum in Greenwich, England, offers photo-
copied plans for the Apollo-class frigate, Belvidera; Thais-class fire-
ship, Prometheus; and the Cruizer-class brig, Jaseur. The Ship 
Model Gallery, Preble Hall, US Naval Academy, Annapolis, Maryland, 
has contemporary British dockyard models of these ships. 
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our mind. We need to trust this: in the midst of our daily life  
activities, the possibility to slow down, to stop, and then 
to appreciate naturally unfolds. For a fleeting moment we 
pause and note the sunlight on the sheets as we make the 
bed, note the warm sun on our cup as we sip tea, or note the 
fading light on the curtain as we enter the room. And we let 
out a breath or sigh. Pausing. 

  

Sky Mind

To see Void vast infinite
look out the window
into the blue sky.

Allen Ginsberg

This is Allen Ginsberg’s death haiku, written about a week 
before he died. It is in the Japanese tradition of haiku poets 
and Zen masters to write “death poems,” ideally as a way 
to keep one’s awareness, even if sick and dying, in order to 
write last words that reflect one’s understanding of life. As 
a practitioner of both meditation and haiku, Ginsberg told 
me on several occasions how much he admired this tradition 
and hoped he could do it someday. This “haiku” was actu-
ally one of his experimental forms of haiku called “American  
sentences,” originally written in one line. 

This haiku is a wonderful reminder of a simple practice in 
the Tibetan Buddhist tradition called sky meditation: look-

elizabeth searle lamb (1917–2004). The foremost American hai-
ku poet living a life dedicated to haiku, called “the first lady of Ameri-
can haiku.” Lamb was one of the founding members in 1968, along with 
Harold G. Henderson, of the Haiku Society of America and editor of 
Frogpond, its journal. She was also an early president of HSA and an 
honorary curator of the American Haiku Archives. Her last book was 
Across the Windharp: Collected and New Haiku. 
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pening within the teardrop of it all . . . that is the teardrop of 
compassion within us. Our only refuge is to embrace the still 
point of the dancing, of no birth and no death, of no heaven 
and no hell. To step beyond the cynicism of our postmodern 
world. To step beyond hope and fear, and trust the still point: 
the pregnant moment of now, of always becoming. This is 
the refuge of peace within us and outside of us: to keep the 
still point of the dance. As in the Navajo chant-blessing54 I 
paraphrased: In beauty may we walk, beauty before us, be-
hind us, above us, below us, with beauty all around us may 
we walk. May we walk in this circle of beauty and know that 
it is one: the trail of tears and laughter; the trail of war and 
peace. May we always walk in the energy of light, the light of 
the Milky Way. May we walk in this moment’s beauty. May 
we continue to dance. It is finished in beauty. It is finished in 
beauty. It is finished in beauty. 
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basho matsuo (1644–1694). The greatest haiku poet in Japanese his-
tory. Coming from a low samurai class, he later became a renga master 
with many disciples, studied Zen, and traveled widely. He took haiku 
to a deeper level, espousing haikai no michi (the Way of Haiku) as a 
way of life and a return to Nature. See Saru Mino (Monkey’s Raincoat, a 
renga collection); and Oku no Hosomichi (Narrow Road to the Interior,  
a haibun collection). See also haiku translations in R. H. Blyth’s History 
of Haiku, vol. 1; and Makoto Ueda’s translation Basho and His Interpret-
ers—just some among many translations. 
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Sudden with Light
by John Wood

The art of Brigitte Carnochan is like a shining path. Everything is

curved and glowing—breasts and thighs and purple grapes, callas

and new magnolias about to break open and release their dense,

narcotic musk. Here laid out before the eyes one can see images of

beauty, richness, intoxication, and sensuality all aglow in luminous

light. Here is life-affirming imagery, celebration, and the invitation

to joy, rather like the “Invitation to the Voyage” Baudelaire

offers us:

Think of the rapture
Of loving at leisure.
Precious flowers
Mingling their rare odors
With slight scents of amber,
Bejeweled and gilded ceilings,
Mirrors profoundly revealing,
And all the splendors of the Orient,
The evening sun glowing down
Clothing the whole town,
The canals, the fields in gleams
Of hyacinth and gold.
And in the warm light’s hold
The world slumbers softly into dreams.

There all is beauty in perfect measure,
Luxury, calm, and pleasure.

That is Carnochan’s shining path—beauty in perfect measure. But

that is not The Shining Path of Raúl Peschiera’s brilliant poem that

accompanies these photographs. The shining path he refers to is

Sendero Luminoso, a violent Peruvian revolutionary movement of

the ’s that disrupted the country’s economy and caused perhaps

as many as , deaths before its leader was captured in .

Carnochan photographs and Peschiera poetry might then seem not

merely a strange marriage but an impossible yoking of two

dissimilar bodies of work having nothing in common. But a perusal

of Peschiera’s poem makes it clear that his shining path and

Carnochan’s are the same. He writes of the same intoxication with

sensuality and beauty that Carnochan photographs. The central

figure of his poem is ostensibly Abimael Guzmán, the leader of

Sendero Luminoso, and the poem narrates several of Sendero

Luminoso’s most violent acts, but The Shining Path is actually a love

poem with both Guzmán’s wife, Augusta, and Peru at its center. In

the eye of its turbulent violence slumber luxury, calm, and pleasure.

And Peschiera invites us into the dream.

Carnochan’s and Peschiera’s work is marked by sensuality, beauty,

and craftsmanship, three characteristics rare in the moribund world

of contemporary art. Eros and kalos, the erotic and the beautiful,

those two passions at the center of human happiness, also lie at the

center of their artistic visions. In “Abimael Before Lima,” the first

section of The Shining Path, Peschiera melds the sensuality of

nature with eroticism and femininity, in the same way Carnochan

does in her dual subjects of the female and the floral.

Beneath the retreating froth that mixes night,
the lily of morning scissors the desert
with scents uprooted from summer,
seducing the earth to rise her swiveling waist,
let fall her gypsy skirt of dawn,
and dance the slopes, barren as blue flame,
dance with hair unbound, wild and thick as light
that knots together all the scattered rocks
and stones in their ashen scents,
until exhausted in the rising sun,
her landscape sprawls naked
as the black wings that beat into flight
and drag their crosses, soaring over her thighs.
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There can be little doubt that Guzmán’s passion for Augusta defined

him and was central to his happiness. As I mentioned earlier, our

most intense pleasures derive from our responses to sex and to

beauty—the beauty of Nature and the beauty of art, which is

humanity’s attempt to imitate, outdo, copy, and rival Nature. In

some cases these passions remain physically unfulfilled and are

transferred into a variety of private fantasies or the metaphors of

mysticism, as in the cases of those two famous female saints, Teresa

of Avila and Mirabai, less well-known in the West but famous in

India for her equally impassioned love of her god, Krishna. But

even those like Teresa and Mirabai who have claimed to find their

greatest happiness in the spiritual have usually found it in a highly

physicalized, sensual spirituality.

Few would deny the centrality of sex in our lives, but that beauty is

equally central to human happiness would in some quarters be

debated, those same quarters that would argue that beauty is not a

cultural universal and that our perception of it does not rise from

Nature and the natural world but from our particular cultural

conditioning. When ideas of beauty are driven by ideology, as is

often the case today, instead of by one’s sensory experience, then

the experience of a work of art is not that sensory frisson it has

always been throughout millennia but a recognition of the presumed

ethical rightness of some aspect of the work. When ethics begins to

define art, it ceases to be art. It has become politics—and fertile

ground for poseurs, con-artists and, far more dangerously,

totalitarians of the right and the left.

True art and authentic aesthetic experience take us beyond ideology,

beyond ourselves, beyond what we thought we knew to a life-

changing experience which makes radical new connections between

things we had always known or makes us aware of things we had

never known. Art exists to extend us, to give us more life. And that

is what Carnochan offers us as she takes on the most overworked,

and, therefore, most difficult, subjects in art: nudes and flowers, fruit

and dancers. It takes a brave artist today to think she can say

something fresh about those subjects. But it takes a visionary artist

like Brigitte Carnochan to actually do it.

One of the most remarkable things about Carnochan is that she

came late to photography, yet in a very few years distinguished

herself with exhibitions in museums and galleries on both sides of

the United States, in Europe, and in South America. She received

the Hasselblad Master Award, and a variety of leading photographic

journals have discussed her work. Interestingly enough, she also

holds a Ph.D. in eighteenth-century English literature from the

University of California at Berkeley, has taught and served as a

university administrator, has published scholarly works, including a

book on poets Janet Lewis and Yvor Winters, and is also an

accomplished poet herself.

To the careless eye Carnochan’s photographs might appear tame or

unadventurous. Her subjects have been art’s subjects since antiquity;

she has perfectly mastered her craft; her work is always finely

finished. But there is nothing tame about taking on one of the great

archetypal subjects, the fecundity of Nature as mirrored in three of

her most luxuriant creations—woman, fruit, and flower. Nor is there

anything unadventurous about actually learning how to do what one

has set out to do. We are in an age in which technical mastery in all

the arts except for music has declined. A great many contemporary

photographers, even well-known ones, routinely excuse their

ineptitude by saying that they liked the way the blemish, the under-

or over-exposure, or the faulty focus looked, that they found it more

interesting or even better than what they had planned. Can anyone

imagine a singer missing a note, a pianist bungling a passage, or a

composer unable to complete a phrase or resolve a chord trying to

explain away his or her inadequacy with the excuse that it was better

that way? The aesthetic nihilists today are not only trying to explain

away bad art, they are making it.

I remarked that it takes a visionary to do something new with

subjects that have long captivated us. The artist must be able to see

her subject anew in order to transmit anything fresh and life-

changing to the viewer, and that is what Carnochan does. Look at

her Nude with Netting. A number of photographers have

photographed veiled nudes—Braquehais and other French

daguerreotypists, Steichen, Blumenfeld, Nelly, Genthe, Demachy,

Puyo, and other Pictorialists—but no other photographer I’m aware

of approached the subject with Carnochan’s sculptural eye. She

chiseled her vision through her craft. A headless nude might seem

like a strange composition, but had Carnochan shown us the

women’s face, it would immediately have become the center of our

attention because the face is an individual’s most defining feature

and any viewer’s primary focus. We would not have been drawn to

the shining, shimmering path of her veil, her breasts, her navel, and

the progress to her sex, which Carnochan also veiled from view, for

it, too, would have taken our attention from the sculpture of the

form. The fact that Carnochan asked her model to raise one arm

added a tension to the image that can only be called sculptural, a

tension it would not otherwise have had. Carnochan’s craft

convinces us we have glimpsed the torso of a striding goddess.

Nude with Netting was one of the first photographs of Brigitte

Carnochan’s I ever saw, and I was enraptured. It instantly brought

to my mind two great poems associated with Greece—Rilke ’s

“Archaic Torso,” which is about the power of art, and Sappho’s

“Immortal Aphrodite of the dazzling throne,” which is about the

power of love.

I am not alone in responding to the sculptural and Hellenic

associations of Nude with Netting. Poet and photographer John

Metoyer in a recent essay on Carnochan’s work entitled “Flesh and

Stone” responded similarly. He wrote,

The comparison of Carnochan to the classical Greeks goes
beyond the sculptural nature of her work. She, too, is in
pursuit of an ideal—a personal ideal. Her choice of models is
a substantiation of her pursuit. These women are dancers and
practitioners of yoga, individuals whose combined focus is on
the physical, spiritual, and intellectual, the three elements at the
core of our strengths and vulnerabilities. Nude with Netting is
Nike of Samothrace made flesh, wingless, and intimately
vulnerable in her mortal incarnation. The normal cold,
statuesque power of the classic torso turns seductively warm
without losing its potency. She . . . is transformed from the
mundane of everyday to the transcendent at the hand of
Brigitte Carnochan.

Journal of Contemporary Photography VI (), 

It is not often that a contemporary work of art can so leap the

centuries in its associations. I realized, just as Metoyer obviously did,

that Carnochan had created a defining and deeply essential portrait

of femininity, a portrait more essential than I can recall in any other

photographer’s work. This is not to say that there are not thousands

of beautiful, sensual portraits of women within the history of

photography, only that in my experience of studying and looking at

photographs, none have seemed to my eye more universal and

encapsulating of femininity than this one. To find comparable

examples, one must either go to classical Greek sculpture or the

paintings and drawings of Gustav Klimt.

But Carnochan’s work is not imitative of or even stylistically similar

to the Greeks or Klimt; it is that her vision rises to the level of their

vision. Metoyer compared Nude with Raised Arm to that most

famous of all Greek statues, the Aphrodite of Melos, even though

Carnochan’s photograph does not depict an armless woman nor

would that great Aphrodite have had her arm raised like

Carnochan’s Nude. Her Red Nude, with its classic curves and bends,

brings to mind another renowned work of Greek sculpture, the

Louvre ’s Crouching Aphrodite. But what is most important to

recognize is that Carnochan is not making deliberate allusions to

other works of art, even in her overtly Greek-inspired series of

goddesses and women. Her Diana, Pandora, Helen, Medea, Clytie,

and the others in no way look like the classical representations of

those figures. They are her personal visions, just as her nudes are

personal visions of femininity and sensuality.
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Last year Lima came like winter to bury its votes
in our palms, its cold bullets in our chests.
Back then our hearts were sharp as plows
held for summer, and pure as potato blossoms.

Now the chill-mountain sun of morning falls
over the bloom of black roofs once ablaze,
over thin-ribbed dogs nosing the rubbled dead;
again smoke nails to the fields like a cross.

All evening, on the wings of bonfires and gunpowder,
they came like a flock of blackbirds,
chanting with their flame-feathers torching
the crops, shining with a machete ’s flash.

In harvesters’ hands, their blue daggers
swung hard into throats, slipped between ribs,
until the blood ran as easily as children.
Through ashy streets they kept calling, Viva! Viva!

Wiping Out a Village
Cooperative
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I: Augusta’s Song

I’m tired of this weather.
I go to bed and cover myself
with your body naked and strong,
mouth on mouth—
the field and the forest
die outside.

While our love takes root,
black-booted thieves threaten
and kick the rain of revolution!
But with you in my arms
I feel furious again
and warm.

II: Abimael’s Song

The jasmine gardens of the moon
have recoiled, the blossoms fall closed;
in dim incense they wither young.
The oranges of noon hang
bruised on brittle stems;
green leaves crust and crumble.
Fall the veil and dispense with them—
put me in Augusta’s arms soon
and watch bloom a wintry sun.

III: Augusta’s Suicide

Always another hour, always wounds
shivering in my breast when daylight flowers,
while a wind twists in streets and sings.
Abimael, the fragrance of your sleeping hair
still nests in my hands, still shakes my nights.
I think I hear your voice lift, turning in midair,
and want you to cut from my ripened heart
its pomegranate bursting with bees;
all above you skies of birds rise in flight,
like an aroma reaching far from our empty bed.

No more the clustered hills where the new moon
closes her iron face, no more light’s white-petal fall;
my heart extinguishes its stars this way, this way.
Black-silver angels lift their trumpets to the Andes,
let loose their low notes, falling slowly as a blade ’s wing
that turns soil dark, that drags a fertile path.
And all light falls to you, with each bullet push,
with every fell heap of corpses, with the sun
adorned with our blood burning fierce as a sword.
From my hands, summer lifts flaring,
rising to where your light returns.

IV: Augusta’s Epitaph

At night in the mountains,
from where your hand’s piety
covered me as morning glories,
one nightshade gropes round blind.
This poverty opens like a distant peony
where bees carouse, lost in their grammar
beneath cold jungle and shaken fruit.

Now your troubles are done,
now you lie set in your pebbled grave:
may the sun pity you with his eyes,
may the earth hold you softly in her arms.

Two Songs, a Suicide,
an Epitaph
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nights of  rain —
lonely, I fall asleep
holding my breasts

samishisa no chibusa daki neru tsuyuyo kana

yoshko yoshno

feeling my male body
I toast
a piece of  seaweed

waga karada wo kanji tsutsu nori ichimai wo aburi

ppekro nakatsuka
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About the Poets

akto arma  (b. 10). A contemporary male haiku poet; his 
group’s name is Ten-I (Providence). Holding various professions 
including nuclear physicist, past president of Tokyo University, 
previous minister of education, and president of the Haiku Inter-
national Association. His own works include Bokoku, Chimei, 
and Risshi. See translation selections in Einstein’s Century: Akito  
Arima’s Haiku, translated by Emiko Miyashita and Lee Gurga. 

atsush azum  (107 – ). Modern male haiku poet who pub-
lished in haiku master Sojo Hino’s Kikan magazine. He later 
participated in haiku master Mantaro Kubota’s group and its 
magazine, Shunto (Spring Lamplight); after Mantaro’s death he 
inherited the magazine. His own collections include Mazushiki 
Kyoen, Koreki, and Gozen Gogo. 

basho. See Matsuo, Basho.

buson. See Yosa, Buson.
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haiku group Hama (Seashore) led by Rinka Ono, but formed 
her own group and magazine, Hoshi (Star), that is involved with 
international haiku. Her main collections include Hatsuarashi 
(White Camellias) and Ryusui (Flowering Water), and her work 
is found in Tsuru (Cranes) translated by Emiko Miyashita and 
Lee Gurga. 

nobuko yoshya  (17 – 17). Modern female haiku poet who 
was better known as a popular novelist of her time. Her teacher 
was famous haiku poet Kyoshi Takahama. She also published in 
Hakyo Ishida’s haiku magazine.
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han shan

Cold  Mountain  Wonders

Every climber of  Cold Mountain stares
awed at its many wonders:

moonglitter splashes the ponds and streams;
winds swash and sigh in the grasses;

snow-blooms hang from wintry plum-trees;
bare branches snag clouds for leaves.

From spring’s drench burst forth wonders
unexperienced by any—except he who can cross

river and creeks swollen with snowmelt.
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han shan

Road  to  Cold  Mountain

A road to Cold Mountain? Laughable! A “road”
gashed by no hoof-scuV of  horse or rut from cart?

How follow elbows & crooks of  zigzagging valleys?
How link trail-splits where peaks vanish into peaks?

A “road” where millions of  grass-blades weep tears
and ten thousand windblown pines wail as one?— 

where whenever, and again, you lose your way,
you must ask your body to ask its shadow, Where next? 
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The greatest infidelity is to pass off a bad poem in English  
as representing a good one in another language.

john frederick nims

A prose is a prose is just prose, i.e., prosaic, lacking complications or subtleties, 
ordinary, factual, literal, content-bearing without embellishment, straightforward, 
absent the verse forms and prosodic elements of  which poetry is comprised. Even 
the subtle, complicated, and embellished prose of  great novelists and renowned 
essayists is a different species of  writing than is poetry, whose origin in all cultures 
is the musical structure of  words we call song. Whether or not, in a given culture, song 
evolved into written poems, it is a fact of  ethnolinguistics and ethnomusicology 
that homo sapiens, at an early stage of  development—to express the intense emotions 
elicited by love, war, birth, death, hunt and harvest, etc.,—ritualized speech into the 
rhythmic, verse-repeating, melodic and harmonic, emotionally-charged language of  
song, the predecessor and parent of  the poem.
  What relevance has this to the translation of  T’ang poems into English poems? 
The greatest relevance because in nearly a hundred years after the publication of  
Ezra Pound’s Cathay, a poetic, which is to say a prosodically-musical, translation of  
Chinese into English has hardly occurred. This despite the countless publications 
of  T’ang “poems” translated by many, earnest, Sino-academic and other amateur 
versifiers. 
  This virtually starved state of  T’ang poem translations in the 21st Century can 
largely be faulted to the many first-rate English poets of  the 20th Century who 
failed to add their own translations to what Pound in 1915 excitingly revealed to be 
among the most important, untranslated, treasure-trove archives of  world poetry.  
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In the years and decades following publication of  Pound’s historic translation, 
only Arthur Waley1 (sometimes successfully), Kenneth Rexroth and W.C. Williams 
(both often successfully), Gary Snyder (with mixed success but who introduced 
Han Shan to the West), and Sam Hamill (often successfully), committed their time 
and poetic skills to translating the great poets of  the T’ang Dynasty (618-907).  
  However, Sinologists have long rushed in where angels have wholly lacked the 
vision and dauntlessness to go. Poetically inept or not, the ancestors of  the modern 
lineage of  Sinological scholar-translators were pioneers of  a sort, possessing almost 
exclusive knowledge in the English-speaking world of  the Chinese language and its 
literature.  These immediate successors to Pound’s reinvention “of  Chinese poetry 
for our time,” could actually read original Chinese texts by Tu Fu, Li Po, Po Chu-i, 
et alii, and recognize both the great beauty of  the poems and the masterful attain-
ments of  the poets. How, then, could they be expected to restrain their aroused 
sense of  mission to make available the masterworks of  the Golden Age of  Chinese 
Poetry to multitudinous readers beyond the Chinese-speaking world?
  Such translative impulses have almost always resulted, unfortunately, in great 
Chinese poems being turned into bad English poems collected and published as 
books of  real poems, and by doing so misrepresenting the magnificence of  T’ang 
poetry, which long ago but everlastingly were revealed through the peek provided by 
Pound. Consequently, what can be entertained as ardent pioneering in the second 
decade of  the 20th Century by just a few Sinologists—translating masterful poems 
from the very start with poor to mediocre poetic abilities—has today reached a 
point of  proliferation and tightly-secured establishment. It is an establishment that 
with one voice repeatedly expounds inflexible, conservative, legalistic rules for the 
proper translation of  the T’ang poem. Decade after decade, it reiterates the same 
translative axioms in prefaces, introductions, afterwords, epilogues, in articles, essays, 
book reviews, and scholarly books: axioms deriving from the core belief, almost 
scripturally-held close, that translations into English must adhere not to the English 
language and to English poetics but to the Chinese language and to Chinese poetics. 

Thus, among their chief  axioms is that rendering the strict, denotative “meaning” 
of  even a T’ang masterwork is always a greater aim of  translation than rendering 
the poem’s illusive poetical qualities. This is why, as Eliot Weinberger remarked in 
2003, that “Cathay is a book that the Sinologists still love to hate.” Precisely what 
they hate about Cathay, as Weinberger elaborates some sentences later, is “Pound’s 
reputation for ‘infidelity,’ that watchword of  translation’s morality police.”2   
  What is wrong with this is that amateur versifiers, nearly exclusively, stand in 
for and conceal the greatness of  “the real thing.”  For those who deeply believe, as I 
do, that poetry is so essential to personal, public, and cultural health that “men die 
every day / for lack / of  what is found there,” (as expressed by W. C. Williams), I 
regard as darkly inverted the position that, when translating a Chinese poem, con-
veying the exact content and meaning of  the original text always matters more than 
locating and duplicating in the target language the original poem’s poetry.  This is 
an anti-poetic view and one I do not adhere to for it fails to reach higher than mid-
dling levels of  poetic excellence. 
  It is my hope that these translations add to a reader’s understanding and appre-
ciation of  the Chinese language, its poetics, the greatness of  its poetry, the touching 
humanness of  its poets, and the epochal history and culture which shaped them.  I 
hope they offer an insight into the great civilization that produced such magnifi-
cent poems and that they read in English as real poetry should read.     

stanton hager

1. I applaud Waley’s contributions to Chinese poetry in English; however, my regard for Waley’s work is 
mixed, just as it was for Ezra Pound, who was instrumental in getting Waley’s first translations into print 
but about them wrote, “Some of  the poems are magnificent. [But] Nearly all the translations are marred by 
his bungling English and defective rhythm.” 

2. Eliot Weinberger, ed., The New Directions Anthology of Classical Chinese Poetry (NY: New Directions Books, 
2003), p. xx.
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