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Uvod

Byla streda 24. listopadu 1993 a v aule filozofické fakulty univerzity
Palackého v Olomouci, kde se vramci kurzu American Open Poetics
pravidelné schazela hrstka posluchaci, ted prichozi s obtiZemi hledali volné
misto. Svého hosta, ktery jej na nasledujici Ctyri lekce vystiidal na postu
prednasejiciho, uvadél tehdejsi rektor prof. Josef Jarab jako ¢lovéka, kterého
nejen Ze, jak pravi klisé, neni tfeba predstavovat, ale lze jej uspokojivé
predstavit pouze dvéma slovy.! Byl jim Allen Ginsberg.

Legenda amerického a potazmo svétového basnictvi pfitom nestanula
na ceské pldé poprvé. Uz vroce 1965 byl vyhosStén ztehdejSiho
Ceskoslovenska poté, co byl zvolen prvnim a také poslednim kralem
majalesu v historii CSSR. Svlij mandat mohl pfredat a%Z po padu
komunistického rezimu, kdyz v ramci turné po vychodni Evropé zavital
v doprovodu kolegli v kvétnu 1990 kromé Prahy také do Olomouce, do niz se
vratil uZ sdm na pozvani prof. Jaraba v roce 1993. Pres svilij zhorsujici se
zdravotni stav naposledy navstivil Prahu jesté v roce 1996.

Smutnou skutecnosti presto zlistava, Ze patrné nejlépe zdokumentovala
Ginsbergovo plisobeni na naSem uzemi komunistickd statni bezpeclnost,
ktera v touze po informacich dokonce nevahala napomoct Ginsbergovi pri
»Ztraté“ jeho deniku. Z porevolucnich Ginsbergovych vystoupeni se toho vSak
dochovalo prekvapivé madlo. K svétlym vyjimkam patri napriklad kratky
dokumentarni film Ndvrat Krdle Majdlesu z roku 1993 nebo sbirka Beatnici
v Praze, kterou vydalo nakladatelstvi Argo vroce 2001 a jejiZ soucasti je
kompaktni disk s nahravkami, na nichz tri legendy beatnického hnuti —
Allena Ginsberga, Lawrence Ferlinghettiho a Garryho Snydera — doprovazi
CeSti hudebnici. Tim vSak vycet pomalu konc¢i.

S imyslem napravit alespon castecné tento Zalostny stav vznikla tato
prace. Z prvni Ginsbergovy navstévy Olomouce se bohuZel Zadny dostupny
zaznam nedochoval. Lépe je tomu u navstévy druhé z listopadu a prosince

1993, ze které byly vsoukromém archivu nalezeny zvukové nahravky

L Allen Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind" (unpublished lecture, December 11, 2014), Priloha II, 74.
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Ginsbergovych prednasSek o teorii a technice spontanniho psani poezie, které
predstavuji stfredobod této prace.

Hlavnim ukolem tedy bylo prevedeni téchto vzacnych nahravek ze
zastaralého formatu do formatu lépe odpovidajictho sou¢asnym potrebam a
jejich nasledny prepis do textové podoby, aby z nich nasledné bylo moZno
snaze Cerpat a lépe se v nich orientovat. Prepis téchto prednasek byl posléze
doplnén komentarem, ktery ma za ukol pribliZit ¢tenari osobnost Allena
Ginsberga, teoreticky zformulovat techniku psani mysli, kterou se ve svych
prednaskach zaobira, a ndsledné tyto prednasky rozclenit a analyzovat jejich
klicCové mySlenky v souladu s tzv. slogany pro psani mysli, s jejichZ pomoci

Ginsberg sviij vyklad strukturuje a vysvétluje.



1 Allen Ginsberg a spontanni poezie

Tvrzeni, Ze Ginsberga neni tfeba predstavovat, neni viibec nadnesené. Ze je
patrné nejslavnéjSim basnikem na zemékouli,2 by si o sobé troufl s klidnym
svédomim tvrdit pravdépodobné jen malokdo. Stejné jako jeho basnické
vzory Walt Whitman a William Carlos Williams se i Ginsberg nesmazatelné
zapsal do tvare moderni Americké poezie a navzidy ovlivnil jeji podobu,
podobné jako jejich ani jeho dilo se nesetkalo vZdy s pozitivnim ¢tenarskym
ohlasem — Whitmanovy verSe se dobovi kritici nezdrahali oznacit za
»,Zhovadilost® a ,nesouvislé Zvanéni“,® Williamsova tvorba pripadala
Ginsbergovym profesorim na Kolumbijské univerzité provinéni, naivni a
viibec nesmyslna* a kdyZz Lawrence Ferlinghetti poprvé vydal Ginsbergovu
klicovou sbirku ,Kvileni a jiné basné“, vyjadril se jeden z kritik{i, Ze se mu
z ni chtélo kvilet.> VSichni tfi se totiZ odhodlali k tradi¢né neoblibenému
kroku — vystoupit ze zabéhlych potradki. Co na tom, Ze tak ucinili s imyslem
posunout vyjadrovaci prostiedky poezie bliZze k poZadavkiim své doby.

Cesta, béhem niZ se z ostychavého chlapce stal oblibeny americky
prorok® a mluv¢i prinejmensim jedné generace, nebyla v Zadném ohledu
pfima a kazdy jeji rozcestnik uz byl mnohokrat popsan. Proto se zamérim
predevsim na ty udalost, které formovaly Ginsbergovu tvorbu do podoby,
v jaké ji predstavil svym olomouckym posluchac¢im.

Skutec¢nost, Ze byl Ginsberglv otec Louis sam relativné uznavanym
basnikem, nepochybné sehrala v Zivotni draze jeho syna svoji roli, presto
vSak nelze jeho tvorbu pokladat za zdroj inspirace pro tvorbu Allenovu.
Louisovy verSe byly ,pisnové a rymované, prevazné se jednalo o ctyrversi se
sttidavym rymovanim ¢i rymovana dvojversi oslavujici prirodu, jaro, lasku a

Ve

svitani,“7 tedy v zadsadé to, vici cemu se Allen snazil pozdéji ve svém psani

2 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 143.

3 Walt Whitman, Stébla trdvy (Praha: Nase vojsko, 1955), 12.

4 See Allen Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, ed. David Carter (New York: HarperCollins Publishers Inc.,
2001),112.

5 See Lewis Hyde, ed., On the Poetry of Allen Ginsberg (Ann Arbor: The University of Michigan Press,
2002), 26.

6 See Hyde, 331.

7 Bill Morgan, I Celebrate Myself: The Somewhat Private Life of Allen Ginsberg (New York: Penguin
Books, 2006), 8.
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vymezit. Dalo by se Fict, Ze se na jeho tvorbé zdsadnéji neZ Louis podepsala
Ginsbergova matka Naomi, jejiZ tézky zapas s duSevni chorobou se negativné
odrazil také na Allenové prijeti vlastni sexuality,® ¢astym ndmétem v jeho
tvorbé, a jejiz smrt vedla k napsani ,Kadis“, vedle ,Kvileni“ Ginsbergovy
zifejmé nejslavnéjsi basné.

Zasadnim zlomem bylo pro Ginsberga prijeti na Kolumbijskou
univerzitu, kdy se presouva z prostfedi rodného Patersonu ve staté New
Jersey do New Yorku. Zde se prostrednictvim Luciena Carra seznamuje mimo
jinych sJackem Kerouacem a Williamem S. Burroughsem, ustrednimi
postavami uskupeni, které bude v budoucnu oznacovano jako beatnicka
generace.

PrestoZe je jméno Jacka Kerouaca spojovano predevsim s jeho prozou,
Ginsberg jej povaZoval za jednoho z nejvétsich basniki a kjeho poezii se
stavél Casto az s nekritickym obdivem — o Kerouacové sbirce Mexico City
Blues se napriklad vyjadril, Ze jej naucila poezii.? Ostatné nebyl sam, podobné
pochvalné se o ni vyjadrili také pisnickarsky velikdn Bob Dylanl0 a
Ginsbergiiv pozdéjsi mentor a duchovni guru, tibetsky lama Choégyam
Trungpa. Kerouac je také autorem eseje ,Zaklady spontanni prézy,“ ktery
svlij vyznam v roz$ifeni techniky spontanniho psani prozrazuje uz svym
nazvem. V neposledni radé to byl pravé Kerouac, kdo Ginsberga seznamil
s budhismem, ktery pozdéji zasadné ovlivnil charakter Ginsbergovy poezie a
zpusob, jakym pohliZel na lidskou mysl.

Ginsbergliv zdjem o zenovy buddhismus se dale prohloubil béhem
nékolika mésica, které stravil v Indii vletech 1962 a 1963. Na rozdil od
sanfranciskych beatniki Garryho Snydera a Philipa Whalena se mu vS$ak
vénoval bez hlubSiho pohrouzeni pouze povrchné, jak ostatné c¢inil u vétSiny
dalSich disciplin.l? Obrat priSel v podobé nahodného, nebo naopak
osudového setkdni svySe zminénym Chogyamem Trungpou, kterého

Ginsberg kvili svému otci predbéhl pri nastupovani do Trungpou

8 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 166.
9 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 274.
10 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 504.
11 See Morgan, 479.



privolaného taxi. S mysSlenkou vlastniho ucitele meditace si pohraval jiz
néjakou dobu,1? a tak se jejich setkani stavala pravidelnéjSimi, az prerostla
v dlouholeté pratelstvi, které trvalo az do Trungpovy pifed¢asné smrti. Jejich
spoluprace vedla mimo jiné k artikulaci mySlenek a teoretickému vymezeni
metody psani vlastni mysli. Pod jeji hlavickou mohl Ginsberg nasledné
shrnout své nazory (a nejen své) na stav, vyvoj a smér soucasné americké
poezie, ndzory, které se do té doby objevovaly pouze izolované v nescetnych
rozhovorech a prednaskach, jez Ginsberg s obrovskym elanem poskytoval od
padesatych let azZ do své smrti.13

Trungpa s Ginsbergem rovnéZz stali vroce 1974 u zrodu Nardépova
institutu, ktery se pozdéji stal prvni akreditovanou budhistickou univerzitou
zapadniho svéta a pod jehoz zaStitou nasledné Ginsberg zaloZil s basnitkou
Anne Waldmanovou (kterd jej vroce 1990 doprovazela vramci turné po
znovuotevirené vychodni Evropé i do Olomouce) Skolu odtélesnéné poetiky
Jacka Kerouaca (Jack Kerouac Disembodied School of Poetics).
,Odtélesnénou“ ji pojmenovali v Zertu, jednalo se o ponékud morbidni
narazku na fakt, Ze Kerouac byl tou dobou uZ mrtvy a tudiZ odtélesnény,
nikoliv Ze by takova byla ¢i méla byt spontanni poetika, ktera naopak hlasa
navrat k télu a mySlenkam.* Zde nasledné po dobu deseti let nepretrzité ucil
a i poté, co se opét zacal naplno vénovat své tvorbé, se do Nar6pova institutu

pravidelné vracel alespon v rdmci letnich kurzl poezie.15

12 See Morgan, 479.

13 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 67.

14 See Anne Waldman and Marilyn Webb, eds. Talking Poetics from Naropa Institute, Volume 2
(Boulder: Shambala, 1979), 411.

15 See Morgan, 572.
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2 K povaze prednasek

Zamérem této kratké kapitoly je vytvorit v mysli ctenare pribliZnou
predstavu o podobé Ginsbergovych olomouckych ptredndsek a struc¢né zde
shrnout ty postrehy a dojmy, které svou podstatou nezapadaji do ramce
ostatnich kapitol.

Ginsberg svou metodu spontanniho psani vysvétloval v priibéhu celkem
Ctyf prednasSek mezi 24. listopadem a 2. prosincem 1993. Tyto prednasky
souhrnné pojmenoval ,Psani vlastni mysli“ (,Writing your mind“). Vyuka
probihala za pomoci tzv. ,sloganl pro psani mysli“ (,mind writing slogans®),
kterym se podrobné vénuji v samostatné kapitole.

Pomineme-li tedy prozatim roli slogant v tematickém rozdéleni vykladu,
snazil se Ginsberg ve svych prednaSkach obsahnout dva hlavni aspekty —
historicky a textovy vyvoj moderni, predevsim americké, poezie a pohled na
proces psani o¢ima spisovatele.1® Vénuje se vSak spiSe aspektu praktickému
— prestoZze v uvodni prednasce hledd kofeny soucCasné americké poezie
v tvorbé evropskych basnikd pocatku dvacatého stoleti, omezuje se spiSe na
vycet jmen k pozdéjSimu nastudovani. Podobnym zplisobem pristupuje i
kroli buddhismu ve spontanni tvorbé, kterou odbude nékolika tituly
doporuéené literatury. Cisté praktickd je pak posledni pirednaska, v niz se
Ginsberg omezil vyhradné na Cteni ukazek z tvorby soucasnych, z valné casti
beatnickych, autort.

Aby se posluchaci mohli 1épe zapojit do vyuky a snaze pochopit smysl
Ginsbergovych slov, zadal postupné také tfi prakticka cviceni, ktera se kvili
nedostatku ¢asu nasledné zménila v domaci ukoly. Do nich se vSak vétSinou
ke Ginsbergovu zklamani zapojila jen mala c¢ast ucastnikid.l” V prvnim
takovém cviceni méli s cilem uvolnit si mysl participanti za ukol sestavit
deset nepravdépodobnych dvojslovnych kombinaci (jako nejlepsi priklad ze
studentské tvorby wuvadi Ginsberg spojeni ,nacistické mléko“)18 a

nejoriginalnéjsi z nich oznacit hvézdickou. Pfi druhém cviceni se studenti

16 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 74.
17 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 105.
18 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 136.
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rozvzpominali na nejvyraznéjsi Zivotni okamZiky, které jsou sobéstatnym
namétem pro poezii. A do tfetice se jednalo o bezprostredni zapis mySlenek
bézicich mysli pri meditaci. Prakticky ptinos téchto cviceni vSak ze
znéni prednasek neni patrny, protoZe pokud své vytvory studenti
s Ginsbergem probirali, €inili tak zifejmé v rdmci individualnich konzultaci,
ke kterym Ginsberg vyzyval pravidelné po skonceni kazdé prednasky.

Jak uz je u ¢eského studenstva zvykem, bylo Ginsbergovo obecenstvo na
dotazy skoupé, prestoze v priibéhu prednasek Ginsberg opakované vybizel
k jakékoliv aktivitél® a dotazoval se, zda jeho vyklad neni nudny, k ¢emuzZ mu
posléze bylo vysvétleno, Ze Cesky narod ,souhlas a nesouhlas vyjadruje
tichem.“20 Ginsberg mél navic na shrnuti svého celoZivotniho dila i tvorby
fady dalSich autoril k dispozici pouhych Sest hodin. Proto na nékterych
mistech komentare kladu oteviené otdzky, na které podle mého nazoru mélo
byt odpovézeno a snaZim se, aby nemély lamentacni ¢i recnickou povahu, ale
aby po vzoru Allena Ginsberga v mysli ¢tenafe oteviely prostor pro lepsi

pochopeni dané problematiky.

19 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 129.
20 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 129.
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3 Technické vychodisko

Zaznamy Ginsbergovych prednaSek pochazi ze soukromého archivu prof.
Josefa Jaraba. Jedna se o Ctyri stodvacetiminutové audiokazety opatfené na
Stitcich popiskem a datem. Diky tomu je moZno prednasky s jistotou datovat
na stfedu 24. 11., patek 26. 11., utery 30. 11. a patek 2. 12. 1993. Nahravky
byly z audiokazet prevedeny s pouZitim pristroje ION Tape 2 PC a
zaznamenany pomoci volné dostupného programu Audacity verze 2.0.3, ve
kterém byly nasledné provedeny nejnutnéjSi upravy. Optimalni turoven
vstupni hlasitosti byla nastavena pro kazdou stopu zvlast, nebyly aplikovany
zadné filtry ani korekce Sumu. VSechny nahravky jsou pod prisluSnym
oznaCenim k dispozici na priloZeném DVD, =z kapacitnich divodi jsou
uloZeny ve formatu MP3 se stalym datovym tokem 256 Kb/s.

JelikoZ byly prednasky profesiondlné ozvucené, jsou nahravky veskrze
srozumitelné a kompletni. Vyjimku tvori mista, kdy bylo nutné otocit
zaznamovou audiokazetu na druhou stranu. V téchto pripadech cast
prednasky chybi. Podobné je tomu u dotazi posluchacti, ktefi na rozdil od
Ginsberga neméli k dispozici mikrofon a nelze jim proto misty rozumét. Tyto
pripady jsou v textu oznacené poznamkou.

Pri samotném prepisu pak vyplul na povrch rozpor mezi snahou o co
nejvérnéjsi zachovani originalu na jedné strané a poskytnutim citelného a
srozumitelného textu na strané druhé. Mluveny projev trpi ve srovndani
s predem promysSlenym textem prirozené celou Fadou neduhli. Tém se
nevyhnul ani natolik zkuSeny tfecnik, jakym byl Ginsberg. Urcitd mira editace
byla tedy nevyhnutelna. Aby vSak prepis neztratil osobity raz Ginsbergova
projevu, uchyloval jsem se kni pouze v mistech, kde by priliSna vérnost
originalu byla na ukor koherence a gramati¢nosti. Snazil jsem se tedy
vyhnout nadmérnému uzivani vypustek, které text opticky rozbiji, a pouZit je
pouze v mistech, kde Ginsberg preruSil mySlenku a nasledné na ni jiz
nenavazal, nikoli pokazdé, kdyZ se jen na chvili odmlcel. Odstranény byly
také repetice a evidentni prereknuti vyjma téch, ktera svym charakterem

odpovidaji podvédomym prefreknutim ve Freudové pojeti. Hovorové vyrazy a

13



obraty byly v co nejvétsi mife zachovany, pouze na mistech, kde by pripadna
negramaticnost mohla vést k neporozuméni textu, jsem doplnil chybéjici
vVyraz.

Aby byl zachovan spravny format citovanych basni, jsou v textu
uvedeny v takové podobé, vjaké byly publikovany. Pokud byly obsaZeny
v antologii Clear Seeing Poetics, kterou Ginsberg sestavil pro potreby
seminare a kterou meéla ¢ast posluchact k dispozici, uvadim je v této podobé.
V pripadé, Ze se ve svém podani basné od origindlu Ginsberg odchylil
zasadnéji, napriklad jej v ndvalu spontannosti doplnil o novy vers, objevuje
se basen v textu v upravené podobé. Samotna antologie byla naskenovana a
zpracovana pomoci technologie optického rozpoznavani znakl a je v
elektronické podobé k nalezeni na priloZeném DVD.

Bylo by s podivem, kdyby pritomnost tak vyznamného hosta nevyustila
mimo zminéné prednasky také ve verejna autorska cteni. Soucasti prilohy
prace je zdznam ze dvou z nich. Prvni vystoupeni se konalo v sobotu 27.
listopadu a Ginsberg béhem néj prednasel pouze své basné, které byly
nejprve precteny v ¢eském prekladu MikulaSem Pankem. Pri ptredstavovani
svych basni prozradil Ginsberg nékolik zajimavosti ze svého Zivota a tvorby.
Druhé vystoupeni se pod nazvem ,Kvileni, zpivani a blues“ konalo nasledujici
veCer a kromé Ginsbergovych verst zde zaznély také jim zhudebnéné basné
Williama Blakea. Na rozdil od predchoziho vystoupeni, pri kterém se
Ginsberg doprovodil sam na prenosné harmonium, se zde hudebniho
doprovodu ujal vynikajici jazzovy pianista Emil Viklicky. Obé vystoupeni,
trebaze primo nesouvisi s teorii tvlrciho ¢i spontanniho psani, jsou cennou
ukdzkou Ginsbergova nezaménitelného basnického projevu a muzikalnosti.
Profesor Josef Jarab, ktery obé vystoupeni uvadi, rovnéz tlumoci Ginsbergova
slova do ceStiny, coZ je velkym prinosem pro piipadné pouze ceStinou
vladnouci posluchace.

Mimo vySe zminénych vystoupeni jeSté Ginsberg prijal pozvani
predcitat stiredoSkoldkiim na olomouckém Slovanském gymnaziu z iniciativy

Davida Hrbka, ktery zde tou dobou plsobil. Zdznam z tohoto vystoupeni byl
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v dobé psani této prace ke zhlédnuti v Sesti ¢astech na internetovém serveru

Youtube.com pod nazvem ,Allen Ginsberg in Olomouc".
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4 Spontanni psani v Ginsbergové pojeti

Na dvod si poloZme otazku, zda se da viibec psani poezie naucit a zda toto
neni v rozporu s celym pristupem spontadnniho psani. Pokud spisovatel jedna
na zakladé naucenych poucek, kam se podéla bezprostrednost?

Ginsberg nepochybné véril, Ze se poezie naucit da, jinak by jisté
nemarnil ¢as dlouholetym pedagogickym plisobenim v Narépové institutu a
sva turné, jako bylo to, pri kterém zavital do Olomouce, by pravdépodobné
omezil na pouze na basnicko-hudebni vystoupeni. Ginsberg vSak byl i na
sklonku svého Zivota, pokud mu to dovolilo zdravi, zndmy pro svou
neunavnost pri poskytovani prednasSek a rozhovori (nebylo u néj vyjimkou,
Ze se rozhovor natdhnul i na nékolik hodin) a snahu co nejzietelnéji predat
své poselstvi.

Svym posluchaciim se nesnaZzil predloZit vycet pravd, kterymi se musi
ridit. Plsobeni dogmatickych uceni, jako napriklad katolicismu nebo
marxismu, povazuje za zakladni prekdzku ve spontannim psani. Jeho vyuka
spocivala ve stimulaci mySleni a odstrafiovani bariér, kterymi je limitovano.
,Délam to, Ze predkladam texty, které studentim davaji opradvnéni byt tak
inteligentnimi, jak ve skrytu jsou,“?! rika na toto téma. Potvrzuje to i jeho
metoda vyuky pomoci sloganli. Chtél se tak ,dostat studentim pod kizi a
vzbudit u nich dostate¢né nadseni, aby se oni dostali pod kiizi sami sobg.“22
Témito zdsadami se také ridil, kdyZ svému olomouckému obecenstvu
vysvétloval princip a techniku spontanniho psani.

Nalézt pocatky této metody, at uZ ji nazveme ,spontannim psanim“
(spontaneous writing) nebo v duchu rozebirané prednasky ,psanim vlastni
mysli“ (writing your mind) je stejné obtiZné, jako ji definovat. PfredevSim je
potreba odliSit spontdnni psani od psani automatického, které Ginsberg
povazuje za nevédomou zaleZitost, pii niZ ruka zapisuje cosi, ¢eho si mysl
neni védoma.2? Spontanni pasni je pritom zaleZitost zcela védoma a

v principu se snazi zachytit myslenky v jejich nejCistsi podobé tak, jak se

21 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 422.
22 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 422.
23 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 358.
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nalézaji vlidské mysli. To si lze nazorné predstavit jako rybu plovouci v
,bystriné celého fenoménu povédomi.“?4# Spontanni basnik ma za ukol
takovou rybu popsat, ale musi tak udélat s rozmyslem, protoZe vSechno bézi
prili§ rychle a nejde proto obsdhnout celou rybu ani celou bystfinu.2>
Zakladnim problémem, se kterym se spontanni tvorba musi vyporadat, je
odpovéd na otazku jak uchopit mySlenku a jak s ni nasledné naloZit.

To vSak predstavuje mnohem sloZitéjsi problém, nez by se na prvni
pohled mohlo zdat. S mylnym vykladem, Ze spontanni psani spociva
v prostém necenzurovaném zdpisu vSech mySlenek, tak jak probéhnou
hlavou, se Ginsberg potykal pomérné casto.26 Nicméné i spontanni tvorba se
musi fidit urc¢itymi zadsadami. Kdyby tomu tak nebylo, mohl by si Ginsberg
odpustit svych Ctyriaosmdesat sloganli pro psani mysli a kdokoliv by na
pockani mohl vychrlit poezii stejné hodnotnou a uzndvanou, jako je ta
Ginsbergova. Nase mysleni je vSak zatiZzeno celou tadou predsudki a
mylnych predstav o poezii, které ndm brani vevolném pristupu
k mysSlenkdm. Tyto predsudky mtiZe odbourat pouze mysl nalezité poucena,
kterou Ginsberg trochu paradoxné s vyuZitim zenové terminologie nazyva
mysli obyCejnou. ,VétSina lidi si svou obyc¢ejnou mysl nepripousti; pouzivaji
ji porad, ale pouzivaji ji selektivné, jen pro nejvyznamnéjsi udalosti.“%?

Pojem spontanni psani pritom vétSinou zazniva ve spojeni s tvorbou
Jacka Kerouaca, predevSim pak jeho slavnym romdnem Na cesté, ktery byl
udajné touto metodou cely napsan. Vychozim textem pro psani vlastni mysli
by pak mohl byt Kerouactv esej ,Zaklady spontanni prézy“, jehoZz samotny
text je podrizen zasadam, které jsou v ném uvedeny, coZ se do jisté miry
projevuje na jeho srozumitelnosti. Ginsberg rovnéZ opakované oznacil
Kerouaca za clovéka, ktery stal u zrodu jeho poezie28 predevSim
prostfednictvim basnické sbirky Mexico City Blues.?? Spontdnni psani

v Ginsbergové pojeti se vSak od Kerouacova v radé aspektl lisi. Kerouac

24 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 365.
25 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 365.
26 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 503.
27 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 411.
28 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 274.
29 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 290.
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napriklad nepripousti revize (,Nikdy nemysli ex post, abys ,zdokonalil’ ¢i
propracoval dojmy [. . .]”),3° Ginsberg se jim nebrani. UZ v dopise ze zari
1955, ktery je odpovédi na zaslany rukopis ,Kvileni, vyc¢itd Kerouac
Ginsbergovi Skrty v pribéhu psani.3! V souvislosti s ,Kvilenim“ Ginsberg
jeSté napriklad ptiznava, Ze spiSe neZ spontanné vznikala fraze ,Molochu, tvé
oCi jsou tisic slepych oken!“32 po ¢astech a promyslené a slovo ,okna“ pouzil
pouze proto, Ze to pak dobre vypadalo.33 Také tim se protivi Kerouacovi,
ktery hlasa ,Zadné prestavky k mysSleni nad spravnym vyrazem“ a ,Zadna
selektivita vyrazu.“34 Jindy zase vypousti slova a spojuje Fddky dohromady?3>
nebo dodatec¢né nahrazuje pouZzité slovo jinym, na které si v procesu psani
nemohl vzpomenout.3¢

DalSim predsudkem, se kterym spontanni basnik musi bojovat, je stale
obecné rozsireny dojem, Ze poezie ma byt cosi rymovaného s pravidelnou
formou a tradi¢ni predstava, Ze basnik je nékdo, ,kdo se posadi a pak pisSe a
pisSe a piSe, dokud to neni perfektni.“37 Z pohledu takto tradi¢né smyslejiciho
Clovéka pilisobi iraciondlné napriklad surrealismus; Ginsberg naopak
povazuje za iraciondlni preskldddvat obsah védomi vsouladu se
syntaktickymi formami, které nemaji stim, co probiha v mysli, nic
spole¢ného.38 Rymovany vers se tudiz se spontanni poezii neslucuje, protoze
by to znamenalo vybirat pouze ty mySlenky nebo takova jejich slovni
vyjadreni, ktera zapadaji do stanoveného verSovaného schématu. Je to jako
vypliiovat predtiSténé uredni lejstro.3?

Pravidelny rym oznacuje Ginsberg za nezbytnou mnemotechnickou

pomitcku v ordlni tradici,*® nicméné jeho zarputilé pouZzivani a standardizace

v poezii aZ do konce devatenactého stoleti vedly k tomu, Ze poezie ztratila

30 Jack Kerouac, Rozprdsené bdsné (Olomouc: Votobia, 1995), 144.

31 See Allen Ginsberg, Howl, ed. Barry Miles (New York: Harper & Row Publishers, 1986), 150.
32 Allen Ginsberg, Karma cervend, bild a modrd, ed. Josef Jarab (Praha: Mlada fronta, 2001), 47.
33 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 26.

34 Kerouac, 143.

35 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 130.

36 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 372.

37 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 369.

38 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 155.

39 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 107.

40 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 155.
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schopnost vyjadrit autorské sdéleni nejen z hlediska limitaci ptisobicich na
basnika, ale také kviili otupélosti jeho ¢tenare ¢i posluchace. Ten namisto aby
vénoval pozornost tomu, co se poezie snazi ftict, se pouze nechava
zhypnotizovat jejim rytmem, v diisledku cehoz zacala poezie brzy sdélovat
stale jedno a to samé.#! ,Stara prozodicka rytmicka forma uZ nereflektovala
emoce a proménlivou kadenci reCi.“42 Na druhou stranu, i pevna basnicka
forma si ve spontdnni poezii miZe nalézt své misto za predpokladu, Ze se v ni
odrazi tvirci mysl basnika. Ani jambicky pentametr neni v takovém piipadé
na Skodu, ,pokud prameni za zdroje hlubsiho, nez je mysl — jinymi slovy,
pokud vychazi z dechu, bricha a plic.“43

O dalSich aspektech své poetické metody a uméleckych vzorech se
Ginsberg zminil béhem vykladu svych sloganti, na jejichz prikladech jsou

podrobné rozebrany v nasledujici kapitole.

41 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 104.
42 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 105.
43 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 19
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5 Slogany pro psani mysli

Pivod své vyukové metody Ginsberg svému posluchacstvu neobjasnil, jenom
s nadsadzkou poznamenal: ,Budu vas ucit pomoci slogantli, zrovna jako
predseda Mao.“4* Ne, Ze by snad chtél po vzoru cinského viidce nastolit
kulturni revoluci, ta uZ ostatné v basnictvi za jeho pri¢inéni davno probéhla.
Podle Ginsbergovy predmluvy ke kompletnimu vyctu téchto slogani, které
knizné vysly aZ po autorové smrti v knize What Book!?: Buddha Poems from
Beat to Hiphop, jsou vysledkem vice neZ pétadvaceti let vyuky poetiky,
z nichZ vzesla tato ,mota z mnoha zdroji, ktera [jeho] a jiné provazi napri¢
poznatkem psani vlastni mysli.“4>

Podle Jacqueline Gensové, kterd pro Allena pracovala v jeho newyorské
kancelari mezi lety 1989-1994, zacal tyto slogany formulovat a ucit podle
nich na sklonku osmdesatych let.#6 Rada z nich se jiz predtim objevila v basni
»,Kosmopolitni pozdravy“ (1986), oznaceném Gensovou za ,politicko-literarni
manifest jeho estetiky.“47

Je tedy ziejmé, Ze nelze k témto sloganlim ptistupovat jako k jakémusi
desateru (skute¢ny pocet ted ponechme stranou), které Ginsberg sestavil na
pocatku své basnické kariéry a po jeji zbytek se timto bezvyhradné ridil.
Spise nez preskriptivni maji slogany charakter deskriptivni, a prestoZe je
fada vnich vimperativu, jejich vyznam nespociva v slepém dodrZovani.
Naopak, Ginsbergovou primarni snahou bylo zpristupnit prostirednictvim
téchto hesel svym studentlim jejich prvotni myslenky, zbavit je zazitych
navykdl a nazorli na poezii a oprostit je od obav, Ze existuji myslenky
ostudné, hriSné a nehodné uverejnéni. Jinymi slovy neucil, co by lidé méli
psat, ale spisSe jak najit cestu k tomu, co za napsani stoji.

Pivod a forma sloganti se riizni, jejich spole¢nym jmenovatelem je vSak

silné prakticky charakter. Ginsberg necerpd z oblasti literarni teorie a kritiky

(snad se spornou vyjimkou ,Projective Verse“ od Charlese Olsona), piijcuje si

44 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 75.

45 “Mind Writing Slogans of Allen Ginsberg,” Poetrymind, http://tsetso.blogspot.cz/p/allen-
ginsbergs-mind-writing-slogans.html.

46 See “Mind Writing Slogans of Allen Ginsberg”

47 “Mind Writing Slogans of Allen Ginsberg”
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citdty a vynatky z basni rozlicnych osobnosti, mezi slogany nalezneme i
haiku. Svou motivaci Ginsberg vystiZzné shrnul v ivodu své prvni prednasky:
»[- - .] Dlvod, proc takto u¢im je, Ze tomu nejlip rozumim. A radsi budu ucit
néco, cemu nejlip rozumim, nez blbosti ohledné néceho, co mé zas az tak
nezajima. Jinymi slovy u¢im to, co sam praktikuju a dobfe znam. Je to tedy
vcelku osobni zaleZitost a nedélam si narok na objektivnost [. . .] Ci
akademickou dplnost.”48

Zajimavé je, jak se zde co do poctu prispévkl odrazi Ginsbergovy tvirci
a zivotni vzory — patnacti slogany je zde zastoupen Ginsberg sam.
Nasledovan je Chogyamem Trungpou, kterého uvadi krom deseti jinych i jako
autora prvniho a nejzdsadnéjSiho sloganu ,prvni mysSlenka, nejlepsi
mySlenka“. Vice slogany jsou zastoupeni také autori, o kterych ve svych
prednaskach hovoii jako o hlavnich tviréich vlivech v oblasti spontanniho
psani. Pfekvapenim mize byt skute¢nost, Ze od Jacka Kerouaca zde pochazi
pouze tfi slogany ve srovnani napriklad s jedendcti slogany Ezry Pounda.

JiZ od pocatku bylo zrejmé, Ze se Ginsbergovi nedari zcela dodrzet
zamysSlenou podobu prednasek. Z planovanych 84 slogant jich i tak nakonec
zaznélo uctyhodnych 66. Pri hlubSim pohrouzeni do vykladu vychazi
nicméné najevo, Ze si kromé jiZ zminéné objektivnosti ¢i encyklopedi¢nosti
nemiZe Ginsberg délat narok ani na priliSnou systemati¢nost. Trebaze
strukturu svych predndSek v dvodu nastini a slogany, které maji tvorit
jakousi jejich pater, rozdéli do tematickych skupin, ridi se pri vykladu spiSe
svymi mysSlenkovymi pochody neZ predepsanou osnovou. Na tomto misté se
slusi poznamenat, Ze od spontanniho basnika ani nic jiného ocekavat nelze.

Bylo proto tézké nenechat se prislovecné ,vodit za ruku“ a
nepostupovat pri analyze textu obdobné nesystematicky. Autor déli slogany
podle tradi¢ni budhistické tripartity*® do tii skupin na ,Ground”, ,Path“ a
,Fruition“. Pro potreby komentare jsem se rozhodl preloZit tyto nazvy do
CeStiny jako slogany z drovné ,zakladi“, ,cesty“ a ,naplnéni“. Ne vSechny

slogany se vSak vyznamové omezuji na skupinu, do které jsou zarazeny na

48 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 79.
49 See “Mind Writing Slogans of Allen Ginsberg”
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seznamu. Cast jich je napiiklad jednoslovna s vcelku obecnym znénim a
Ginsberg je proto bez ohledu na pftislusnost vyslovi na riznych mistech
vykladu. Aby se tedy v komentari bylo viibec mozné zorientovat, rozhodl
jsem se nenasledovat Ginsbergovu spontanni naraci, ale extrahovat slogany z
textu a zaradit je v souladu se seznamem do prisluSnych oblasti. Rozvrzeni
struktury komentare dale komplikuje fakt, Ze je Ginsberg schopen zaobirat
se jednim sloganem polovinu prednasky, zatimco jiny pouze zmini bez
dalSiho vysvétleni. V diisledku toho nékteré slogany vydaly na samostatnou
kapitolu, jiné bylo treba sloucit do skupin na zakladé jejich spoletnych
charakteristik.

Kompletni seznam sloganti v té podobé, v jaké byl kniZné publikovan, je
soucasti textové prilohy této prace. Slogany, které v prednasSkach zaznély,
jsou zvyraznény tuénym pismem. PakliZze byly slogany v néjaké podobé
publikovany v cestiné, pouZzil jsem ve vétSiné pripadl oficidlni preklad.
Pouze v pripadech, kdy se mi Cesky preklad nepodarilo dohledat nebo u
prekladd, které pres svoji uméleckou hodnotu nevystihuji podstatu a sdéleni
toho kterého sloganu, jsem se uchylil k ptekladu vlastnimu. Pro lepsi
srozumitelnost jsou slogany pfi prvnim vyskytu vzidy uvedeny spolu

s anglickym originalem.

5.1 Slogany z Grovné ,zakladi“

Pri prekladu anglického ,Ground” jsem se rozhodl dat ptrednost zakladiim
pred Zivelnou a libozvucnéjsi zemi proto, Ze se slogany v této skupiné
zaobiraji mysSlenkovym vychodiskem a skutec¢né ustanovuji zaklady pro
psani mysli. V priivodnim slovu ke svym publikovanym slogantim se Ginsberg
vyjadiruje nasledovné: ,Ve cteni mysli jsme vSichni amatéry, ale pravé a
pouze s tim musime pracovat, nestalost védomi, projevy chaosu, nase vlastni
zmatky, nesrovnalosti, uvédoméni, nalady a duchovni informace.“50

Podle toho, co o této roviné rika ve své prednasce, se zde budeme

zabyvat ,situaci, ve které se nachazime ve vlastnim védomi, vlastni mysli [. .

.] Pokud psanim myslime psani vlastni mysli, co je mysl? [. . .] Jaka je

50 “Mind Writing Slogans of Allen Ginsberg”
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podstata mysli a jak na ni nahliZet?“ Také na tyto otdzky budeme hledat

odpovéd v nasledujicich radcich.

5.1.1 ,Otevrenost” (,,Candor”)

Trebaze na seznamu sloganli figuruje otevienost az ve tfeti Urovni,
v prednasce zaznéla jako prvni. Ginsberg tak mimodék ilustruje propojenost
celého vykladu a sloganli navzajem. Jako vychozi bod ustanovuje tvarci
osobnost Walta Whitmana a jeho nadéji, Ze se ,americti basnici v budoucnu
zaméri na otevrienost,“5! vyjadienou v predmluvé k dilu, kterému zasvétil
cely Zivot, Stébla trdvy.

Otevrenost bude tedy kliCovym heslem celého vykladu a cokoliv béhem
néj nadale zazni, bude se k ni néjakym zplisobem vztahovat.52 Dokladem je
bezprostfedné navazujici slogan, ktery v sobé slovo ,otevienost” primo

obsahuje.

5.1.2 ,Ma mysl je oteviend sobé samé.” (,My mind is open to itself.”)

Zde Ginsberg vychazi z predpokladu, Ze lidska mysl je ve dvacatém stoleti
ofragmentovand, jako videoklip, ktery je sledem nesouvislych obrazi.“ Aby
s ni poezie udrZela krok, zacaly se v ni uzivat moderni formy, predevsim
montaz a juxtapozice.>3 Ginsberg zde vyuzZivani téchto metod zjevné spojuje
s rozmachem dadaismu a surrealismu. Presto juxtapozici nalezneme uz
v haiku, na které se v pozdéjSi casti vykladu hojné odkazuje, a treba
oxymoaron, ktery oceniuje v basni surrealisty Andrého Bretona, 1ze vystopovat
az Shakespearovi. Tak Ci onak je tfeba souhlasit, Ze nastup zminénych sméra
na pocatku dvacatého stoleti vedl k rapidni popularizaci téchto technik.

7 ’

Prvni odraz tohoto vnimdani v poezii nachazi vbasni ,Voyage
Transsibérien®, jejimZ autorem je Svycarsky modernista Blaise Cendrars a
v niZ je narativni pristup vytlaen utrzkovitymi poznamkami, ,zablesky®,
které jako by byly zapsany v souladu se sloganem ,prvni myslenka, nejlepsi
mySlenka.” Zde je podle Ginsberga vidét ,pocatek rozpadu celistvé mysli na

to, co mame dnes: nesouvislejsi, fragmetovanou mysl [. . .], jako jeden za

51 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 75.
52 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 75.
53 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 75.
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druhym ptepiname televizni kandly.“5* Neni-li televize celkové zodpovédna
za stav lidské mysli na sklonku dvacatého stoleti tak, jak jej zde Ginsberg
popisuje, zjevné ji v tomto ohledu pripisuje zasadni alohu.

Otazku, jak vypadala lidska mysl v dobé pred dvacatym stoletim,
nicméné netesi. Za predpokladu, Ze soucasna poezie reflektuje svou formou
utrzkovitou a nesouvislou mysl soucCasného Cclovéka, lze na zakladé
obdobného ptredpokladu tvrdit, Ze byla lidskd mysl v minulych stoletich
linearni a predvidatelné usporadana, protoZe jejim odrazem byla poezie
psand rymovanym verSem a piredem stanovenou formou? Mély naptriklad
mySlenky Williama Shakespeara podobu blankversu? Ostatné Shakespeara
oznacil Ginsberg za spontanniho basnika schopného hbité psat pro divadlo.
»Shakespeare nikdy neSkrtnul ani radku,“55 cituje Ginsberg Shakespearova
soucasnika Bena Jonsona. V takovém pripadé by se dal Shakespeare oznacit

za basnika mnohem spontannéjsiho, nez byl Ginsberg sam.

5.1.3 ,Prvni myslenka, nejlepsi myslenka.” (, First thought, best thought.”)

Autorstvi tohoto nejzdsadnéjsiho sloganu pro psani mysli je sporné —
v seznamu Ginsberg uvadi jako autora Chogyama Trungpu, jinde byva
oznacovana jako vysledek jeho spoluprace s Ginsbergem,>¢ ¢emuz nahrava i
Ginsbergovo vyjadreni: ,Nevim, jestli jsem to prvni vyslovil ja nebo on. Podle
me si to prisvojil, ale spi$ jsme na to prisli spolecné.”>?

Vcéem tedy hledat genialitu této poucky, ktera stala véhlasnému
tibetskému ldmovi za to, aby si ji prisvojil? Prvné je to jeji udivujici
jednoduchost a univerzalnost. AZ na par vyjimek nelze ve vyctu slogani
hledat néjaky, ktery by se s timto zdsadné rozchdazel. Proto se na néj Ginsberg
pruzné odkazuje béhem celého vykladu. A neni divu, téZko vymyslet
vhodnéjsi poucku pro spontdnni vyjadreni, nez pouZit prvni myslenku, ktera

Clovéku probéhne hlavou.

54 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 78.

55 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 369.

56 see “Mind Writing Slogans of Allen Ginsberg”
57 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 406.
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S jednoduchosti se vSak poji urcity problém tohoto sloganu, kterym je
jeho neuplnost. PoloZime-li si otazku, zda kazdy nas prvni napad v Zivoté byl
ten spravny, pravdépodobné si odpovime zdporné. Nebo v nas tento slogan
naopak vzbudi dojem, Ze pokud bezmySlenkovité napiSeme, cokoliv nas
napadne, bude vysledkem hodnotna literatura. S problémem desinterpretace
této myslenky se Ginsberg potykal ¢asto.58 V jednom rozhovoru k tomu rika:
»Prvni myslenka, nejlepsi myslenka‘ je nakonec néco, co fika Tibetsky lama
basnikovi ovlivnénému Zenem a [ten], kdo by si to vykladal jako: ,kazda

«

blbost, kterou vyslovi§ bez duchovni pripravy, je nejlepsi,' by musel
ignorovat celou historii poloviny svéta.“>9

Ukdazkou uziti v praxi je basent od W. C. Williamse, ,The Great Figure®,
ktera je popisem poZzarniho vozu, jeZ se s rachotem riti newyorskymi ulicemi.
Vy¢nivajicim obrazem je zlata ¢islice 5 (Among the rain / and lights / I saw
the figure 5 / in gold / on a red / firetruck [. . .]), ktera dava basni nazev.
Jinak vSak jde o primy zapis prvnich myslenek vyvolanych pohledem na dany
vyjev — dést, svétlo, 5, zlaté, Cervenad, hasici viiz — tak, jak projdou béhem
vzpominani na danou uddalost pred ocima, bez dodatecnych uprav a
poetického obohacovani. Ginsberg tvrdi, Ze basen byla inspirovana obrazem
modernistického malife Charlese Sheelera.®® Pravdivost tohoto tvrzeni se
vSak nepodarilo ovérit. Kdyby tomu tak skutecné bylo, jednalo by se o ryzi
interdisciplinarni kuriozitu, protoZe se pravé touto Williamsovou basni
prokazatelné inspiroval jiny modernisticky malif, Williamstv blizky pftitel
Charles Demuth.6? Ve svém obrazu The Figure 5 in Gold prevadi na platno
vérné to, co Williams bezprostfedné vyjadtil ve své basni. Ustfedni prvek,
zlatd Cislice 5 je zde vyobrazena ve trech velikostech a vytvari dojem
priblizujiciho se vozu umocnény obdobné vyvedenymi reflektory. Do obrazu
navic Demuth zakomponoval slova ,BILL“, ,CARLOS“ (jehoZz posledni
pismeno obétoval perspektivé) a do spodni casti umistil kromé svych také

Williamsovy inicidly. TakZe tfebaZe smér inspirace je oproti tomu, co tvrdi

58 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 503.

59 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 503.

60 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 81.

61 Judith H. Dobrzynski, “Where Paint and Poetry Meet,” The Wall Street Journal (July 2010),
http://www.wsj.com/articles/SB10001424052748704002104575291183951560378
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Ginsberg, obraceny, jedna se o vitany exemplar presahu spontanniho psani

do jiného odvétvi.

A B =T

Charles Demuth, The Figure 5 in Gold®%?

Nebude jisté prekvapenim, Ze dalSi ukazka pochazi od Jacka Kerouaca,
nebot Ginsberg pokladal heslo ,prvni myslenka, nejlep$i mySlenka“ za etalon
Kerouacova spontanniho psani®® trebaze se vtéto podobé vjeho
stati ,Zaklady spontanniho psani“ nevyskytuje. Zaroven mohla tato ukazka
byt hodnotnym svédectvim o roli drog ve spontanni tvorbé nebo pri vybéru
prvni mysSlenky. O této souvislosti se Ginsberg vSak bohuZel nezminuje
vibec. Pokladal bych to za dtlezité z toho divodu, zZe veskrze celd beatnicka
tvorba je suzivanim riznych omamnych latek oteviené spjata (v tvorbé
Williama Burroughse byla dokonce klicovym tématem a nelze opomenout ani
hipstery ,vztekle shanéjici davku drogy“®* v Ginsbergové ,Kvileni“). Této

problematiky se vSak Ginsberg dotkne pouze okrajové, kdyZ pomoci

62 Source: http://www.lancasterinnandsuites.com/blog/the-demuth-museum-lancaster-pa/
63 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 366.
64 Ginsberg, Karma, 40.

26



Kerouacovy poezie pribliZuje slogan ,prvni myslenka, nejlep$i myslenka“ na
ukazce z Mexico City Blues. Téchto 242 Udajné navzajem propojenych basni,
jenZ spolu s Trungpou povazoval za ,dokonalé predvedeni mysli“6> a jak uz
zde zaznélo na jiném misté, jenZ oznacoval dokonce za dilo, které ho naucilo
poetice.%® Mexico City Blues napsal Kerouac béhem svého pobytu v nuznych
podminkach v Mexico City, kdy ,kazdé rano vstal, vypil Salek kavy, vykouril
cigaretu marihuany [...] a zapsal si prvni, co mu problesklo hlavou, kdyzZ se
probudil.“¢7 Ginsberg uZ byl k staru prece jen nazorové umirnénéjsi¢® a
zjevné nechtél v cizi zemi provokovat a dotykat se choulostivé otazky uzivani
drog. Presto vsSak zlstadva ve vzduchu viset otazka, do jaké miry a jakym
zplisobem se na pristupu k prvnim myslenkach projevi poZiti omamnych
latek, se kterymi mél Ginsberg bohatou zkuSenost. V tomto pripadé se mohu
odkazat napriklad na jeho dtivéjsi vyjadreni k basni ,NavsStiveni Walesu”
napsané pod vlivem LSD, které mu ,vyjasnilo mysl a ponechalo ji otevienou
pro pocit obrovského, Sirého védomi.“%?

Treti ukazka reprezentuje spontanni psani o to lépe, Ze vznikla
naprosto neplanované béhem vykladu. Jde o kratkou basen, kterou Ginsberg
vyslovil béhem prednasky v reakci na jeden z mala poloZenych dotazd. Ten
se tykal rozpozndani prvni mySlenky vhodné pro poezii od mySlenek béZnych
nebo neprijemnych. Zde je potreba si uvédomit, Ze Zddnd mysSlenka neni
nevhodna. ,VaSe prvni mySlenka po ranu rozhodné nebude na andély
slétajici z nebes, aby se s vami mohli pomilovat v posteli. Bude to spis, Ze vas
boli zdda nebo halva, Ze mate v pokoji zimu...“7% Jeho vlastni myslenka toho

rana byla, Ze ztratil svoji kartu American Express. Nasledné doklada, zZe i

takova myslenka miliZze byt podkladem pro baseii:

Ach, ta zelend karta American Express

Ze bych ji byl zapomnél na recepci v hotelové hale
V hale hotelu Excelsior v Berliné?

Musim poslat fax

65 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 380

66 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 274
67 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 80.
68 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, Xiv.
69 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 91.

70 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 84.
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Je to ukdzka o to vzacnéjsi, Ze zachycuje basnikovu tvorbu v procesu.
Finalni basen by nepochybné vypadala jinak, nebot jak uz v této praci bylo
vysvétleno, Ginsbergova tvorba nebyla prosta skrtii a dodate¢nych tprav.

SpiSe nez jakysi filtr, ktery oddéli dobrou mySlenku od Spatné, musime
chapat slogan ,prvni myslenka, nejleps$i myslenka“ jako navod, jak prvni
mySlenku uchopit, ,aniz bychom ji zménili, vzali ji Stavu, paru, nedostatky,
otevienost.“71 Z pohledu spisovatele je pro poezii zajimavd ta myslenka,
ktera nam prijde na mysl, kdyZ jsme neméli v umyslu psat poezii.”? Tento
pristup je pak v pfimém kontrastu s klasickou predstavou basnika, ktery
usedne ke stolu s umyslem psat poezii a mySlenku nasledné dvé hodiny
prehodnocuje.”3 Kerouac totéZ popisuje na konkrétni situaci: ,Zvuk ve tvé
mysli je prvni zvuk, ktery zazpiva§, kdyZ si prozpévujes v obchodé u
pokladny a na nic nemyslis.“74 Onen zvuk, ktery se Ginsberg snaZil netinavné
promitnout do své poezie.

Poslednim spole¢nym rysem uvedenych basni, ktery by mohl zabranit
dalSimu mylnému vykladu sloganu, je skutetnost, Ze se zde jedna o
vybavovani, zpétné promitani mysSlenek. OkamzZity zapis mySlenky neni
moZzny vzhledem knepoméru mezi rychlosti mySleni a zapisu. ,Ruka
nezvladne prenést vice nez dvacetinu toho, co probleskne mysli a zapisovani
samotné naruSuje mySlenkové obrazy a odvadi pozornost od mySlenky
k aktu psani.“7> Jedinym problémem jsme tedy my sami, naSe podvédoma
snaha o vylepSovani prvotnich mySlenek a ignorovani téch, které
nepovazujeme za vhodné pro poezii, napriklad na zakladé nauc¢eného dojmu,
Ze by se v basnich mély objevovat pouze romantické mySlenky a obrazy.
Podafti-li se ndm s pomoci zdsady ,prvni myslenka, nejlep$i myslenka“ tyto
predsudky odbourat, vznikne pevny bod, od kterého se pri psani basné
muZeme odrazit. ,Pod pojmem ,prvni mySlenka, nejlepSi mysSlenka’
rozumime to, co nam vyvstane v mysli, jakmile se dostaneme pres barikady

ostychu. [To pak] miliZe byt prepsano, jako kdyZ piSe sekretaika nebo nékdo

71 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 79.

72 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 81.
73 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 81.
74 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 80.

75 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 250.
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spésSné popisuje béh filmu, ktery zrovna sleduje.“7¢ Jack Kerouac byl na
psacim stroji schopny takto prepisovat tempem udajné az 120 slov za
minutu, tedy skoro stejnou rychlosti, jakou bézi myslenky.”” To je vskutku
ukazkovy priklad pribliZeni se idealu spontanniho psani.

5.1.4 ,Chovejte se pratelsky k vlastnim myslenkam.” (,Take a friendly
attitude toward your own thoughts.”)

Nejen ke svym mySlenkam, ale k celé své mysli i sobé samému, by mél ¢lovék
zaujmout pratelsky, otevieny postoj. Tento slogan je vynaty z instrukci
pro meditaci v tradicnim zenovém pojeti. Ginsberg jej zopakoval béhem
kazdé prednasky, z nichz se jedind neobeSla bez nékolika minut meditace
vsedé. Tuto praktiku povaZzuje pro psani za diilezitou zejména proto, Ze si pri
ni miZe clovék uvédomit, Ze mysli.

Meditace spociva ve spravném posedu, oci, které jsou oteviené, nesmi
byt upieny na konkrétni objekt, spiSe sméiuji do stfredni vzdalenosti.”® Tento
trochu toporny popis bych se nebdl lidové vyloZit jako ,hledét do prazdna®“,
tedy ten druh pohledu, ktery se na nasi tvari rozhosti, kdyz zacneme
podvédomé bez vlastni vile premyslet. Ginsberg, poucen budhistickou
meditacni praxi, pak tento indikator zpétné vyuziva k navozeni kyZeného
stavu, kdy nas mozek zac¢ne podvédomé premyslet. Vzniklé mySlenky, bez
ohledu na jejich charakter, je tfeba predem neodsuzovat ¢i nezahazovat, ale
zachovat se k nim pratelsky.

Pro¢ by mohl byt tento pristup zdpadnimu mysleni cizi, doklada na
prikladu uceni a nabozZenstvi, kterymi je mysl primérného Americana ci
Evropana formovana. ,[...] V primitivnim pojeti marxismu a konzervativnim
katolictvi, Zidovstvi a isldmu by vas spravné nékteré myslenky viibec nemély
napadnout, mit takové myslenky je pry htich.”7? Na tenky led polemiky, zda
je viibec mozné urcité myslenky uplné zapudit, se nechal Ginsberg zatahnout
napriklad v rozhovoru s Johnem Loftonem, dle vlastnich slov znovuzrozenym

’

kfestanem a fejetonistou piSicim pro Washington Post. Béhem rozhovoru

76 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 143.

77 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 143.

78 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 103.
79 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 88.
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Ginsberga opakované zesmésnoval, jeho filozofii oznacoval za Spatnou a
amoralni. Ginsberg oznacil jeho pristup za sadomasochismus, coz Lofton
oznacil za zvrhlé sexualni fantazie. Ginsberg se ho tedy zeptal, zda nema

ibec 74dné sexualni fantazie. ,Zadné, které by se netykaly mé Zeny. Je

<

uzasné, co pro Clovéka dokaZe Jezis udélat.“80 Z tohoto vyplyva, Ze lidé
ovlivnéni silnym presvédcenim potlacuji nékteré myslenky zcela védomé a
oteviené.

Abychom tedy mohli vystoupit z tady basnikd piSicich pod vlivem
téchto omezeni, musime se naucit vazit si svych myslenek. V basni ,,Smell“ W.
C. Williams vede vnitfni monolog adresovany jeho vlastnimu nosu (,Can you
not be decent? / Can you not reserve your ardors / for something less
unlovely?“), ktery Cichd k ,rizim i lejnu.“81 V ,Danse Russe“ zase poté, co
veCer usne celd jeho rodina, tan¢i nahy pred zrcadlem a obdivuje svoji
nahotu. ,No, prosli jsme si tim vSichni,“82 komentuje to Ginsberg. Nicméné
rozdil mezi ,vSemi“ a Williamsem v tomto ptipadé je ten, Ze se doty¢ny nebal
pro své verSe pouzit pravé ty myslenky a vzpominky, které by si ostatni
v souladu s vypéstovanymi mravnimi bariérami nejspiSe nechali pro sebe.

V basni ,The Shoemaker” od objektivistického tviirce Charlese
Reznikoffa pracuje Svec ve své sklepni dilné na poslednim paru bot
v predvecer Pesachu, na kamnech se vari v hrnci ryby. Do dilny vstoupi pritel
a pochvali krasné pocasi. Na prvni pohled se nabizi fada vyraznych motivi
k analyze: pracovni izolace a pritmi uzavieného sklepa versus oslavujici
spole¢nost v slunné ulici nad nim nebo symbolicky vyznam vzezieni pritele
Sevce, ktery priSel ve Spinavych a roztrhanych Satech, ale jeho boty jsou nové
vyspravené a nakrémované. Ginsberga ale zajima uplné jiny vyjev — ryby
varici se v hrnci na kamnech. (,Sometimes the water bubbled over and
hissed. The smell of the fish filled the cellar.“) Zapach rybiny zapliujici sklep

pravem povazuje za ,jeden z nejodpornéjsSich naméti v poezii.“83 Je to

80 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 476.

81 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 89.
82 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 90.
83 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 91.
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nicméné zastoupeni reality, stejné tak jako Williamsovy nahé kreace pred
zrcadlem.

Pratelsky pristup k vlastnim mysSlenkam, absence autocenzury nebo
snahy o romantickou abstrakeci jsou ingredience, bez kterych by tyto basné
nemohly vzniknout. Jsou to zaroven vyzvy, které Ginsberg opakované
vyslovuje napri¢ svym prednaSkovym cyklem a které také v kostce vystihuji
tento slogan.

Williams vidél v odklonu od umélecké abstrakce a romanti¢nosti nastroj
pro boj s klicCovymi problémy lidstva ve dvacatém stoleti, nebot tyto nas
odvadéji od skuteCnosti, se kterou se po umélecké strance doopravdy
musime zabyvat.8* KdyZ se pozdéji Ginsberg k této otdzce vraci, neda se uz
ubranit dojmu, Ze Williamsova slova do zna¢né miry prekrucuje: ,Williams
rika, Ze naSe téla a zdkladni sexudlni funkce jsou zdrojem vSeho dobrého a Ze
filozofie a véda, které nas odvadi od pozitku z vlastniho téla, predstavuji
perverzi, ktera privedla svét k zlovolnému niceni na konci tohoto milénia, at
uzZ se bavime o nuklearni katastrofé nebo ekologické degeneraci, to vSe skrze
abstrakce védy a filozofie.“85> To je ponékud radikalni vyklad Williamsova
nazoru, podle kterého by hlubsi lidské uvédoméni vlastniho téla a pochopeni
zakladnich biologickych potieb vedlo k lepSimu poznani lidské psychiky.86
Ginsberg nezavisle na tématu nevahal protlacit do popredi své ekologické
poselstvi a varovani pred nuklearni valkou. Nicméné tvrzeni, Ze prvnim
krokem k pratelskému pristupu ke svym mySlenkam je pozitivni pristup
k vlastnimu télu, nelze fakticky nic vytknout.

"

5.1.5 ,Mysl musi byt uvolnéna.” (,The mind must be loose.”)

Slogan druhého amerického prezidenta Spojenych statli americkych, Johna
Adamse, se skvéle snoubi se zenovym dvojverSim: ,V nekonefné prazdnoté
neexistuje vpredu a vzadu. Ptaci let stira rozdil mezi vychodem a zapadem.“87
Mysl je uvolnéna v tom ohledu, Ze nelze predvidat nebo ovliviiovat, co si

v

budeme myslet v pristim okamziku. Stejné jako se ptdk za letu mizZe

84 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 92.
85 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 93.
86 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 93.
87 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 93.
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pohybovat bez omezeni kterymkoliv smérem, miiZe se i mySlenka v uvolnéné
mysli pohybovat bez bariér. Nalézame v ni jak vychozi predpoklad pro
aplikaci ostatnich sloganli z Grovné zdakladid, tak jejich shrnuti. Basen
»,Cynical Song“ od Philipa Whalena, trebaZe balancuje na pomezi nihilismu,

reprezentuje uvolnénou mysl jak ideové, tak verbalné.

You do what you do
Fucky-ducky

You do it anyhow
People don’t like it
Fucky-ducky [. . .]38

V basni ,Waste. Profligacy. Fatuity” Whalen vylu¢né sleduje pochody
vlastni mysli.8° Zacina filozofovanim nad lidskou nepoucitelnosti (,Thank
God that’s over, Never again will I do thus & so0.“), volnymi asociacemi se
dostava k popisu vecere (,Unlimited cookies / Baked ananas / Booby Pie /
Cinnamon infested coffee (blarp)“) a konci kritickym zhodnocenim svého
vytvoru (“To think that anyone could SAY such a thing, much less write it /
down!”).?0 Ginsberg se snaZi ve svém vykladu odborné terminologii vyhybat,
v préze bychom tento pristup oznacili za proud védomi, modernistickou
techniku, ktera se shoduje s principem spontanniho psani a je rovnéz
prikladem uvolnéné mysli v takové podobé, vjaké se ji Ginsberg snaZi
vystihnout timto sloganem.

Zasadnim textem nejen pro pochopeni uvolnéné mysli ale do jisté miry
také pro celou Ginsbergovu tvorbu je basen ,Free Union“ od Andrého
Bretona, kterda méla ,zna¢ny dopad na [Ginsbergovy] bdasné vletné
,Kvileni.“1 Inspirace je patrna prinejmensim v repetici uvozovacich vyrazu.
Breton v této basni popisuje svoji Zenu a postupné se propracovava k stale
abstraktnéjsim ptirovnanim (,My wife with sex of an iris / A mine and a

platypus®).92

88 Allen Ginsberg, ed., Clear Seeing Poetics (Unpublished collection, 1993), 63.

89 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 94.

90 Ginsberg, Clear Seeing Poetics, 63.

91 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 96.

92 André Breton, Selected Poems of André Breton (Cape May: Cape Publishing, 1969), 31,
http://books.google.cz.
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Juxtapozici, kterou zde Breton vyuziva, resp. jeji vysledny obraz,
oznacuje Ginsberg za snovy.?3 Pravé pouze v ramci tohoto sloganu se dotkne
otazky snu, tirebaZe jen letmo: ,Mysl si nemlzZete napldnovat, stejné jako si
nemulZete naplanovat sny.“?* Jejich vyznam ve spontdnnim psani vSak
nerozebira. Nerozviji ani otdzku, do jaké miry by mély byt zdrojem inspirace,
zda reprezentuji naSe nejniternéjsi a tudiz prvni myslenky, ¢i do jaké miry
muZeme na jejich zakladé upravit pristup k interpretaci vlastni mysli. Tyto
otazky nutné musi napadnout clovéka pouceného zaklady psychoanalyzy,
Ginsberg se vSak pravdépodobné v zajmu prakti¢nosti a srozumitelnosti
svého vykladu snaZi vyhnout premire teorie a abstrakce.

K uvolnéni mysli vybizi také Kerouac v 17. sloce svého Mexico City
Blues. Ginsberg tuto basen vyklada tak, Ze ni¢cim nelimitovana mysl ditéte
bézi vSemi sméry, zatimco mysl dospélého je usmérnéna plisobenim televize,
filozofie nebo védy. Proto vyzdvihuje Kerouacovo sdéleni: ,Neignoruj ostatni
casti své mysli.”

5.1.6 ,Obycejna mysl obsahuje vécné postiehy.” (,Ordinary Mind includes
eternal perceptions.”)

,Obycejna mysl“ je fraze uZivana v zenovém budhismu. Zde plati, Ze
,kazdodenni, primérna [...] nudnd mysl je mysli nejvyssi.”?> Jeji posvatny
raz vsak nejsme schopni rozpoznat, protoZze podvédomé hledame vysoké
emotivni a intelektudlni podnéty, v diisledku ¢ehoZ nam unika to, co mame
pred ocCima. Aby dokdazal, Ze se pod spravnym uhlem pohledu miize i to
nejnudnéjsi stat zajimavym, popsal Ginsberg zdanlivé nezajimavy kout
prednaskové mistnosti, kterému by normalné téZko nékoho napadlo vénovat
pozornost. Popisovany predmét nebo okamzik nemusi sam o sobé vykazovat
zvlastni kvality, teprve pozornost basnika jim vénovana je odkryva.

Ginsberg nicméné na okraj zmini, Ze pozorovatel musi byt inteligentni.
To by v preneseném vyznamu mohl byt dalsi poZadavek na spontanniho

autora. Ginsberg vsSak nevysvétluje, zda je inteligence dtlezitd z hlediska

93 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 93.
94 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 107.
95 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 115.
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kvality vysledného popisu nebo zda je nezbytnym predpokladem pro to, aby
se mysl popisem néceho na prvni pohled nezajimavého viibec zaobirala.

Tento slogan, ktery Ginsberg povaZuje za zasadni pro moderni
americkou poezii dvacatého stoleti, vyjadiuje také smér, jimZ se soucasna
poezie ubirad.?¢ Vystihuje jeji snahu ,[vyjadrit] wuniverzalni sdéleni
prostrednictvim lokalniho, konkrétniho detailu.“?” Dokladem tohoto tvrzeni
muZe byt kterékoliv basenn od W. C. Williamse. Nicméné priklad, na kterém
tyto vécné postrehy Ginsberg rozebira, pochazi z pera Charlese Reznikoffa.
Basen, ktera svym charakterem pripomina haiku (o vyznamu této formy vice
pozdéji), nema nazev, kterym by odvadéla pozornost od obsahu. Skupinka
chodcti si ve vétru a desti razi cestu ponurou krajinou, aZ dorazi k chodniku,
na jehoZz okraji se zmitaji vyplavené zizaly, popsaného v zavérecném
dvojversi: (,[. . .] until we reach at last the crushed earthworms / stretched
and stretching on the wet sidewalk).98 V mysli ditéte mtliZe pohled na topici
se Zizaly vyvolat hrlizu a litost nad jejich osudem, mysl ¢lovéka opakované
tomuto pohledu vystavenému ¢asem otupi. Ukolem bésnika je tuto
vzpominku pomoci spravného pozorovani a zru¢ného popisu zprostredkovat
Ctenari tak, aby v ném vyvolala pocity pozorovatele, ktery néco podobného
vidi prvné. Dalsi basen se haiku pribliZuje i svoji délkou. Popisuje automobily
rozstrikujici vodu pti prijezdu kaluZemi, tedy obraz, ktery by netrénovana
mysl vyhodnotila jako vSedni. Pokud se vSak na chvili zastavime a zamérime
vnimani na detail, vznikne v nasi mysli otisk, ktery, rika Ginsberg, mizeme
nasledné ,presné popsat a prenést napric¢ stoletimi. Videadlnim ptipadé.“?? A
pokud se dany postreh podari prenést napric stoletimi, coZ se bez pochyby
podarilo prednim basnikiim minulosti, stdva se, navzdory tomu, Ze ma pivod
v obycCejné mysli, vécnym.

Nejvyraznéjsi obraz ale nalezneme v posledni ukdzce, rovnéZz od
Reznikoffa, ,Sunday Wlaks in Suburrbs®“. Ginsberg u této basné Rezkinoffovi

vytyka priliSnou poeti¢nost, kdyZ prirovna vrasky starych muzi ke kloublim

9 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 116.
97 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 117.

98 Ginsberg, Clear Seeing Poetics, 36.

99 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 118.
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na prstech (,[...]Jold men, wrinkled as knuckles, on the stoops“).190 Na tomto
misté se musim ohradit a vytknout Ginsbergovi poeticnost mnohem vétsi,
kdyZ se na priklad ve svém ,Kadi$“ obraci na svou zemrelou matku ,s prsty
rozbitych mandolin.“101 DaleZzitéjs$i neZz vrasciti muzi je vSak bezzuba Zena
zvykajici platek slaniny. Vahani mezi slovy slanina a Spek, kdyz se Ginsberg
zajima o preklad anglického ,bacon®, je ndzornou ukazkou toho, jak dilezita
je volba spravného slova pti prekladu basné — platek slaniny a kus Speku
vyvolaji totiZ v mysli ¢tenare zcela odliSnou predstavu.

Shrnuti sloganu , obycejna mysl obsahuje vécné postiehy” lze vyjadrit
jako zaméreni na konkrétni objekt a jeho pravdivy popis s co nejvétSim
oprosténim od abstrakce. Stoji za povSimnuti, Ze se v tomto duchu ponesou
vSechny zbylé slogany z drovné ,zdkladi“, coz by mohlo napomoct jejich

lepsimu pochopenti.

5.1.7 Postrehové slogany

Nazev ,postifehové” jsem pro tuto skupinu zvolil proto, Ze vSechny slogany
zde zarazené radi, jak se ,rozvzpomenout na to, co se délo v nasi mysli, nez
jsme si ji zacali v§imat.“192 To je dalsi z cest k tomu, co chceme vyjadrit
v poezii — prvni mySlence. Jednou z rad, jak tohoto docilit, je Ginsbergova

z v o

slovni hricka ,V$imej si, ¢eho si vSimas.“ (,Notice what you notice")
Obdobné sdéleni se skryva vidiomu bézZné uzivaném v americké anglictiné,
béhem prednasky trochu toporné pielozeném jako ,Pristihni se pri
mysSleni“ (,Catch yourself thinking)“, presto tento preklad vystihuje
podstatu sloganu lépe, nez ,premyslej védomé“,193 jak jej v ,Kosmopolitnich
pozdravech” preloZil Jaroslav Koran. JednoduSe receno se jedna o okamzik,
kdy na néco myslime podvédomé a tuto skutecnost nahle zaregistrujeme
vnaSem védomi. Obdobny mySlenkovy pochod musi existovat v kazdé

kulture, presto pro néj ne kazdy jazyk ma ustalenou frazi. Idiomaticky

preklad jednoho z prikladd vytéenych Ginsbergem (,I caught myself thinking

100 Ginsberg, Clear Seeing Poetics, 32.
101 Ginsberg, Karma, 137.

102 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 100.
103 Ginsberg, Karma, 271.
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about the first night with my husband®),10¢ by pravdépodobné zacinal:
»,Vzpomnéla jsem si [. . .]“ Zde vSak chybi prvek uvédoméni, prekvapeni a
urcitého vyjadreni rozpaki. Doslovny pieklad: ,Pristihla jsem se, jak myslim
[. . .]“ naopak postrada prirozenost. Odpovidajici idiom v CeStiné se
Ginsbergovu olomouckému obecenstvu najit nepodarilo, stejné jako se to
nezdarilo ani predtim v Némecku.195 To je dlikazem hloubky tohoto zdanlivé
jednoduchého porekadla — ,[...] ukazuje, Ze nejste uvéznéni vlastni mysli,
ale Ze jste mimo ni, pozorujete ji zvenc¢i.“196 Polemika o tom, kdo nebo co nas
vlastné pristihne pii mysleni, by mohla vyustit az v tezi, Ze existuji mysli dvé.
Z pohledu zenového budhismu lze hovorit o béZné mysli a ,velké” mysli.
K snaz$imu pochopeni saha Ginsberg po komiksu: béZnou mysl si miZeme
prestavit jako mySlenkovou bublinu u hlavy postavy, cely radmecek pak
predstavuje ,velkou“ mys].107

Jakmile se tedy pristihneme pti mysleni, vybér vhodného namétu pro
poezii usnadni slogan ,VSimej si toho, co je vyrazné.” (,Observe what’s
vivid“) Podobné jako predchozi slogany se i tento zaobira vybérem vhodné
(prvni) mysSlenky a jejim odliSenim od mysSlenek sekundarnich. Problémem
se tu stava opét preklad, kdy ceské ,vyrazné“ nevystihuje plné anglicky
protéjsek ,vivid“, tedy ,jasné, svézi, syté co do barvy“. Mimo to neni potieba
hlubsi vyklad, tento slogan obstoji bez problémi sdm o sobé. Také Ginsberg
jej shrnuje veskrze polopaticky: ,Jak pozndme, co je vyrazné? Vyrazné je
vyrazné. Pokud to neni vyrazné, neni to vyrazné. Neutkvi vam to v mysli.
Neuvidite to.“108 Bavime se tedy o obrazech, které v mysli jasné vyc¢nivaji nad
ostatni: ,Cokoliv vyzaruje obraz dostatec¢né jasny na to, abyste jej uvidéli a
byli schopni reprodukovat, je vhodnym tématem pro basen.“1% Pripomenme
si prikladem vyjevy z poezie Charlese Reznikoffa z kapitoly obycejné mysli:
ZiZzaly v deSti na okraji chodniku, automobily rozstfikujici kolem sebe

v pilkruzich vodu, Zena Zvykajici kus salniny.

104 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 121.
105 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 120.
106 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 122.
107 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 122.
108 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 123.
109 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 123.
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Shrnuti pak predstavuje navazujici slogan: ,Vyrazné se pirebere samo“
(,Vivdness is self-selecting), rovnéz z Ginsbergova pera. I vyrazné ale
muZe utéct nasSi pozornosti, pokud si nebudeme neustidle védomi svych
smysll a nebudeme je pravidelné kontrolovat. Podobné jako kdyz tak dlouho
sledujeme, co bézi v televizi, 11 dokud nenarazime na néco, co nds zajima.
K tradi¢ni pétici smyslii v Aristotelové pojeti pridava Ginsberg ne uplné
prekvapivé jesté Sesty — mysl. Basenn ,Jen bzukot mouchy”“ je klasickym
dilem americké basnifrky Emily Dickinsonové. AC byla Whitmanovou
soucasnici, jeji tvorba je podrizena pravidelnému verSovanému schématu.
Presto vSak je tato basen vytecnou ukdzkou zapojeni smyslového vnimani
pro ziskani podnétu — autorka vni popisuje svou uméleckou smrt
prostrednictvim pouhého musiho zabzuceni.

Na vyrazné vystupujici obrazy je bohatd poezie Roberta Creeleyho.
Basen ,Memory, 1930“ se také zaobira smrti a zaroven je do urcité miry
popisem procesu spontanniho psani. Autor se na zacatku snaZi
rozvzpomenout na smrt svého otce, ktery zemrel, kdyZz Creeleymu byly Ctyri
roky. (There are continuities in memory, but / useless, dissimilar. My sister’s
/ recollection of what happened won’'t / serve me.)!1l Jedinym pevnym
bodem je tak pro néj vzpominka na sanitku odjizdéjici pres zasnéZeny
travnik. Ve ,First Rain“ odkryva prvni dést, co bylo vzimé skryto pod
snéhovou prikryvkou, podobné jako kdyZ se rozvzpomindme na véci, které
jsme jiZ zapomnéli.

5.1.8 ,Pokud to nikomu neukazeme, mizZeme napsat, co chceme.” (,If we
don’t show anyone, we’re free to write anything.“)

Jak se vyrovnat se strachem z reakce okoli na mySlenky, trapilo Ginsberga uz
pri psani ,Kvileni“. Obaval se napftiklad, jak bude jeho otec reagovat na
otevieny popis promiskuitnich homosexualnich praktik a zda tim nemftze
pospinit dobré jméno rodiny.1?2 Jemu samotnému pomohlo presvédceni, Ze

,Kvileni“ nebude nikdy publikovat. Obavy vSak nemusi byt nutné moralniho

110 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 123.
111 Ginsberg, Clear Seeing Poetics, 32.
112 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 128.
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charakteru — jako ptiklad uvadi Ginsberg sovétské autory pisici ,do Supliku”
ve strachu pred persekuci stalinistickym rezZimem.

Dal$i moZnost, jak celit strachu z reakce okoli, predstavuje technika,
kterou praktikoval Jack Kerouac. Ten se rozhodl, Ze bude po dobu jednoho
roku kazdy den psat a své vytvory okamzité palit. Timto cvicenim pry
,oteviel svétu celou oblast svého soukromi a po roce se uZ nestydél za
vlastni mySlenky.“113 To je ale nepravdivé tvrzeni, protoZe, jak doklada jiny
rozhovor z kraje devadesatych let, tedy dlouho po Kerouacové smrti, jeho
fixace by mu nedovolila ,[. . .]Judélat na verejnosti nic, s ¢im by jeho matka
nesouhlasila. Nebo napsat néco, co by si mohla precist, napriklad jak mu ho
koutim nebo tak [...] TakZe to ovliviiovalo, co si dovolil rict.“114 Minimalné
na tomto prikladu lze prokazat, Ze dodrzovani tohoto sloganu nemusi mit

nutné za nasledek odbourani obav z reakce naseho okoli.

5.1.9 ,Jeden postfeh musi neprodlené a pfimo vést k postrehu dalSimu.”
(,One perception must immediately and directly lead to a further
perception.”)

Ackoliv se o ném Ginsberg nezminuje tak casto jako o svych dalSich
basnickych vzorech, Charles Olson ma na tvorbu Allena Ginsberga podle
mého nazoru stejné razantni dopad jako Whalt Whitman a W. C. Williams.
Vzidyt po tom, aby byla délka radku podrizena dechu, tak jak to nalézame v
,Kvileni“, volal Olson ve svém manifestu ,Projective Verse“ v dobé, kdy
Ginsberg jesté psal jambem.

Netvrdim, Ze by snad Olson touto formulaci polozil zaklady Ginsbergova
spontanniho psani, velmi vystiZzné je vSak shrnul. Predstava jednoho
postiehu vedouci k druhému v sobé zahrnuje obraz fragmentované mysli
(pozdéji jeSté umocnény Ginsbergovou implementaci techniky filmového
stiihu) a znovu shrnuje doposud uvedené slogany. Svym principem znovu
vymezuje spontanni psani vici verSovanym schématliim a planovani. Basnik
by mél zaznamenavat zmény v mysli béhem procesu psani, ne se ridit

dopfedu vymezenym tématem a schématem, v takovém pripadé by naopak

113 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 101.
114 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 544.
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musel svou mysl podrizovat jim. Pokud béhem psani ,vyvstane v jeho mysli
nova myslenka, mél by ji zahrnout do véty.“115 Tak povede jeden vjem pfimo
k druhému a vznikne obraz nas$i fragmentované mysli, jak o ni hovofi
Ginsberg v uvodu své prednasky. Ten se odrazi nejen v surrealismu, ale za
pomoci techniky stfihu také ve filmové tvorbé.

Philip Whalen, dalsi z rady beatnikii zdsadné ovlivnénych budhismem,
nabizi obraznéjsi pojeti vySe zminéného v sloganu: ,Mé psani je obrazem
pohybujici se mysli.“ (,My writing is a picture of the mind moving.“)
Whalen tuto ideu formuloval ve skutefnosti technictéji, jako ,mé pasni je
grafem pohybujici se mysli.“ Toto vyjadreni se zda byt vhodnéjsi — krivka
grafu reprezentuje predstavu pribéhu zmén v mysli a jeji pohyb lépe, nez
staticky obraz. TéZko tedy rict, pro¢ podobu sloganu Ginsberg takto upravil.
K témto vyjadrenim pridava jesté jeden svij, lakonicky slogan ,Pirekvapiva
mysl (Surprise mind)“. Ten je pouze opisem toho, co jiZ bylo jedenkrat
vyfrceno ve vykladu uvolnéné mysli: ,Ma mysl je pro mé vzdy prekvapenim,

nikdy nevim, co si budu myslet v dalsi chvili.“116

5.1.10,Do staré tané / skocila zaba, / zblunk!“ (,An old pond, a frog jumps
in, kerplunk!“)

Basnicka forma Haiku, kterou Ginsberg oznacuje bezvyhradné za Japonskou,
je zjeho pohledu pro psani mysli klicova. Nejen Ze se (at uz v konkrétni
podobé nebo zastoupena juxtapozici) objevuje ve vSech stadiich procesu
psani, zaroven je jednim ze zdrojl inspirace, ke kterym se Ginsberg hlasi uz
vrané obhajobé svého ,Kvileni“. Zde nabizi priléhavy primér elektrického
naboje mezi dvéma elektrodami, ktery je tim vétsi, ¢im vétsi je vzdalenost
mezi dvéma po6ly.1?7 Olomouckym studentlim jej neméné vystizné popisuje
jako ,sedmnadctislabi¢nou verbalni fotografii“118 ovlivnén snad svou vasni pro
fotografii, které se v pozdéjsi fazi zivota vénoval i profesné. Dalsim dtlezitym

prvkem je pocit prazdnoty (zdsadni pro radu navazujicich slogant).

115 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 108.
116 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 108.
117 See Ginsberg, Howl, 153.

118 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 108.
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Pouzité Bashovo haiku je velmi slavnym zastupcem tohoto Zanru a je
zde uvedeno v Ginsbergové vlastnim prekladu dokladajicim, Ze své zasady
spontanniho projevu nehodlad porusit ani pii prekladu natolik etablované
formy, jakou je haiku (ze vSech uvedenych prikladii nema predepsanych
sedmnact slabik jedind, o posloupnosti 5-7-5 slabik nemluvé), dililezité je, co
a jakym zplsobem je vyjadieno. Dva rozdilné obrazy — klidnd hladina
starého jezirka versus naruseni, Splouchnuti vody v pohybu — vytvofii
v mysli obraz zaby skakajici do vody, ktera se udajné!l? v plivodnim zapisu
viibec neobjevuje. Jak bylo feCeno o ,prekvapivé mysli“, i zde miiZe nahle
vyskocit mySlenka ,ve starém jezere mysli“.120

Dal$im pojitkem mezi haiku a spontdnnim psanim je bezesporu fakt, Ze
duchovniho otce této discipliny oznacil Ginsberg za mistra haiku. ,[Kerouac]
vykazuje hlavni znak velkého basnika, je jediny ve Spojenych statech, kdo
umi napsat haiku. [...] A haiku pritom piSou vSichni.“121

5.1.11,Kouzlo spociva v naprostém docenéni nahody.” (,Magic is the total
appreciation of chance.”)

Aleatoricky experimentalni skladatel John Cage a jeho tvorbou silné
ovlivnény Jackson Mac Low byli v Narépové institutu castymi hosty. Cilené
vyuzivani nahody v jejich dile muselo tedy nutné zaujmout i spontanniho
ducha Allena Ginsberga. Presto se miZe zdat, Ze tento Trungpou
zformulovany slogan do dosavadniho diskurzu az tak hladce nezapada.
Ginsberg se viibec nezdrZuje vysvétlovanim, co ma vlastné ono ,kouzlo“
znamenat a jak se ma projevit v poezii, jen konstatuje, Ze ,kazdy chce, aby
jeho poezie byla kouzelna“.122

Opét prichazi na radu videoklip, ve kterém nalezneme ,obrazkovou
ruletu, koloto¢ nahodnych obrazl spojenych dohromady snad nahodou,
trochu zamérné, ale taky zapadaji na misto a jeden obrazec prekvapivé

preskakuje k druhému.“123 Ani tento ambivalentni komentar ale roli ndhody

119 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 110.
120 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 110.

121 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 51.

122 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 111.

123 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 111.
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uplné neobjasnuje. Jako skutecné definitivni ptiklad tak Ginsberg srovnava
umirajiciho Clovéka, ktery svoji situaci prijme a pozoruje (doslova se do ni
»,ponoii“) a Clovéka, ktery zaujme odmitavy postoj, je neStastny, Ze umira,
odmita se s tim smirit a tim se postupné propada do hlubsi a hlubsi bolesti,
»[- - .] rozdil mezi ¢lovékem Zijicim s AIDS a umirajicim na AIDS, dalo by se
rict.“124 T smrt a smrtelné nemoci tedy povaZuje pouze za dalSi nahody v
lidském Zivoté.

Ginsberg v této dobé netusil, Ze ma pred sebou necelé Ctyri roky Zivota
a nevypovidal tudiZ z pozice Clovéka, ktery si je védom bliZicitho se konce.
Slusi se vSak podotknout, Ze kdyZ mu lékar o nékolik let pozdéji sdélil
nevylécitelnou diagnézu, prijal ji Allen bez vyhrad a odebral se z nemocnice
do svého bytu, kde travil své posledni dny obklopeny prateli.125 Stejné
smifené, tirebaZe trochu sentimentdlné, pusobi i jeho posledni basen
priléhavé nazvand ,Co uZ neudéldm (Nostalgie)“, kterd je dilezitym
svédectvim o pohybu mysli v poslednich dnech pred smrti. Jednou z poloZek
na seznamu véci, které uz Ginsberg nestihne dokon¢it, jsou také ,mind
writing slogans®, v ¢eském prekladu ,slogany psané v mysli“12¢ (ptekladatel
zde zjevné zaménil pricesti za gerundium, pro nase potreby zlistaneme u
prekladu ,slogany pro psani mysli“). KaZdopadné zde vychazi najevo, Ze ani
ve svych sedmdesati letech nerekl jeSté k otazce spontanni poezie Ginsberg
posledni slovo a nebyt jeho nahlé smrti, nepochybné by se pocet sloganti dale

rozristal, cemuz nasvédcuje i fakt, Ze za Ginsbergova Zivota nebyly v iuplném

znéni publikovany.

5.1.12Slogany vnitiniho rozporu

Tematiku ndhody v basnické tvorbé volné rozviji druhy slogan od Walta
Whitmana, opét z jeho kli¢ové sbirky Stébla trdvy: ,Ze si odporuji? / Dobra,
odporuji si / (Jsem Siroky, jsou ve mné davy).“ (,Do I contradict myself?
Very well, then I contradict myself, [I am large. I contain multitudes].”)

Ginsberg tyto verSe vyklada jako svoleni, které Whitman dava svému

124 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 111.
125 Morgan, 647.
126 Ginsberg, Karma, 305.
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publiku, aby si mohlo lépe uvédomit ndhodné (a casto rozporuplné)
fungovani lidské mysli, v souladu s nasledujicim sloganem Johna Keatse.
Ginsberg vysvétluje pojem jedince obsahujiciho davy tak, Ze ,neexistuje
jedno jediné ego, jedno ,Ja‘. Existuje bezpocet ,ja".“127 Nejde o potlacenim
individuality, které by se v dlisledku nesneslo s Whitmanovou inspirativni
oslavou sebe sama v prvnich verSich basné ,Sam sebe slavim“. Ginsberg
rozvadi absenci ega na pozadi japonské budhistické estetiky, kde toto
reprezentuje velkou, rozlehlou a uvolnénou mysl (pozitivni charakteristika)
v protipo6lu egocentrické sebestirednosti (charakteristika negativni).128

Ze i teorie moderni poezie miiZe &erpat z poezie mnohem stars,
napriklad romantické, dokazuje vynatek z dopisu Johna Keatse jeho bratrim:
o[- - .] Jakou prednosti se vyznacuje uspésSny jedinec, zejména v
literature? [. . .] Negativni schopnosti, totiZ kdyz je c¢lovék schopen
existovat v nejistoté, zahadach, pochybach, aniz by se zatvrzele
domahal pravdy a rozumu.” (,[. . .] What quality went to form a man of
achievement, especially in literature? [. . .] Negative capability, that is,
when a man is capable of being in uncertainties, mysteries, doubts,
without any irritable reaching after fact & reason.” Frazi ,negativni
schopnost” rozumime ochotu ptijmout dvojakou podstatu véci a netrvat na
tom, Ze néco je bud to, nebo ono a nic mezi tim. Tento zplisob uvazovani,
vlastni kazdému dogmatickému naboZenstvi (coZ na tomto misté vyjimecné
opomina komentovat), se vdobé Ginsbergovy navstévy Olomouce nejvice
odrazil na vale¢ném konfliktu v nékdejsi Jugoslavii, ktery byl tou dobou
v plném proudu a ktery jej drive toho roku inspiroval k napsani basné ,Peace
in Bosnia-Herzegovina“. Stejné ostie jako o naboZenské nesndaSenlivosti se
v ramci negativni schopnosti vyslovil o homofobii: ,Bud’ je to cerné, nebo
bilé. Bud'to jsi teplous, nebo hetero. Bud'to jsi Srb, nebo Bosnk. [...] Bud'to

jsi Chorvat, nebo muslim. Bud'to jsi Americ¢an, nebo komunista. [. . .] Mizes

127 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 114.
128 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 110.
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byt oboje! Nebo jak fika Gregory Corso: ,Mas-li na vybér ze dvou véci, vyber

si obé."129

5.1.13Slogany formy

Zavedené basnické formy nevyhovuji potfebam spontanni poezie jednoduse
proto, Ze spontannost z principu neumozZiiuji. Je-li basnikova tvorba
podrizena verSovanému schématu, je jako malif vybarvujici predem
predtisténé kontury. Slogan Roberta Creeleyho citovany Charlesem Olsonem
vjeho ,Projective Verse“ zni: ,Forma neni nikdy vic neZ rozSifenim
obsahu.” (,Form is never more than extension of content.”) Ginsberg to
jeSté podpori ustfredni mysSlenkou funkcionalismu, jejiZ autorstvi nepravem
prisuzuje F. L. Wrightovi: ,Forma nasleduje funkci.“ (,Form follows
function.“) PrestoZze jsme zvykli funkcionalismus spojovat vyhradné
s architekturou, stoji za uvahu, zda pravé spontadnni psani neni prikladem
uziti zasad funkcionalismu v literature. Paklize jsme naSi mysl definovali
jako nekone¢ny zdroj fragmentovanych a rozporuplnych obrazli, musi
tomuto faktu podléhat i forma jejiho vyjadreni. Ta bude mit idedlné tolik
variant, kolik existuje variant lidskych mysli. V opa¢ném ptipadé by Slo o
napodobovani, které se prekvapivé nevyhyba ani spontannimu psani,
dokonce ani Ginsbergovi samotnému (napfiklad v basni ,Returning to the
Country For a Brief Visit“ se dle vlastnich slov oteviené inspiroval starou
¢inskou poezif).130

Ani tak spontdnnimu basnickému duchu nebyl tento pristup od pocatku
zfejmy. KdyZz se Ginsberg ptal W. C. Williamse, jakou formu by méla mit
dlouha basen, dostalo se mu odpovédi: ,Mnoho riznych forem.“ ,To mé
predtim nikdy nenapadlo, myslel jsem, Ze je na to jedna forma nebo jeden
jambicky pentametr,“131 priznava Ginsberg a jednim dechem dodava, Ze ve
vSech velkych basnich dvacatého stoleti je najednou uZito mnoha rlznych
forem, prikladem miuaZze byt T. S. Elliotova ,Pustd zemé“, ,Cantos“ Ezry

Pounda nebo Williamstyv ,Paterson“, ve kterém byl napfriklad pouzit i

129 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 113.
130 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 412.
131 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 114.
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»prehled jednotlivych geologickych vrstev mésta Paterson [a] novinové
vystrizky.“132 Hlavni dliraz nicméné Ginsberg znovu klade na koldZ a montaz,
které nejlépe vystihuji podobu roztristéné lidské mysli.

5.1.14,Nic neni vhodnéjsi pro vé¢éné byti / nebo tak bilé jako bila, ktera

zmird na sklonku dne.” (,Nothing is better for being Eternal / nor so
white as the white that dies of a day.”)

Na prvni pohled snad trochu matouci dvojversi u nds pomérné neznamého a
bohuZel nepreloZeného, presto predniho predstavitele a spoluzakladatele
objektivistické Skoly Louise Zukofskyho, je ve své podstaté ocenénim
prchavé povahy lidskych mySlenek. Srozumitelnéjsi je slogan v Ginsbergové
upravé: ,Nic neni vhodnéjsi pro vécnou existenci nez tradi¢ni cervena riZze,
kterd uvadne na konci dne.“ Riize je odvékym symbolem krasy a néznosti
praveé pro svou pomijivost, a pokud bychom ji o ni ptipravili, riize by ztratila
svlj smysl a ndm by zbyla pouze jakasi ,dekorace z budoaru.“133 Zachyceni
Cisté, ptivodni a prchavé myslenky bude mit v poezii mnohem vétsi cenu, nez
cileny pokus o napodobeni hlubokych a vysoce estetickych mySlenek, stejné
jako Ziva rlize bude mit vzdy vétsi cenu (nerozumime cenu monetarni) nez

napodobenina riize ze dreva ¢i kovu.

5.1.15,Mista v ¢ase” (,,Spots of time*)

TtrebaZe se o Williamu Wordsworthovi, velkém duchu romantické poezie,
neda mluvit jako o spontannim basnikovi, jeho snaha pribliZit poezii jazyku
prostého lidu predstavovala vtomto ohledu bezesporu krok spravnym
smérem. Mimoto ve své poezii pouZil termin ,mista v ¢ase“ — odrazy
vyraznych proZitkii v naSi paméti, na které si opakované vzpomeneme
v nejriznéjSich situacich. Nazyvam je pro lepsi predstavu ,mista v Case“,
prestoZe v prekladu Zdenika Hrona se hovori prosté o ,chvilich“: ,V Zivoté na
nas prichazeji chvile, jez nad ostatni vyniknou a cnost, jeZ obnovuje, uchovaji
[. . .].“13¢ Jsou to ony vécné postiehy z kapitoly o obycejné mysli, Creeleyho

vzpominka z détstvi na umrti otce nebo jeho kraticka basen ,Echo”, ktera je

132 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 132.

133 “Allen Ginsberg & Steven Taylor at Texas State 1996 - Q & A -1,” The Allen Ginsberg Project,
http://ginsbergblog.blogspot.cz/2014/10/allen-ginsberg-steven-taylor-at-texas_11.html

134 William Wordsworth. Podzemni hudba (Praha: BB/art s.r.o., 2009), 118.
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zaroven ,utrzkem Zivého jazyka“.13> Tyto okamzZiky epifanie, jak je Ginsberg
oznacuje, pritom nemusi napliiovat podstatu pouzitého vyrazu, miizZe se
jednat o ,naprosto obycejné momenty, které nam z toho ¢i onoho diivodu
utkvi v hlavé.“13¢ Znovu zde vyplouvd na povrch dilezitost basnikovy
sebedlivéry zminované jiz pti debaté o vybéru prvni myslenky, protoze pravé
to délad basnika basnikem, jak Ginsberg zdliraziiuje svému posluchacstvu:
,VSichni mate mozky [miliardy let staré] co do vyvoje, [. . .] nekonectné
védomi a nekonecné velkou mysl, [. . .] dvacet tricet Ci vic let zkuSenosti a
mist v ¢ase. Mate vSechny predpoklady stat se basniky kromé jedné véci, a
tou je pamatovani si a docenéni vlastniho Zivota.”137 V tom také tkvi vyznam

Whitmanovych versl z prvni ¢asti basné ,Zpév o mé*“:

Sam sebe slavim, sdm sebe opévam,

Co ja si troufam, ty téz si troufni,

Nebot kazdy atom, ktery mi patfi, i tobé patfi.138
Pokud se nauc¢ime vidét sviij Zivot stejné dulezity jako ten Whitmaniv,
podarilo se Whitmanovi pfenést pomoci tohoto trojversi své sdéleni, souhlas
a povzbuzeni — ,Nezavislost. Jste vlastnimi pany [...] Vase mysl je pro vas i

ostatni nejvyssi autoritou.“139

5.1.16,Kazdy si na posteli mluvil pro sebe, bez hlesu.” (,Each on his bed
spoke to himself alone, making no sound.”)

Vynatek z basné Louise Zukofskiho, ktery je zaroven poslednim sloganem
z oblasti zaklad(, popisuje stav tésné pred usnutim, kdy ¢lovék hovofi sdm se
sebou. Myslenky, které nas vtéchto okamzZicich napadaji, patifi pry
k nejdtivérnéjsim za cely den a jsou skutecnym piikladem sloganu ,ma mysl
je oteviena sobé samé“,140 coZ z nich déla idedlni material pro poezii. Opét
vSak vyvstava otazka, jak je vérné zreprodukovat. Ze zdanlivé jednoduchého
ukolu se stadva nepiekonatelna prekazka. ,Kdybyste to dokazali, byli byste

Shakespeare,“ komentuje problém se smichem Ginsberg. ,Kazdy chce védét,

135 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 125.

136 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 127.

137 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 127.

138 Walt Whitman, Stébla trdvy (Praha: Nase vojsko, 1955), 69.
139 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 128.

140 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 128.
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co si lidé ve skute¢nosti mysli. Ne co rikaji, Ze si mysli, ne co chtéji, aby si
ostatni mysleli, Ze si mysli, ale co si doopravdy mysli. To by byl zazrak.”141
NefalSované spontanni psani mize ve svétle (nebo stinu) pravé
feceného vypadat jako iluze a miize byt dokonce v rozporu s podstatou
naseho uvazovani. Ukolem spontanniho basnika je se s pomoci slogant pro
psani mysli tomuto idealu co nejvice priblizit. Bylo by poSetilé myslet si, Ze z
nas sebevétsi mnozstvi poucek udéld nového Whitmana ¢i Ginsberga, mliZzou
nam vSak pomoci odhalit nas skutec¢ny potencial a umozZnit ndm psat bez

masky tak, jak to doopravdy citime.

5.2 Slogany z urovné cesty

Pomyslna cesta vnazvu druhé udrovné slogani vede od vybéru
vhodnych myslenek az kjejich realizaci a k basnickému vyjadreni. Slovy
Ginsberga: ,Jak pouzit, seradit a pretridit jednotlivé aspekty mysli, jak
prijmout obycejnou mysl a jak s ni pracovat? Psat a u¢it miiZzeme pouze to, co
zname. Jaké triky a techniky soustredéni lze praktikovat?“142 Pokud se prvni
uroven sloganl zaobirala spravnou orientaci v mysli spontdnniho autora,
druha vychazi ze spontanni povahy ctenarovy mysli. Jak formulovat dané
mysSlenky tak, aby mély na ptijemce poZadovany dopad?

5.2.1 ,Nezastavuj se, abys premyslel nad slovy, ale abys lépe uvidél obraz.”
(,Don’t stop to think of words but to see the picture better.”)

Pfes nesporny plvab Ginsbergovy heslovité metody vyuky je tfeba Cas od
casu poznamenat, Ze by misty mohl uprednostnit vlastni vyklad pred
hleddnim vhodného citatu u kolegli. Dokladem toho je zde pouzity slogan od
Jacka Kerouaca, u kterého neni mimo vyznamu jisté ani znéni —
v prednaskach opakované zazniva v jiné podobé€, nez v jaké je uveden na
seznamu sloganti (,Don’t think of words when you stop but to see the picture

better.”).143

141 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 129.

142 “Mind Writing Slogans of Allen Ginsberg”

143 Gary Gach, ed., What Book!?: Buddha Poems from Beat to Hiphop (Parallax Press, 2013), 198,
http://books.google.cz.
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Dany slogan je ptritom moZné formulovat veskrze polopaticky:
vybavime si obraz a z néj odvodime potrebna slova, nezZ abychom se snazili
vymysSlet slova, ktera k nicemu neodkazuji. ,Pokud si vybavite scénu nebo
osobu, kterou popisujete, nebo starou cajovou konvicku, jako zatisi, [. . .]
uvidite obraz lépe, slova pak prijdou sama, protoZe mate podle ¢eho psat.“ To
ale neznamena, Ze Ginsberg znevaZuje ostatni druhy poezie — jakou je
poezie zvukova, Cisté abstraktni nebo filozofickA — pouze se ve svém
vykladu zaméruje na vychodisko moderni Americké poezie, obzvlasté ve
vztahu k té beatnické.1#* Proto zde, jak uZ je v této fazi Ginsbergova vykladu
patrno, sehrava klicovou roli vizualni vjem. Kuprikladu Kerouac mél
v umyslu napsat roman, jez by byl jakymsi filmem ¢i kinematografem mysli,

William Burroughs zase udajné premyslel vyhradné v obrazech.145

5.2.2 ,Vychutnavej samohldsky, vaz si souhldsek.” (,Savor vowels,
appreciate consonants.”)

Podle Ginsbergovych slov byla poezie zpivana od svého pocatku. Homér
zpival svoji Odyseu a Sapfé recitovala basné za doprovodu pétistrunné
lyry.146 Zvuk, resp. hudba byly tedy vzdy dilezitou slozkou poezie obecné a
neméné poezie Ginsbergovy, kdy toto plati od pocatku jeho tvorby.
Dokladem je instrukce zahrnutd v post skriptu dopisu, kterym Ginsberg
uvadi své basné zaslané W. C. Williamsovi v roce 1955: ,Tyto basné [...]
vyznéji nejlépe a nejzretelnéji c¢tené nahlas.“147 Skutec¢né, uZz z ranych
zvukovych nahrdvek Ginsbergovy recitace vyzafuje nezaménitelna
melodi¢nost a eldn, které davaji basnim doslova novy rozmér. Uloha
interpreta je tak u Ginsberga neméné dileZitd nez je tomu u hudebnich
interprett. Hranice mezi poezii a hudbou je u néj vSak obtizné definovatelna.
Samotné spontanni psani bylo motivovdno touhou dosdhnout na poli
literatury toho, ¢eho dosahoval ¢erny americky jazz v hudbé.148 Postupem

¢asu se navic v Ginsbergovych vystoupenich stavala hudba stdle zasadnéjSim

144 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 141.
145 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 144.
146 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 106.
147 Ginsberg, Howl, 150.

148 Kerouac, 143.
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prvkem — od zhudebnénych versi Williama Blakea (které se postupem casu
staly nedilnou soucasti jeho verejnych Cteni, pri nichZ zpival a sam se
doprovazel na prenosné harmonium), ptfes fadu bluesovych pisni, az po
spolupraci se zvuénymi jmény hudebni scény, jako napr. Phillipem Glassem
nebo Paulem McCartneym.#? Pro lepsi ilustraci odkazuji na audio prilohu
této prace, vniz jsou knalezeni zaznamy z Ginsbergovych hudebné-
poetickych olomouckych vystoupeni.

Vyklad tohoto sloganu vsak nemusi nutné souviset s hudbou, mize
zcela jednoduse znamenat, Ze basnik by mél zretelné a pomalu vyslovovat,
jak se o to po dobu vykladu sloganu snazi Ginsberg sam a jak napriklad
ocefiuje u vystoupeni Boba Dalyna, kterému prisluhuje velkou zasluhu na
navratu poezie do populdrni hudby.150 Snahou o srozumitelnost vysvétluje
Dylaniv charakteristicky ,usklebek” pri zpévu, ktery se mu na tvari objevuje
v disledku peclivého vyslovovani kazdé slabiky, aby mu pocetné obecenstvo

snadno rozumeélo.151

5.2.3 Slogany vécné

Pod timto pracovnim oznacenim si shrneme slogany, které pres rozdilny
pivod a znéni ,v podstaté znamenaji totéz,“152 jak ptiznava sam Ginsberg.
Zajimat nas opét bude to, co je hmatatelné nebo dobie popsatelné a stranit
se naopak budeme abstrakce a generalizace — pristup, ktery techniku psani
mysli prostupuje skrz naskrz, si tedy rozebereme v jiné roviné, pricemz se
posuneme od vybéru mysSlenek k metodé jejich zaznamu.

Tti slogany si zde Ginsberg vypijcil od W. C. Williamse. O prvnim z nich
hovorti jako o ,velmi slavném sloganu v americké poezii, kterému vSichni
basnici rozumi nebo o ném maji ponéti, at uz se jej rozhodnou praktikovat
nebo ne.“153 Toto je skutecné heslo, které by se mohlo objevit verbu
spontanni poezie: ,Zadné myslenky ne% ve vécech.” (,No ideas but in

things“) Baterie vyrazi, kterych se rozhodneme uzit pri pfenosu naSich

149 Morgan, 639.

150 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 302.

151 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 107.
152 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 137.

153 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 137.
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mySlenek, by se méla skladat ze slov odkazujicich k vécem a faktiim, ,jako u
novinové reportaze — Kdy? Kde? Jak?“154 MoZnym vysledkem je pak jazyk,
ktery Ginsberg zamérné pouZzivd ve své prvni publikované basnické sbirce
,Prazdné zrcadlo“.15> Nebo jesté jednoduSeji feceno — zvolit to, co mame
»blizko u nosu“ (,,close to the nose“), co je blizko naSemu Zivotu. Stejné tak
vyzva ,upni svou mysl na véci“ (,clamp down the mind on objects”)
srozumitelné vyjadiuje princip, ktery zastava. Williams si v jednotlivych
basnich neprotife¢i — pokus o diislednou analyzu by byl bohuZel nad ramec
tohoto komentare, presto kterakoliv jeho namatkou vybrand basen bude
beze zbytku spliiovat vySe napsané. To se ale s klidnym srdcem neda rict o
Ginsbergovi; snad si nedovolim prilis, kdyZ jeho ikonické ,Kvileni“ oznacim
za dilo, které se bez poznamkového aparatu neda pochopit, coZ se s kyZzenou
univerzalnosti Ginsbergovy poezie neslucuje. Obraty jako ,nebesky kontakt
s hvézdnym dynamem ve strojovné moci“, ,vodikova hraci skfin (hydrogen
jukebox)“, kterou uvedl v zavéru prvni prednasky jako nejlepsi priklad prvni
mySlenky v celé své poezii, ¢i vSeobjimajici ,Moloch“ — ty vSechny mohou
byt ucebnicovymi ptiklady prvni mysSlenky a uvolnéné mysli. Zaroven jsou
vSak v rozporu s vétSinou slogant z druhé Grovné, na kterou jsou jednoduse
prilis abstraktni. DluZno podotknout, Ze si byl Ginsberg tohoto problému
védom a béhem svych prednaSek se o ném zminil. ,Ma mysl ma skony
k abstrakci, generalizaci a kecani hovadin, jak tady predvadim. [. . .] Proto
vénuji velkou pozornost radam, kterych se mi dostalo od W. C. Williamse,
abych upnul mysl na véci, vratil se na pevnou zem a zlistal blizko u nosu.”156
Kontroverzni jsou také nasledujici slogany, které Ginsberg doprovazi
improvizovanymi priklady. Napr. “primé zachazeni s predmétem” (,direct
treatment of the thing“) od E. Pounda ilustruje tak, Ze namisto prostého
»,vySel jsem ven” rikd ,vySel jsem do brecky na Démské ulici.“157 U lidového
sloganu ,dej mi priklad“ (,give me a for instance“) rozvede prosté

konstatovani ,jidlo je dobré“ do podoby rozvleklého souvéti: ,KdyZz clovék

154 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 137.
155 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 71.
156 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 142.
157 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 138.
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cely den nic nejedl a prijde zvenku ze snéhu a ¢ekd na néj horké jidlo,
knedliky s omackou, je to fajn.“158 A do tretice ,Prirozeny objekt je vidy
prihodnym symbolem“ (,The natural object is always the adequate
symbol“), ¢imZ chtél Pound poukazat na sobéstacnost prostych véci, které
neni tfeba rozvijet a nahrazovat. Ginsberg prezentuje tento slogan
zplisobem, Ze nahradi ,byl jsem vjednom malém mésté v Ceské republice”
poeti¢téjsim, le¢ obSirnym, ,Byl jsem v Olomouci, kde co pét minut uhanély
zasnézenymi ulicemi s burdcenim tramvaje.“15 Nehodldm na tomto misté
zpochybnovat na zdkladé nékolika nestastné zvolenych prikladl platnost a
prinos téchto sloganli. Zamérenim na véci dosdhl Ginsberg konkrétnéjsiho
popisu s hlub8i atmosférou, stalo se tak nicméné na udkor strucCnosti a
vystiznosti. Jeden vyrazny symbol by snad vystihnul ptivodni myslenku lépe,
nez deset ndhodné vybranych.

Jednd se rovnéz o prohteSek vic¢i dalsi zrady tvircéich rad, které
Ginsbergovi poskytnul W. C. Williams: ,Omez se na to Zivé.“160 Ve svych
olomouckych prednasSkach se o ni nezmifuje, prestoZe tato si uz svou
heslovitou povahou a jasnym znénim piimo rikd o zarazeni mezi slogany
(jedinym podobnym je snad ,nejlepSi jsou utrzky Zivého jazkya“).161 Jinak
receno: ,Je 1épe mit jednu Zivou radku neZ stranky neaktivniho, neutralniho
materidlu.“162 Paradoxné uspésSnéjSim se v aplikaci této zasady jevi klasicky
odchovany irsky basnik William Butler Yeats (tfebaZe jeho pozdni tvorbu
spojuje Kerouac se spontannim psanim),163 jehoZz dvojversi povaZoval
Ginsberg za natolik dtlezité, Ze se jej rozhodl zaradit po bok jiZ tak dost
pocetnych sloganli na téma vécné substituce. Byly-li tyto verse kdy pteloZeny
do ceStiny, nepodatilo se mi preklad dohledat, proto pro potieby sloganu
uvadim vlastni: ,,A Ze byla stara, potahla kizi / vSechno, co rekla“. (And

being old she put a skin / on everything she said.“) Podle Ginsberga to, co

je zde vyjadreno idiomem (put a skin on...), jehoZ vyznam je i v anglic¢tiné

158 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 138.
159 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 138.
160 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 423.
161 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 144.
162 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 371.
163 See Kerouac, 144.

50



ponékud vagni, mohl Yeats opsat jako ,,jelikoZ byla stard a moudra byla
konkrétni v zpilsobu, jakym vyjadirovala myslenky,” coZ je velmi obecny
zplsob, jak to rict.“1¢* Nakolik je tento zplsob obecny, ponechme na
individualnim posouzeni. PouZita fraze nicméné spliuje poZzadavky kladené
na autora sesterskymi slogany a na rozdil od Ginsbergovych ptikladi ma
navic pozitivni dopad v podobé aktivni fraze a uspory slov.

Svym dalSim sloganem se Ezra Pound definitivné stavd Ginsbergovym
oblibenym pramenem pro tuto oblast. ,Ukazovani namisto odkazovani“
(,Presentation, not reference“), v technictéjSim vyrazivu ,prezentace
namisto reference”. Reference nas odkaze nékam mimo stranku, kdezto za
pomoci prezentace lze snaze popsat, co mame na mysli, jako kdyZ svij
oblibeny poeticky obraz — paprsky slunce odrazejici se od hladiny
Stredozemniho more — shrne Ezra Pound jako ,plechové zablesky
slune¢niho svitu (the tin flash of sun dazzle).“16> Carl Rakosi, americky
objektivisticky basnik madarského plivodu, poskytuje ve své basni ,To a
Collie Pup“ nebyvale vécny popis externiho svéta, nebot na néj nahlizi o¢ima
Sténéte, jehoZ realita se skldda vyhradné ze znamych véci a oblicejt. (,Why,
you are hardly old enough / to know the difference / between your tail and a
shadow, / yet the warm radiator / and your bowl of water / are already old
friends.“)166 Radiator a miska, zdroje tepla a vody, se pro $téné prirozené
stavaji krajné dilezitymi a v preneseném vyznamu se stavaji klicovymi i pro
basnika, protoZe ten upind svou pozornost na to, co je diilezité pro subjekt,
ktery popisuje (jak dokazuji také dalsi priklady v textu basné — ,slepice”,
,sousedova popelnice, ,tkani¢ka u boty“). Ctenar si pak z téchto zdanlivé
nesouvislych prvki dokaze vytvorit obraz Sténéciho Zivota mnohem lépe, nez
kdyby mu byl basnikem predloZen v predem naformulované podobé.

Abychom ale nenabyli dojmu, Ze je orientace na predméty vysostnou

doménou Williamse, Pounda a objektivistli, nabizi Ginsberg ukdzku mnohem

164 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 139.

165 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 141.

166 Carl Rakosi, Man and Poet, ed. Michael Heller (University of Maine, 1993), 68,
http://books.google.cz.
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starsi — slavné Shakespearovy verSe o zimé ze zavéru hry Marnd ldsky

snaha, zde uvedené v prekladu Martina Hilského.

KdyZ rampouchy stfechy zdobi
a mraz za nehty leze hned,

Tom $tipe diivi do zasoby

a v dizi s mlékem chrasti led,
kdyz zebe krev a vitr fouka, [. . .]
KdyZ meluzina zaburéci

a lidi chrchlaj v kostelich,

na bilych polich ¢erni ptaci

a Mari smrka v posteli [. . .]1¢7

Shakespeare zde prezentuje véci a vyjevy spojené s mrazivym pocasim
a s jejich pomoci buduje Zivy obraz treskuté zimy, aniz by slovo zima musel
jedinkrat pouzit.

Z oblasti modernich vypravécskych technik dopliiuje skupinu slogan
»~nhevypravéj, ale ukazuj“ (,show not tell“), podstata dsporného stylu
Ernesta Hemingwaye. A tfebaZe pravé jeho machisticky a vojensky styl stavi
Ginsberg proti Whitmanové uprimnosti a citové krehkosti, 168 zasadni vliv na
povalecnou prézu mu neupira. A at uz byl Kerouac ve svém spontdnnim
pristupu k psani ovlivnén Hemingwayem do jakékoliv miry, nelze popirat, Ze
se oba stali mluvéimi prinejmensim jedné generace.

»Véci jsou symboly sebe samych.” (,Things are symbols of themselves.)
Zenovy buddhismus nahliZi na obyc¢ejnou mysl jako na vrcholny stav védomi,
ve kterém objekty nereprezentuji nic neZ samy sebe. NaSe mysl je naucena
interpretovat véci, jimiZ jsme obklopeni, na zakladé jejich symbolického
vyznamu (krucifix si spojime s krestanstvim a leZatou osmicku s
nekonecnem). S pomoci tohoto sloganu miiZeme véci uvidét v jejich nahoté,

»,vécnosti“, jak rika Ginsberg, tak, Ze pro nas ,uz nebudou symbolem Boha

nebo existence nebo ¢ehokoliv jiného.“169

167 William Shakespeare, Dilo, trans. Martin Hilsky (Praha: Academia, 2011), 186.
168 See Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 316.
169 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 138.
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5.2.4 Slogany struktury textu

Mnozina slogani pojmenovana Ginsbergem samotnym (texture of the text)
se uZz nezabyva tolik mysSlenkovymi pochody bdasnika, jako spiS jeho
poetickou technikou.170

Prvni slogan pochdazi od Ginsberga, ktery se ale zjevné inspiroval u W. C.
Williamse, na jehoZz basnich slogan ilustruje — ,Nejleps$i jsou utrzky Zivého
jazyka.” (,Intense fragments of spoken idioms are best.”) Jedna se tedy o
implementaci techniky, ktera neni pro basnickou tvorbu typicka (preruseni
sdéleni v pilce véty — nebo i slova — a nevazani zcela jinou myslenkou),
tfrebaze se jednda o Casty aspekt mluveného projevu. Uplatnénim tohoto
postiehu se jazyk basnického projevu ptibliZi k jazyku mluvenému a stane se
odrazem uvolnéné mysli, u které nelze predpokladat, co si budeme myslet
v pristi chvili. Navic zde podobné jako u haiku mize vzniknout, coby
vysledek juxtapozice dvou odliSnych obrazii, obraz treti. Pro ilustraci v basni
,For Eleanor and Bill Monahan“ blahopreje stary muZ novomanZelim a
béhem proslovu postupné ,ztraci nit,“ az za pomoci nejriznéjsich asociaci
skon¢i zpochybnénim vyznamu pristani na mésici a na uplny zavér prerusi
tok svych mySlenek s komentarem, Ze uz je no to stary. (, Their ships / should
be directed / inwards upon . But I / am an old man. I / have had
enough.“)171 | To je fakt Uzasné,“ komentuje to Ginsberg, ,nedokoncil vétu,
prerusil ji, jak se mu prerusilo mysleni. [. . .] Presné takhle by to nékdo
rekl.“172 DalSim prikladem je citoslovce z druhé uvedené basné, kde si
adresat v podobné iracionalnim duchu stéZuje listonosi na dorucené dopisy a
pta se ho, pro¢ mu neprinese néjaky se spoustou penéz, naceZ ho pocastuje
oslovenim ,Atta boy!“ Kkteré je v anglictiné pochvalou poslusného psa.
(Why’'n’t you bring me / a good letter? One with lots of money in it. /[. . .]
Atta boy! Atta boy!)173 Jak rika Ginsberg, vyznam téchto slovnich htricek

spociva jednoduSe vtom, Ze néco podobného ,vbasni nikdy predtim

170 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 144.

171 William Carlos Williams, The Collected Poems of William Carlos Williams: 1939-1962 (New York:
New Directions Publishing, 1991), 252.

172 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 145.

173 Williams, 458.
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nevidél.“174 Dva sousedé na malomésté vtipkuji ve svém skutecném jazyce,
coZ jako ndamét pro americkou poezii nikdy predtim vhodné nebylo.“175

U nasledujicich slogani je nelehké urcit, zda svou podstatou spiSe
neodporuji principu spontanniho psani. VSechny by se daly shrnout pod
hlavicku jednoho z nich jako ,maximum informaci, minimalni pocet
slabik“ (,Maximum information, minimum number of syllables”).
Z praktického hlediska je dobrym reprezentantem pouziti tohoto sloganu
haiku. ,PreSivani“ (,Tailoring“) — termin, ktery si Ginsberg vypujcil od
Gregoryho Corsa — v podstaté nabada k dodatecné editaci a odstranéni
prebytecnych slov. V literature se mi k nému nepodarilo dohledat definici,
z archivnich nahravek Corsovych razovitych prednasek pro Narépiv
institutl’¢ lze alespon deSifrovat, Ze se nejedna o nic jiného, neZ revizi
hotového dila a dodate¢né Skrty — tedy proces nastupujici aZz po vybéru
mySlenky a jejim zapisu, jako bychom, rika Ginsberg, ,strihali basen jako
kalhoty, tak, aby padla.“177

Na stejnou uroven je moZno zaradit ,economy of words“ (,slovni
hospodarnost“), slogan, ktery se do této kategorie dostal od Basila Buntinga
pres Ezru Pounda. Ten by se, myslim, na rozdil od predchoziho dal vyloZit
jako slogan ovliviiujici mysl v procesu tvorby, kdy ta na jeho zakladé vybere
jen vhodné mysSlenky. To vSak opét predstavuje kamen urazu, protoZe dle
Ginsbergovych slov neni Zddna myslenka pro poezii nevhodna. Teprve na
ukazce z Buntingovy obSirné basné Briggflatts je patrny spravny vyklad
sloganu, ktery se nese v duchu predchoziho ,upnuti mysli na véci“, v tomto
pripadé na véci a zvuky. (,[. . .] harness mutter to shaft, / felloe to axle
squeak, / rut thud the rim, / crushed grit.“)178 Bunting zde za pomoci hojné
uzitych citoslovci vytvari primy popis obrazu mysli, na jehoZ zakladé si lze
vybavit celou scenérii. Fraze ,rut thud the rim“, volné pteloZeno jako ,obruc

dunici ve vyjeté koleji“, poskytuje uspornym zplisobem vSechny potiebné

174 see Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 145.

175 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 113.

176 “Gregory Corso continues (NAROPA 1975 Class - 5),” The Allen Ginsberg Project,
http://ginsbergblog.blogspot.cz/2012/01/gregory-corso-continues-naropa-1975_26.html
177 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 145.

178 Basil Bunting, Collected poems (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1978), 41,
http://books.google.cz.
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indicie Ctenari, ktery si na jejich zakladé vybavi dfevény vozik tazeny konmi
na rozbité, prasSné cesté v krajiné.

»~Zhusténa syntaxe, plny zvuk“ (,Syntax condensed, sound is solid“)
je sesterskym sloganem k ,Vychutnavej samohlasky, vaz si souhlasek.”
Oficialni preklad ,dsporna syntax dodava pevny tvar“l’® bohuZel zcela
ignoruje zvukovy aspekt, ktery zde hraje zasadni dlohu. Po dobu vykladu
tohoto sloganu se Ginsberg opét soustredil na to, aby pomalu mluvil a
zietelné vyslovoval, syntaktické hledisko zde vsak vibec netesi. Jakym
zplisobem by tedy méla byt syntax zhusSténa ¢i usporna se nedozvime.
Zjistime ovSem alespon, Ze v jejim dlisledku dosahneme plného zvuku. ,Jako
jste si védomi dechu, muiZete si byt védomi i zvuku samohlasek.“180 Ezra
Pound doporucuje nasledovat tonické vedeni samohlasek, jako kdyz
napriklad mluvime vysokym hlasem s malymi détmi. Toho je pry moZné
docilit i v basni. Ginsberg to ilustruje na upraveném vynatku ze své vlastni
basné ,Bily rubas“ a recituje se stoupavou intonaci otdzku, kterou si vnitiné
polozi, kdyZ ve snu potka svou matku a je zdéSen stavem jejiho chrupu: ,How

v

could she live with that, I thought?“ (,Jak takhle muZe Zit, fikam si [. . .]"”)18L
Problém ale tkvi v zapisu basné, kde za pomoci béZnych interpunkc¢nich
znamének nelze kyZenou melodiku vyjadrit. Otaznik na konci véty ctenare
pravdépodobné ptinuti pouzit intonaci spojenou s otazkou, ta ale miize mit
mnoho podob. Grafické vyjadieni Ginsbergovy intonace, kde poloha slov
odpovida poloze hlasu, podobné jako u notového zapisu, by mohlo vypadat

priblizné takto:
that,

) with
live

she

How could
I thought?

179 Allen Ginsberg, Neposilejte mi uz Zddné dopisy (Praha: Mata, 2012), 326.
180 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 146.
181 Ginsberg, Neposilejte mi uZ Zddné dopisy, 309.
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Melodicky aspekt spontanniho zapisu je ve vysledku podrizen
prinejmensSim dvéma faktorlim: spontdnnimu c¢teni (individualnimu vykladu
Ctenare) a pripadnému ptekladu, kdy se mysSlenky zachycené v urcitém
jazyce ocitnou ve zcela odliSném jazykovém systému. Pro ilustraci poslouzi
kterakoliv basen z vetejného vystoupeni v audio ptiloze, ptri kterém znéji
Ginbergovy basné v Ceském prekladu nasledované originalem v autorové

podani. Rozdil mezi nimi je dramaticky.

5.2.5 ,Pouze zhmotnélda emoce pretrva.” (,0Only emotiotion objectified
endures.”)

Posledni slogan této skupiny predjima svym poselstvim slogany z nasledujici
roviny splnéni. Z toho, co Ginsberg stihne tict o smyslu poezie, vyplyva, Ze
jednim z hlavnich dkoll basnika je prenést emoce.182 To potvrzuje i vjednom
rozhovoru: ,Nikdy jsem nechtél psat basné, jen abych psal basné. Poezii jsem
psal, abych vyjadril urcité pocity. Pokud nejsou pocity k vyjadreni, neni co
vyjadrovat [...] Tak to prosté je.“183 | tyto pocity ale musi byt zapsany vécné,
abychom pri jejich vyjadirovani nesklouzli ke klisé, sentimentu a patosu.
Marie Syrkinova, manZelka znaméjSiho Charlese Reznikoffa, byla slovy
Ginsberga ,velmi inteligentni Zena a napsala malou sbirku basni.“184 V basni
,Finality“ popisuje uddalosti, jeZ doprovazely smrt jejiho manzZela, tedy
okamziky, které jsou pravdépodobné témi nejhorSimi v jejim Zivoté a hyii
emocemi. Presto se ji vduchu ,upnuti mysli na véci“ dari naloZit s touto

latkou bez patosu a neobycejné plisobivé.

Povidali jsme si u vecefe,

[Smrt] vtrhla dovnitf s dvéma vlidnymi, ¢ernymi z¥izenci
a hlu¢nou sanitkou.

KdyZ jsem se nad rdnem vratila domt

na stole porad staly sklenice

A ja byla sama’$>

Bylo by napriklad mozZné napsat: ,KdyZ jsem se vratila, nebyl jsi tam,

byl jsi navzdy pry¢,“186 mini Ginsberg. Na takové obecné zhodnoceni je ale

182 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 153.
183 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 450.

184 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 148.

185 V]astni preklad.

186 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 149.
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Ctenar zvykly a prejde jej bez zadjmu. Staci vSak jeden na detail zaméteny
popis, v tomto pripadé sklenice na stole, a ctenarovo mysleni je aktivovano:
Pokud sklenice zilistaly na stole, stalo se néco necekaného v priibéhu vecefte.
Pokud na stole stoji dvé sklenice, chybi zde druhy ¢lovék. Pokud sklenice
nikdo neuklidil, znamenda to, Ze je dim prazdny. A podobné. Razem se
dokdZeme mnohem lépe vzit do situace a pocitit kazdy vramci vlastni

percepce alespon ¢ast emoci, které se na nas autorka snazila prenést.

5.3 Slogany z urovné naplnéni

0d ,zakladi“ se po ,cesté” dostavame az ke kyzenému cili, ,Fruition®, jak tuto
rovinu Ginsberg nazyva. Jako preklad se nabizi ,splnéni”, ,dosaZeni cile“,
zaroven vsak slovo také vyjadruje pozitek s dosaZenim cile spojeny. Slogany
v této skupiné zahrnuté se vsSak nezabyvaji pouze dokoncenymi vytvory
psani vlastni mysli, ale také jejich plisobenim a dopadem na obecenstvo.
Proto jsem se rozhodl pro vyraz ,naplnéni“, ktery v sobé shrnuje naplnéni
vytyCenych cilii pri psani, vnitini duchovni naplnéni basnika pti dokonceni
basné, ale i to, jak naplni basnik (kuptikladu vyse diskutovanymi emocemi)
mysl svého ¢tenare.

VSudyptitomny Whitmantv diiraz na otevienost je zde vyzdvihnut jesté
vySe: ,Otevienost: odhalit se sobé samym, odhalit se ostatnim, naloZit se
zmateCnou Uzkosti a zmirnit utrpeni své i ostatnich,“187 formuluje Ginsberg
pozadavky kladené na poezii. Zaroven bychom vSak v souladu
s nevypocitatelnou povahou mysli méli dostat odpovéd na otazku: ,Co
mizeme ocCekavat?“

5.3.1 ,Spiritus = dychdni = inspirace = volny dech” (,Spitritus = Breathing =
Inspiration = Unobstructed Breath”)

U posledni roviny sloganti vyvstava castéji nez u predchozich otdzka, nakolik

si jeji zastupci zaslouzi byt zarazeni pravé do této kategorie a jestli by se

nemohli stejné dobfre uplatnit v kategorii jiné, pripadné na kolik je

Ginsbergovo c¢lenéni do kategorii smérodatné? Ne priliS, dle mého nazoru.

Dokladd to napr. Whitmanova ,otevienost®, kterd na seznamu figuruje

187 “Mind Writing Slogans of Allen Ginsberg”
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s poradovym cislem 60 jako desaty slogan treti skupiny, presto jej ve svych
prednaskach uvadi Ginsberg jako prvni a vychozi mySlenku psani vlastni
mysli. Nejinak je tomu u sloganu z nazvu této kapitoly. JelikoZ kaZzdy chce mit
ve své poezii poetickou inspiraci, je tfeba si uvédomit, Ze je slovo inspirace
odvozeno od latinského vyrazu pro dech — ,spiritus188 zdlraziuje
Ginsberg. JenomzZe spiSe nez do této skupiny zapada inspirace mnohem lépe
do oblasti zdkladd, nebot kdy potfebujeme inspiraci vice neZ pravé na
zacatku procesu psani?

Dech je =zaroven ustfednim prvkem meditace vsedé, jedné
z inspirativnich technik, se kterou ve svém vykladu Ginsberg nejcastéji poji
jiny slogan z oblasti zakladi, ,chovej se pratelsky ke svym mysSlenkam.“
Nakolik je tento pristup inspirativni, doklada Ginsbergova basen ,Dech
mysli“, ktera vznikla coby ,vedlejsi produkt meditace v sedé.“18% Aby byl
moZné otazku inspirace spravné uchopit v oblasti treti roviny, je potreba
odlisit poezii inspirovanou (ta bude diilezZita v prvnich dvou rovinach) od
poezie inspirativni. Ginsberg na konkrétnich prikladech rozebira, jak castym
prvkem je dech v romantické poezii. P. B. Shelley v zavérec¢nych versich své
basné ,0da na zapadni vitr chce stimto vétrem splynout, aby hnal jeho
mySlenky napri¢ vesmirem, podobné jako kdyZ Ginsberg ve vyse zminéném
,Dechu mysli“ sleduje sviij dech, ktery po vypusténi putuje kolem zemé, az se
nakonec vrati zpatky k jeho nozdram. ,[. . .] Jeho dech je zapadni vitr a [. . .]
kdokoliv precCte tuto basen nahlas se stava Shellyho dechem, stava se
zapadnim vétrem, ziska onu inspiraci.“1%0 To je jeden ze zpisobd, jak 1ze na
Ctenare prenést poetickou inspiraci. Ginsberg dokonce tvrdi, Ze pri spravném
Cteni basné je mozZné dostat se do opojného stavu, coz prisuzuje
hyperventilaci.l®® To nepovaZuje za nahodu, ale za Shellyho zamér, ktery
s dechem pracoval velmi presné a cilené. ,Pokud z toho udélate hromadné
cviceni ve tridé, vSichni budou na konci omameni a v naladé.“1%2 To by

’ v

znamenalo skute¢ny posun ve vykladu slova inspirace a je zvlastni, Ze

188 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 150.

189 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 157.

190 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 153.

191 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 153.
192 Ginsberg, Spontaneous Mind, 568.
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Ginsberg, osttrileny performér zvykly ¢ist desitky dlouhych basni za vecer,
pozoruje tuto zvlaStnost pravé a pouze u této basné. Osobné se mi pravdivost
této domnénky nepodarilo ovérit ani po nékolikerém c¢teni a nechavam ji
proto na individualnim posouzeni.

Za zminku stoji i mySlenka, Ze je dech prostifedkem poezie, a to doslova
prostfredkem dopravnim. Bez dechu nelze mluvit a bez mluveni neexistuje
poezie. Ginsberg povazoval zvukovou sloZku poezie za velmi dileZitou, coz
neni spolecny znak vSech Beatnickych autord. Napriklad Gregory Corso rika:
»Mam rad, kdyzZ je poezie na strance a vy sedite v knihovné a mate pred
sebou tu stranku, pak to pochopite.“193 Teprve pri cteni poezie nahlas jsou
vSak ,nehmotné myslenky védomi spojeny s fyzickym dechem téla v podobé
hlasu“1%4, coz je podstata slogant ,Fe¢ synchronizuje mysl a télo“ (,Speech
synchronizes mind & body“) a ,Cisar sjednoti Nebe a Zemi“ (,The
Emperor unites Heaven & Earth“), které oba pochazi z Trungpova pera a,
jak uZ je u slogani pro psani mysli dobrym zvykem, oba znamenaji totéz:
»,Nebe“ — ,mysl“ — nehmotné mysSlenky, ,Zemé“ — ,télo“ — fyzicky dech,
,Cisair“ — ,Re¢“ — hlas. Paklize télo a mysl spolupracuji, poezie prestava byt
,precitlivélym blabolenim dusevné chorych jedinci a jejich neuréz a [stava
se] proklamaci inspirovanych vyplodi mysli z pozice masa, pomoci dechu

uvedenou do fyzické podoby.“195

5.3.2 Slogany prazdnoty

Prazdnota nebo neohraniceny, otevieny prostor, jehoZ roli ve vychodnim
mysleni dava Ginsberg na zretel pomoci sloganu ,Sunyata (Sanskrit) = Ku
(Japonstina) = Prazdnota,” se v zenovém pojeti od prazdnoty v Evropském
pojeti zasadné 1iSi. Zatimco zapad ji vnima jako ,obrovské, désivé, cerno bez
boZi pritomnosti,“19¢ beatnici a vychodni filozofie ji vidi jako ,otevieny
prostor bez prekdzek, v némz miliZete mit neomezeny dech.“ Takovy prostor
je nekonecny, neklade zZadné moralni nebo teologické zabrany a je tedy

idedlni pro spontdnni tvorbu, nebot se rozpina stejné jako nase védomi. Jak

193 “Gregory Corso continues (NAROPA 1975 Class - 5)”
194 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 151.
195 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 151.
196 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 154.
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vtipné glosuje Ginsberg: ,Vesmir nema pokli¢ku. [. . .] Neni tam Zadny Blh
Otec, ktery by té okriknul, at drzi§ hubu.”197 Recky filosof Plotinos pocit
prazdnoty vyjadiuje v sloganu “Sam se samotou. (Alone with the alone.)”
Sok a nahly pocit prazdnoty, ktery ¢lovék intenzivné pociti napiiklad pii
umrti nékoho ve svém okoli, je také dilileZitym nastrojem pro prenos emoci z

basnika na ¢tenare, jak bylo popsano na prikladu basné Marie Syrkinové.

5.3.3 Koany

Mezi slogany zahrnul Ginsberg také dva koany, kratké iracionalni hadanky
nebo piibéhy, ,vyroky a vystupy [zenovych] mistri. Casto ne prilis
srozumitelné, protoZe nadmiru stru¢né, zjevné velmi konkrétné situované a
pritom z kontextu vytrZené [. . .] Paradoxni, nebo paradoxné ptlisobici.”198
Ginsberg vidi jejich vyznam vtom, Ze mohou ,otevfit mysl tomu
nekonenému prostoru, coZ je jedena z uloh poezie v ¢inské a tibetské
praxi.“1%® Pro potfeby spontanni tvorby vybral Ginsberg dva popularni
koany, které miZou byt znamé i c¢lovéku dalnévychodnim mysSlenim
nepoznamenanému, coZ je zaroven dokladem jejich univerzalniho plisobeni:
»Jak zni potlesk jedné ruky?“ (,What is the sound of one hand
clapping?“) a ,Jak vypadala tvoje tvar pred narozenim?“ (,What is the
face you had before you were born?“)“ Nékdo by mohl s uSklebkem
tlesknout prsty o dlan a tvrdit, Ze tvar je stejnd pred narozenim i po ném.
NasSe védomi se otevie pouze v pripadé, Ze zapojime svoji negativni
schopnost a odhodlame se hledat odpovédi na otazky, na které neexistuje
odpoveéd.

Ostatné nezodpovézenych otazek stran prazdnoty a osaméni zlistalo na
konci Ginsbergovych prednasek dost. Na otazky: ,K ¢emu je dobra tato
samota a prazdnota a nezmérnost? Jak s ni nalozit? Jak se v ramci ni chovat?
Jak ji vyjadrit v poezii a jaky uzitek z ni mohou mit ostatni?“200 slibil Ginsberg
odpovédét v poslednim setkdni, vném se vSak omezil na Cteni ukazek

z tvorby soucasnych americkych basnikli a smysl a ptrinos poezie, ktery dle

197 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 154.
198 Wumenguan, Brdna bez dveri, trans. Oldrich Kral (Praha: Maxima, 2007), 30.
199 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 154.
200 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 154.
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dosavadnich informaci spoc¢ivd v predani inspirace a prenosu emoci, tak
shrnul pouze v nékolika vétach na uUplny zavér: ,Vyznam poezie a veSkeré
lidské Cinnosti mliZe byt spatfen ve zmirnéni masy utrpeni v existenci na
zemi.“201 To je prakticky doslovna parafraze posledniho sloganu, od
tibetského lamy Geleka — ,, Zmensit objem lidského a védomého utrpeni.”
(,To diminish the mass of human and sentient sufferings.“) Toho lze
poezii dosahnout tehdy, kdyZ si diky ni lidé ,lépe uvédomi sami sebe a svoji
situaci.“?92 Na milost bere také védni a filozofické discipliny, které také
mohou zmirnit lidské utrpeni, prestoZe na né v uvodni prednasce pohlizi
Williamsovou optikou jako na plvodce utrpeni.?93 Tento Ginsberglv
protimluv nelze shrnout jinak neZ opétovnym uzitim Whitmanovych vers:
,Ze si odporuji? Dobra odporuji si (Jsem $iroky, jsou ve mné davy)."
Prislove¢nou tecku za diskuzi o spontannim psani mysli udélal Ginsberg
priznacné stejnymi versi, kterymi udélal tecku za Zivotem c¢lovéka, jenz stal u
jeho zrodu. Vynatek ze Zalozpévu na Jacka Kerouaca ,Zahrady paméti“ je

jimavym zhodnocenim poslani basnika a zaroven i poslednim sloganem.

Dobr4, dokud tu jsem, budu
tu praci délat ja —
a jakou praci?
Mirnit bolest ziti.
V38echno ostatni je opila
némohra.204

201 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 191.

202 Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 191.

203 See Ginsberg, "Writing Your Mind", 93.

204 Ginsberg, Neposilejte mi uz Zddné dopisy, 233.
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Zaver

Pochybuji, Ze by se néktery jiny basnik opravdu svétového vyznamu vracel
do zemé, z niZ byl kdysi deportovan, s takovou ochotou, jako Allen Ginsberg,
ktery nevahal opakované prijmout pozvani prednaset na malé
vychodoevropské univerzité. Ginsberg vSak nebyl svétovy pouze svym
vyznamem, ale hlavné svym duchem.

Jsem proto upfimné rad, Ze se v podobé této prace naskytla moZnost
Allenu Ginsbergovi nebo alespon jeho odkazu néco vratit, a Ze po dlouhé
dobé opét spatrily svétlo svéta materidly, které si snad své obecenstvo
najdou stejné snadno, jako si je v Olomouci pred vice neZ triceti lety naSel
Ginsberg sam.

Hlavnim ptinosem této prace je pak kromé vyhotovenych prepist
teoreticky komentar, jehoZ tvorba byla nesnadnym ukolem uZ ztoho
prostého diivodu, Ze snazit se zmapovat prakticky nekonecné objemnou a
proménlivou lidskou mysl a prehledné ji ,rozskatulkovat® je ukolem
v podstaté nereSitelnym, notabene jedna-li se o mysl Ginsbergovu. Jak
z dil¢ich zavérl obsaZenych v komentari vyplyva, nepodarilo se to tplné ani
jemu samotnému. Ale co na tom, Ze si misty protireci, Ze jeho vyklad neni tak
uplné konzistentni a Ze by si nékteré jeho slogany zaslouzily mnohem vice
pozornosti — i tak ve svych prednaskach dava Ginsberg jedine¢nou moznost
nahlédnout ,pod pokli¢cku“ spontanniho psani.

Kompletné zmapovat a analyzovat tvorbu Allena Ginsberga na pozadi
jeho teorie psani vlastni mysli nebylo ambici této prace a nebylo to ani
vjejich moznostech. Doufam vSak, Ze ti, kdo by se v budoucnu chtéli
podobného uUkolu zhostit, naleznou i prostfednictvim této prace

v Ginsbergové tvorbé a ucCeni potfebnou inspiraci.
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Summary

Allen Ginsberg, one of the leading figures of the so-called Beat Generation
and (according to his own words) possibly the best known poet on the planet
in his day, visited the Czech Republic multiple times. First he came to the
former Czechoslovakia in 1965, when he was famously crowned the King of
May (or “Kral Majales” in Czech, which is reflected in his writing with a poem
of the same name) and subsequently deported, officially for obscene
behavior. The young poet’s rebellious nature, best reflected in his
spontaneous approach to writing, didn’t go well with the communist regime
of the time. He returned to Prague only in 1990, after the fall of the Iron
Curtain, and this was his first visit to Olomouc as well, to which exclusively
he returned in 1993 and gave, apart from several public readings, a series of
lectures on the subject of spontaneous writing called ,Writing your mind“.
Unfortunately, little has survived from his public appearances and only a
single collection which bears any connection with Ginsberg’'s visits to
Prague, has been published.

The goal of this diploma thesis was to collect and process the available
materials connected to Ginsberg’s 1993 visit to Olomouc, mainly his lecture
on the subject of spontaneous poetry he gave there at Palacky University.
Recordings from this lecture have been preserved in private archives of Prof.
Josef Jarab, who invited Allen Ginsberg to come and teach in Olomouc that
year. Several recordings from Ginsberg’s public readings have been found as
well.

Since all Ginsberg’s public appearances were recorded on compact
cassettes, the first step was to convert these into digital form. The recordings
were subsequently edited where required. Audio files of all the available
recordings can be found in a compressed format on the enclosed DVD.

The next step was to carefully transcribe the recordings, in order to
create meaningful text, which could be eventually used for further research.
Ginsberg’s lecture on spontaneous writing was also the source text for the

theory part of this paper, which briefly comments on Ginsberg’s life and
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career in relation to spontaneous writing, the essentials of his spontaneous
poetic method and it chiefly deals with his mind writing slogans, a set of
eighty-four mottos which he would use in order to define and structure his
approach to teaching poetics.

The roots of Ginsberg’s revolutionary poetic method, which he
eventually used to create a whole new voice in American poetry, go back to
Europe, as far back as Shakespeare, and then to Romantic poets and
members of the Surrealistic and Dada movements in the twentieth century.
Yet his source of inspiration in American poetry was Walt Whitman with his
specialization in candor, which is the basic requirement for spontaneous
writing - a frank approach to our minds and our raw, primordial thoughts,
which serve as the source material in this kind of poetry. Whitman’s
celebration of self is also useful, since the one thing spontaneous poets must
learn is to appreciate their thoughts and do not discard them as not worthy
to be used in poetry.

Another distinct and unique voice in American poetry that greatly
influenced Ginsberg’s style was Williams Carlos Williams, with whom
Ginsberg consulted his work actively and who also wrote a preface to the
Ginsberg’s first book of poetry. Williams, with his sketchy and economic
style, also made Allen aware of his natural tendency towards abstraction and
generalization.

It is, however, Jack Kerouac’s name that is most often connected with
spontaneous writing, although mostly in prose through the medium of his
iconic novel On the Road and not his poetry, which Ginsberg highly praised
and considered the ultimate source of inspiration for his own work.
Nevertheless, Ginsberg’s spontaneity differs from that of Kerouac’s, as
Kerouac for instance wouldn't allow revisions and cross outs, which
Ginsberg used and did not consider to go against the idea of spontaneous
writing.

Meeting a Tibetan lama Chégyam Trungpa in the early 1970s resulted in
Ginsberg’s full devotion to Zen Buddhism, in which he had merely dabbled

up to the point and which further influenced his approach to mind and

64



thoughts within. This phase of his life also gave him the first impulses to his
mind writing slogans, some of which were a result of his cooperation with
Trungpa. The two of them also cofounded the Naropa Institute, a Buddhist
university where Ginsberg would eventually stay to teach courses in poetics
for several years to come.

Ginsberg’s mind writing slogans come from various sources in various
historical and cultural backgrounds, but they are based in poetry practice
rather than theory — examples of poetry from Shakespeare through
Romantics to the Beats, quotations of various personalities, vernaculars and
even a haiku can be found here. Ginsberg started collecting them in the late
1980s and they were published in their entirety only after Ginsberg’s death,
although some of them were included in his poem ,Cosmopolitan Greetings“.
There are eighty-four slogans in total and they are divided into three
categories called “Ground”, “Path” and “Fruition”, each representing a
different stage of the writing process.

Ginsberg stayed true to this division in his Olomouc lectures as well.
However, due to the fact that his discourse could be as spontaneous as the
subject he was dealing with, and partly because of the time pressure towards
the final lectures, he only managed to go through sixty-six slogans, omitting
for example most of slogans in “Fruition” category. He was also able to spend
most of a lecture dealing with one slogan he considered important, whereas
other slogans were hardly mentioned at all. Since some of them are rather
general in their meaning and many of the slogans are repetitive, Ginsberg
mentioned certain slogans when dealing with a category they did not belong
to. Therefore, one of the main goals of this paper was to take Ginsberg’s
discourse apart, reorganize it in accordance with the intended structure and
put it “back on track” where necessary.

Leaving the aforementioned division aside, there are two main aspects
Ginsberg tried to cover in his lectures. The first are the history and
technique of modern American poetry, the second is poetic practice, where
he gave practical insight to poet’s mind and thinking during the process of

writing. This aspect forms the major part of the lectures, as Ginsberg wanted
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them to represent his way writing poetry, which he knew best, rather than
academic theory he didn’t enjoy or understand so well. To make his lectures
more interactive, Ginsberg also came up with three little practical exercises
in which his students could participate in order to better understand his
discourse.

The slogans contained within the first category, “Ground”, are
concerned with the first stage of the writing process, in which the poet is
exploring his thoughts and selecting those appropriate for poetry. Here all
thoughts are suitable, as long as they are the primary thoughts in their raw,
undistorted, candor form. We tend to enhance our thoughts, because we
think they are not suitable for poetry. The spontaneous method therefore
teaches us to take a friendly attitude towards our thoughts, to accept them
and not to be ashamed of them. The requirements are that the mind be loose
and that we learn to accept its contradictory nature rather than insist that
there is only one truth and that there are wrong thoughts we should be
ashamed of, as certain religions tell us.

As for the shape our poetry should have, there is no single form to
follow, as there is no single consciousness - there should be as many forms
of poetry as there are poets, since everyone’s mind is unique. This is why
there is no place for traditional fixed rhyming schemes in spontaneous
poetry, since we would have to restrain and twist our thoughts in order to
put them in a form that does not reflect our mind, as if we were filling out
empty boxes in a form.

“Path”, as the second group of slogans is called, represents the journey
from the point where we have dealt with the illusive nature of our mind and
organized our thoughts, to a complete poem. There are numerous techniques
to be followed in order to reflect the original thought in its nakedness in our
poetry, for example focusing on the clear picture in the mind and describing
it accurately, rather than trying to invent words that have no reference.
Reference is very important here, because in order to avoid abstraction in
our poetry we need focus on objects and their unbiased description. Our

mind tends to look on objects as symbols of something else, rather than see
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them in their absolute form. Our thoughts are objects as well and should be
accordingly treated in the same manner. The poet should also be mindful of
sound, since reflecting the sound patterns of actual speech also plays a major
part in poetry, although this is, if the poem is not read by the author, largely
dependent on reader’s interpretation.

Certain slogans in this section are debatable. For instance, the slogans
which tell us to focus on objects often lead, at least in the way that Ginsberg
handles them, to much lengthier descriptions, which goes against his
principle of word economy. On the other hand, stubborn aspiration for word
economy can result in revising and deletion of words after the process of
writing has been completed, which to some extent violates the whole idea of
spontaneous composition.

In the parts of his lecture dedicated to ,Fruition“, the last category of
mind writing slogans, Ginsberg was trying to answer the question what is the
purpose of poetry and what good can it do. We can use our poetic breath to
inspire others and to transfer our emotions. But most importantly, the
purpose of poetry should be to diminish the amount of human suffering. This
should be the main focus not only in poetry, but in all human endeavor.

The purpose of poetry is therefore clear — the purpose of this work is
to pass Ginsberg’s message further, to bring his teachings back to life after
more than thirty years and save them for further readers and, through the
means of translations and commentaries, possibly reintroduce this subject to

the Czech audience.
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Priloha I — Mind Writing Slogans

I Background (Situation, Or Primary Perception)
1. "First Thought, Best Thought" — Chogyam Trungpa, Rinpoche
2. "Take a friendly attitude toward your thoughts." — Chogyam
Trungpa, Rinpoche

3. "The Mind must be loose." — John Adams

4. "One perception must immediately and directly lead to a further
perception.” — Charles Olson, "Projective Verse"

5. "My writing is a picture of the mind moving." — Philip Whalen

6. Surprise Mind — Allen Ginsberg

7. "The old pond, a frog jumps in, Kerplunk!" — Basho

8. "Magic is the total delight (appreciation) of chance." — Chogyam

Trungpa, Rinpoche

9. "Do I contradict myself? / Very well, then I contradict myself. / I
am large. I contain multitudes.”" — Walt Whitman

10."...What quality went to form a man of achievement, especially in
literature? ... Negative capability, that is, when a man is capable
of being in uncertainties, mysteries, doubts, without any irritable
reaching after fact & reason.” — John Keats

11."Form is never more than an extension of content." — Robert
Creeley to Charles Olson

12."Form follows function." — Frank Lloyd Wright*

13.0rdinary Mind includes eternal perceptions. — A. G.

14."Nothing is better for being Eternal / Nor so white as the white
that dies of a day.”" — Louis Zukofsky

15.Notice what you notice. — A. G.

16.Catch yourself thinking. — A. G.

17.0bserve what’s vivid. — A. G.

18.Vividness is self-selecting. — A. G.

19."Spots of Time" — William Wordsworth

20.If we don’t show anyone we’re free to write anything. — A. G.

21."My mind is open to itself." — Gelek Rinpoche

22."Each on his bed spoke to himself alone, making no sound." —
Charles Reznikoff

Il Path (Method, Or Recognition)

23."No ideas but in things." "... No ideas but in the Facts." — William
Carlos Williams

24."Close to the nose." — W. C. Williams

25."Sight is where the eye hits." — Louis Zukofsky

26."Clamp the mind down on objects." — W C. Williams

27."Direct treatment of the thing ... (or object)." — Ezra Pound, 1912

28."Presentation, not reference." — Ezra Pound

29."Give me a for instance." — Vernacular
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30."Show not tell." — Vernacular

31."The natural object is always the adequate symbol." — Ezra Pound

32."Things are symbols of themselves." — Chogyam Trungpa, Rinpoche

33."Labor well the minute particulars, take care of the little ones.
He who would do good for another must do it in minute
particulars.
General Good is the plea of the Scoundrel Hypocrite and Flatterer
For Art & Science cannot exist but in minutely organized
particulars." — William Blake

34."And being old she put a skin / on everything she said." — W. B.
Yeats

35."Don’t think of words when you stop but to see the picture
better." — Jack Kerouac

36."Details are the Life of Prose.” — Jack Kerouac

37.Intense fragments of spoken idiom best. — A. G.

38."Economy of Words" — Ezra Pound

39."Tailoring" — Gregory Corso

40.Maximum information, minimum number of syllables. — A. G.

41.Syntax condensed, sound is solid. — A. G.

42.Savor vowels, appreciate consonants. — A. G.

43."Compose in the sequence of musical phrase, not in sequence of a
metronome." — Ezra Pound

44."...awareness ... of the tone leading of the vowels." — Ezra Pound

45."...an attempt to approximate classical quantitative meters..." —
Ezra Pound

46."Lower limit speech, upper limit song" — Louis Zukofsky

47."Phanopoeia, Melopoeia, Logopoeia." — Ezra Pound
48."Sight. Sound & Intellect." — Louis Zukofsky
49."0nly emotion objectified endures.”" — Louis Zukofsky

Il Fruition (Result, Or Appreciation)
50.Spiritus = Breathing = Inspiration = Unobstructed Breath
51."Alone with the Alone" — Plotinus

52. Sunyata (Sanskrit) = Ku (Japanese) = Emptiness
53."What'’s the sound of one hand clapping?" — Zen Koan
54."What'’s the face you had before you were born?" — Zen Koan
55. Vipassana (Pali) = Clear Seeing

56."Stop the world" — Carlos Castafleda

57."The purpose of art is to stop time." — Bob Dylan

58."the unspeakable visions of the individual — J. K.

59." am going to try speaking some reckless words, and | want you to try
to listen recklessly." — Chuang Tzu (Tr. Burton Watson)

60. "Candor" —Whitman

61."One touch of nature makes the whole world kin." — W. Shakespeare

62."Contact" — A Magazine, Nathaniel West & W. C. Williams, Eds.

72



63."God appears & God is Light / To those poor souls who dwell in Night.
/ But does a Human Form Display / To those who Dwell in Realms of
Day." — W. Blake

64."Subject is known by what she sees." — A. G.

65.0thers can measure their visions by what we see. — A. G.

66.Candor ends paranoia. — A. G.

67."Willingness to be Fool." — Chogyam Trungpa, Rinpoche

68."Day & Night / you're all right." — Gregory Corso

69.Tyger: "Humility is Beatness." — Chogyam Trungpa, Rinpoche & A. G.

70.Lion: "Surprise Mind" — Chogyam Trungpa, Rinpoche & A. G.

71.Garuda: "Crazy Wisdom Outrageousness” — Chogyam Trungpa,

Rinpoche
72.Dragon: "Unborn Inscrutability” — Chogyam Trungpa, Rinpoche
73."To be men not destroyers” — Ezra Pound

74.Speech synchronizes mind & body — Chogyam Trungpa, Rinpoche

75."The Emperor unites Heaven & Earth" — Chogyam Trungpa,
Rinpoche

76."Poets are the unacknowledged legislators of the world" — Shelley

77."Make it new" — Ezra Pound

78."When the music changes, the walls of the city shake" — Plato

79."Every third thought shall be my grave — W. Shakespeare, The
Tempest

80."That in black ink my love may still shine bright." — W. Shakespeare,
Sonnets

81."0Only emotion endures”" — Ezra Pound

82. "Well while I'm here I'll / do the work — / and what’s the
Work? / To ease the pain of living. / Everything else, drunken /
dumbshow." — A. G.

83."...Kindness, sweetest of the small notes in the world’s ache, most
modest & gentle of the elements entered man before history and
became his daily connection, let no man tell you otherwise." — Carl
Rakosi

84."To diminish the mass of human and sentient sufferings.”" — Gelek
Rinpoche
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Priloha II — ,Writing your Mind“ prednaska Allena
Ginsberga o spontinnim psani

Olomouc, 24.11. -2.12.1993
24.11.1993

Josef Jarab: Dear friends, good afternoon. This is another session of our
regular course on American Open Poetics, only besides the core fifteen to
twenty people that we see every week, this time we have many visitors.
Welcome to all those visitors. But of course the greatest welcome is to the
visitor who is stepping in today for me in my class on American open poetics,
a man who, as they say in a cliché, needs no introduction, but [ would say we
can go well beyond that—not only does not our guest need any introduction,
[ don’t think there’re very few people, very few people indeed, who can be
introduced with two words only and this introduction would be
satisfactory—Allen Ginsberg. (Applause) So I will not interfere from now on

and will be just one of the listeners. Allen, the class is yours.

Allen Ginsberg: Thank you. (speaks very slowly, putting stress on each
syllable) Good afternoon. I will try to speak distinctly (audience laughter)
and slowly, if ... I'll be speaking in English, if what I am saying sometimes
seems unclear, it will be all right to interrupt and ask for clarification or
translation.

The course basically is on writing the mind, poetry as writing your
mind. So it has two aspects: one, historical and textual, that is I will try to
recount some of the story of the development of modern poetry in the United
States primarily. The second aspect will be from the point of view of a writer,
rather than of an academician or a historian. Writing as seen from the inside,
as a poet approaches it. So the technique of writing. For those of you who are
just interested in literary history and theory it might be useful to understand

how American writers approach the page and approach poetry, and for those
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of you who yourselves are interested in writing, this might provide some
suggestions for how to approach your own writing.

When I say writing the mind, or writing your mind, I'm taking off from
or beginning with Walt Whitman, who in his introduction to Leaves of Grass,
his big book of poems, in 1855, said that he hoped American poets in the
future would specialize in candor. Candor. Now, what would be the Czech
word for candor, frankness? Candor. What would be the Czech word?
(mutterings in the audience, occasional laughs) Huh? Could we hear it aloud,
loud enough for everybody to hear? (indistinct reply) But what’s the word?

[t's a simple question. (more laughter from the audience) What is the word?

Student: Otevienost.

AG:0...

]JJ: Otevienost.

AG: Otevrenost. Now does that mean objectivity or candor?

JJ: No, no, no, it means candor, openness.

AG: Openness, good. So what we say will have relation to openness, in fact
one of many slogans, which is indicative, is by a Tibetan Lama: “My mind is
opened to itself.” (repeats) 1 will be teaching this first class by means of
slogans, just like Chairman Mao. Single one-line sentences or slogans.

We have a sort of modern mind in the 20th century, somewhat
fragmented, like in music video, where there’s a series of discontinuous
images. And so poetry has come, like television, to use modern forms,
primarily montage, juxtaposition, images set by each other with no linear
explanation, like music video. We're all familiar with music video? Is that

visible here?
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So American poetry actually has roots in modern European poetry, for
those of you who have some familiarity with the range of European poetry,
you might take down the names as background, some day to check out. In
Russia: Khlebnikov, how many know Khlebnikov? How many here have read
some Khlebnikov? (audience laughter) Ok, so in Moscow, if you ask young
poets, Khlebnikov is the one Russian poet that most post-Stalinist poets,
post-Soviet poets go back to. He was a futurist and signed the Futurist
Manifesto along with Mayakovsky, Kruchenykh and Burliuk. He was
interested in sound poetry, pure language poetry, like: (gives an impromptu
example of sound poetry) The sound poetry, some of you may have heard of
that. Yesenin, for large voice, Mayakovsky, also for large voice, although
Stalin liked him as a poet and so he’s not so much in favor now.

In France there is a lineage or line of poetry from Baudelaire through
Rimbaud through Guillaume Apollinaire, Blaise Cendrars, Tristan Tzara and
André Breton (coughs heavily) I might get some water somewhere or tea or
something, if there’s any? I have a cold so ... Cough here and there. Are you
familiar at all with that line, up through Antonin Artaud, in France, at all?
Somebody here? Has anybody here read Artaud? Raise your hand. One?
Cendrars, Blaise Cendrars? At all? Ok, Apollinaire? More, good. Ok, so...
That’s fine, they’re all in the same constellation, Artaud later and maybe
more intense and crazy than Apollinaire, and everybody here has a little bit
of Rimbaud? Well, that line. In twentieth century also you might be
interested in Cendrars, Tristan Tzara and André Breton, the Surrealists. And
Dadaists. In nineteenth century, French also, Jules Laforgue and Tristran
Corbiere had big influence on Ezra Pound and T. S. Elliot.

In Spanish there is Federico Garcia Lorca, who went through a
surrealist period, and is an influence on American poetry, in Germany there
is Kurt Schwitters, has anybody heard? The “Ursonate” or “(An) Anna
Blume”? Schwitter is like a. .. One short poem:

Priimiititii

Priimiititii

Priimiititii

Priimiititii
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Priimiititii too

Priimiititii taa

Priimiititii too

Priimiititii taa

Priimiititii tootaa

Priimiititii tootaa

Priimiititii tootaa

Priimiititii tootaa

Priimiititii tootaatuu

Priimiititii tootaatuu

Priimiititii tootaatuu
Sound poetry. As we have today with Ernst Jandl in Austria or Bernard
Heidsieck in France. “Ursonate” by Schwitters is a very interesting long
musical piece made up of sounds that can be made from the mouth, with
musical construction, like a sonata. The ultimate sonata, Ur-sonate.

Lorca has interesting juxtapositions, putting together interesting
words, thank you, like his “Ode to Walt Whitman”. Lorca is Spanish poet of
this century, killed during the Spanish Civil War, gay, wrote an homage to

Walt Whitman that began

Not for one moment, Walt Whitman,

have I failed to see your beard full of butterflies

Your corduroy shoulder worn down by the moon

Your voice like a pillar of ashes

Ancient and beautiful as the mist
So that trick image of “beard full of butterflies”, because there is a
photograph of Walt Whitman with a butterfly on his finger near his beard,
but the notion of “corduroy shoulder worn down by the moon ...” Corduroy?
Everybody knows what that is? Is that a clear word? Loud! I think when

there’s a specialized word, we really need someone to pronounce it in Czech.

Quite loud, so that everybody could hear. Corduroy is what?

J]: We use “manSestr.”

AG: Manchester. Ok. Manchester shoulder worn down by the moon. It’s sort

of like putting two things together in an optical trick.
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Corbiere had a kind of modern irony, or humor, as in the poem the
“Rhapsody of a Deaf Man“, Rhapside de Sord. Which begins: “All right, said
the doctor, the treatment is finished. You're deaf.” (audience laughter)

Laforgue, also, had a conversational verse-line. Instead of a regular
Alexandrine in French, instead they were actual conversational passages
where people were talking to each other in the poems just like people talk to
each other in a bar or in a “salon”.

Cendrars, Blaise Cendrars, wrote a long poem called “Voyage
Transsibérien”, Trans-Siberian Train Trip poem, which he made notes on a
journey across from Moscow to Vladivostok. Poetry written on the road, so
to speak. Notations, like postcards. Flashes or epiphanies or little snap-shots,
across the planet. So again some sense of discontinuity instead of a story,
instead of a narrative, like in older poems. Just impressions—a kind of
impressionistic poetry. Little picture, impressions. A beginning of the break-
up of a solidified mind into what we have now: a more discontinuous,
fragmented mind or fragmented consciousness, as you can see by simply
turning all the channels on a TV set. Though I think here you only have two
channels, (audience laughter) but then you can turn the dial and see black
dots dancing in space, also.

So I will begin then with ... That was something of trace the roots of
where American poetry comes from in a line that goes through T. S. Eliot,
Ezra Pound and my own teacher, William Carlos Williams.

So the way I proceed on in this particular case, now that all the flashing
is over (audience laughter), is with single slogans and illustrations of those
slogans, and those of you who are in the class have a little workbook, a little
anthology that [ made. I think there are not so many of them, twenty-five or
so, is that right? And it’s basically called Clear Seeing Poetics, and the
emphasis is on visual aspect, picture, image. And I've divided this particular
aspect of the discourse into three parts: the Ground, that is to say, the
situation where we are in our own consciousness, our own mind, what is the
nature of the mind itself that we’re dealing with. If writing is writing the

mind, what is mind? And what are we looking at as the basis of the writing?
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What is the nature of the mind and how can we look at it? Then the second
aspect is: once we have some idea of the mind itself, how do we approach it,
what techniques do we use to write it down? And the third aspect is: what
can we expect? What is the fruition, what are we seeking or what is the
result of this way of thinking?

Now, this is a very specialized way of approaching poetry, it is my own
way and many American poets’, and the reason I am teaching this is because
this is what I know best. I would rather teach something that I know best
than bullshit about something that I'm not that interested in. So in other
words, I'm teaching only what I do myself practice and know best. So this is
quite personal and makes no claim at all to objectivity or encyclopedic range
or academic completeness. Only this one specialized aspect—writing your
mind.

So the first slogan is that pronounced by a Tibetan lama Choégyam
Trungpa, a very famous teacher who lived in America and died of alcoholism,
a very famous Tibetan meditation teacher, whose works have been
translated, I believe, into German and some into Czech. I think Meditation in
Action has been translated here, but I'm not sure. So, his slogan was: “First
thought, best thought.” But the question is: what do we mean by first
thought? This aims at the direction of spontaneous mind. Literally, what
rises in your mind and how do you recognize it without changing it to take
the flavor, the sting, the embarrassment, the candor out of it? How do you
keep the candor, the embarrassment, the reality... The raw thought, the
primordial thought?

So I will read a couple poems that give some idea in this direction. First
by Jack Kerouac, who has a long book called Mexico City Blues, which this
Tibetan lama read and thought was a perfect manifestation of mind, because
of the spontaneousness of the style. And what Kerouac did in writing was. ..
Living in Mexico City in 1954, in poverty, in a small room on the roof of an
apartment house—he was sleeping in a sleeping bag—he got up every
morning, drank a cup of coffee, smoked a joint of marijuana, then took out

his notebook from his pocket, this size, pocket notebook, and wrote down
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the first things that came to his mind when he woke up. The first thoughts of
the day. So there are two hundred and forty-two short poems and I'll be
referring to them as we go along, since they are a major work that many
American poets have appreciated. And there are some samples of these
Mexico City Blues in your anthology that I gave you. But the one that refers
to “first though, best thought” is 195 Chorus. But before I continue—am I
speaking slowly enough and clearly enough? Is there anybody that can’t
follow? Or is there any improvement that [ can make in my delivery? Ok so

far? OK. 195th Chorus.

The songs that erupt

Are gist of the poesy,

Come by themselves, hark,

Stark as prisoners in the cave

Let out to sunlight, ragged

And beautiful when you look close
And see underneath the beards
the holy blue eyes of humanity
And brown

The stars on high sing

songs of their own, in motion
that doesn’t move, real,
Unreal, singsong, spheres: —

But human poetries
With God as their design
Sing with another law
Of spheres & ensigns
And rip me a blues.
Son. blow me a bop.
Let me hear ‘bout heaven
In Brass Fluglemop
So it’s just sound poetry at the end, but the beginning is, “The songs that
erupt...” from your mind, coming out of your sleeve are the gist of poetry
that ,Come by themselves, hark, / Stark as prisoners in the cave / Let out to
sunlight, ragged / And beautiful when you look close / And see underneath
the beards / the holy blue eyes of humanity / And brown”. And another way
of saying a similar thing is, “the sound in your mind is the first sound that

you could sing if you were singing at a cash register with nothing on your
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mind.” (repeats) So in a way he’s distilling out the condition of relaxation and
recollection of the mind, rather than a way of trying to synthesize a poem by
being intellectual—figuring out a subject, figuring out a treatment and then
writing it like a serious writer, sitting down in the morning with ink and pen
and spending two hours revising your thought. He is saying the first sound
that comes to your mind, the first words that come to your mind when you're
not intending to write poetry, are the interesting poetry. It’s what you think
of when you were not planning a poem that is the raw material. Here are
some samples from W. C. Williams of a quick flash, of a vision or recollection
of the mind. The poem is called “The Great Figure” and it’s after a painting by
Charles Sheeler of some fire engines rumbling through the city. And it’s just

sort of a quick sketch, or impressionistic sketch, by W. C. Williams.

Among the rain

and lights

I saw the figure 5

in gold

on a red

firetruck

moving

tense

unheeded

to gong clangs

siren howls

and wheels rumbling
through the dark city.

Just this one ,BAM!“, an impressionistic picture of the noise, wheels and
speed of a fire engine, which is red in America, rumbling through Manhattan.
(reads the poem again) 1 don’t know how he wrote that. | think it was just the
first, every little ... The first details that rose in his mind as he was writing
he put down and then perhaps did not change. Or another aspect of that
notion of first thought is a poem called “Thursday”, which is a really
interesting poem, an intersection of what might be called Zen— Buddhist’s
meditative awareness—and American modern Yankee pragmatic, practical
observation. It's called “Thursday”, which means any other day will do.
Ordinary mind, ordinary day, Thursday, today it's Wednesday, so it might be
called Wednesday.
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I have had my dream--like others--

and it has come to nothing, so that

I remain now carelessly

with feet planted on the ground

and look up at the sky--

feeling my clothes about me,

the weight of my body in my shoes,

the rim of my hat, air passing in and out

at my nose--and decide to dream no more.

So what happens here? All he’s doing is recollecting a moment when there is
no idea in his mind and he suddenly realizes he’s standing on the ground, his
feet are planted on the ground, he’s looking up to the sky, he feels the
clothes on his body, the weight of his whole body in his shoes, notices the
rim of his head, notices that he’s breathing, and realizes that that’s the
ultimate reality for him at that moment—that it’s almost like being in space,
seeing very clearly what is happening, with no conceptual framework. With
no extra ideological, symbolic implication. Just being there all by himself.
Alone in space. Which is actually where we all are right now, except that
most people, because they are so much in their head, are not aware of the
weight of their body on their behinds, when they’re sitting down here in the
room, not aware of the breath passing in and out of our noses, not aware of
the weight of the clothes on our shoulders, maybe not aware of looking out
from the inside of the skull to the space outside, but perhaps instead trying
to figure out what I'm saying. (laughs) Rather than ... And all I'm saying is
that we're here in space. That’s all there is. So I'll read that one more time.
(reads the poem again) Well, as soon as he’s decided to dream no more that’s
a dream already, that’s another idea. His mind has begun moving again and
he’s already daydreaming.

Is this still on? (taps the microphone) Yeah. Is this clear? Or is this too
abstract? It’s so simple. What I'm trying to point out is different specimens of
first thought, or primordial mind or primary mind, before it gets covered
over with ideology, aesthetics, style ... Trying to impress other people. Just
what is first glimpsed before it is tailored to be presentable to the public, so

to speak. So the effort here among these poets was to try and capture the

first thought. That does not mean chronologically the first thought, because
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chronologically you might say, “Oh my first thought was, ‘I am sitting here in

»nm

front the piece of paper going to write a poem.”” But that’s a screen, or self-
consciousness, it isn’t what you’re really thinking inside. That’s something
you're presenting to others out of embarrassment or inability to notice what
you have just been thinking, for real, what you're really thinking. Instead you
get self-conscious and make a screen and say, “Oh, I'm writing here about
writing about writing about writing about writing ... And you can go on into
infinite regress this way rather than noticing what is inside.

So that was the first—Ground. And maybe, because this is maybe the
most important, this notion of spontaneous mind and first thought—first
thought, best thought—maybe we could stop here and have questions, if
anybody finds that my discourse is obscure, opaque, impenetrable and
stupid. (audience laughter) Does everybody here understand what [ mean by
“first thought?” If so, it’'s a miracle, but you could ask questions. If you're
confused by... Yes! Good and loud so everybody can hear, please, so we

share the information.

S: Just ask you gave the example of somebody thinking that their first
thought is “I want to write a poem” first take a piece of paper and “Oh my
God, what should I write about?” I think that many of us are in the habit of
thinking thoughts which are really just noise, distracting us maybe from
some work worthwhile, so the first thought, so that the first thing you might
think in the morning might be I have a headache or, “Oh no, [ have to get out
of bed, I have to go to school today” and this kind. So perhaps you can give us
some advice about how to distinguish the first thought that you are talking
about from these other thoughts that perhaps don’t make such inspirational

poetry.

AG: Well, that's a very good question. That’s exactly the question I was
hoping someone would ask. (audience laughter) 1 would say there is no need
to find a thought that is more inspirational. To have a headache and be

depressed in the morning, maybe, is normal and might be your actual first
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thought and it’s perfectly ok to write it down. Your first thought certainly is
not going to be about the clouds opening up and you seeing a band of golden
angels coming down to make love to you in bed. (audience laughter) It’s more
likely to be that your back hurts, that you have a headache, that it’s cold in
the room ... So it’s a question of registering or recollecting what you were
really thinking about, on a very simple level, without self-consciousness.
That is, what you were thinking before you noticed you were thinking. What
were you thinking or seeing, usually it’s visual, or remembering, particularly
getting out of bed in the morning. Very often there’s some dream which
leaves a little memory or some reminder that I forgot, I lost ... Like my first
thought this morning was, “I had lost my American Express Card.” And I
remembered it in the middle of the night, [ remembered that I had to do
something about it, then I forgot it and [ had some kind of dream and as I put
my feet on the floor I remembered, “Oh, that American Express Card, was it

at the hotel lobby in Berlin?” So that would be the beginning of my poem:

Oh, that green American Express Card

Was it that I leave it on the desk at the hotel lobby

In the lobby of Hotel Excelsior, Berlin?

Gotta send the fax
Then the next thought might be, “Have to take a pee pee.” (audience
laughter) And that might be a complete poem. (laughs) That’s it. That might
be a complete poem. Let me read a poem by W. C. Williams that is very
similar, which actually is merely a description of the sequence of thoughts in
the mind. This is called “Good Night”, I believe it’'s 1918, 1919, by W. C.
Williams, who is a member of a group of... It's on page 24 of your
workbook, for those of you who have it, a bottom right-hand side of the page.

W. C. Williams, does everybody know who he is? Or should I give some
thumbnail history? He was a friend of Ezra Pound and Marianne Moore and
Hilda Doolittle, they all went to college together in University of
Pennsylvania in Philadelphia. Around 1904, 1905, 1906. They all faced the
same problem, how to create a new form of verse in American poetry—how
to escape from nineteenth-century rhetoric. And began writing the way they

talked. The idea was to have the poem using a living language, the way you
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actually talk to your friends, using the rhythms and the diction, the kinds of
words and the kinds of cadences: Ta da da daa-da? Ta da daa da. Ta-taa da
da, ta da da daa da. In other words, how do you build poems out of the
essentials or units of actually spoken language, rather than: “This is thé
forést priméval. Thé murmlring pines and thé hémldcks.” Rather than
classical nineteenth-century limited meters, how do you expand it to include
all the variety and bebop of actual talk?

So, this is “Good Night”, 1919, Ezra Pound went to Europe, Marianne
Moore stayed in Brooklyn in New York. W. C. Williams became a doctor and
lived in New Jersey, about 13 miles from New York, began writing down the
rhythms and the diction of the local speech of Rutherford, NJ, which is maybe
ten miles from my own hometown, Paterson, NJ. “In brilliant gas light / I turn
the kitchen spigot...” The faucet? This is special word for a faucet that
makes the water—spigot. The key that you turn to open the water. “In
brilliant gas light...” So this is 1919, it’s not electric yet. “In brilliant gas
light / I turn the kitchen spigot / and watch the water plash / into the clean
white sink. / On the grooved drain-board / to one side...” Drain board? It’s
on the side of the sink, grooved, because it’'s probably wood, so that the
water runs down into the sink, when you put a wet glass or dish there. “On
the grooved drain-board / to one side is / a glass filled with parsley...”

Parsley? What’s the word for parsley?

S: Petrzel.

AG: I can’t hear.

S: Pe-tr-zel.

AG: Could you repeat it? (audience laughter) Could you repeat it, please, and

not waste time?

S: Pe-tr-zel!
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AG: Thank you. “On the grooved drain-board / to one side is / a glass filled
with parsley”—petrzel, right? (audience laughter)—“crisped green. / Waiting
/ for the water to freshen...” Sometimes, when water comes out of the
faucet, it comes out a milky color with a lot of air bubbles in it. Is that
familiar? Yes. So waiting for the water to freshen— waiting for the water to
clear. “Waiting / for the water to freshen— / I glance / at the spotless
floor—: / a pair of rubber sandals / lie side by side / under the wall-table, /
all is in order for the night. / Waiting, with a glass in my hand / —three girls
/ in crimson satin / pass close before me on / the murmurous background of
the crowded opera— / It is memory playing the clown— / three vague,
meaningless girls / the rustling sound of / cloth rubbing on cloth and / little
slippers on carpet— / high-school French / spoken in a loud voice!” So what
is that? He's remembering perhaps his daughter or his grand-daughter and
her girlfriends going to a ballet class with dancing slippers, maybe the little
ballet tutu, “cloth rubbing on cloth”, young girls talking high-school French.
So some slightly erotic image of young girls, but at the same time family
situation. Then suddenly: “Parsley in a glass, / still and shining, / brings me
back. I take a drink / and yawn deliciously. / I am ready for bed.” So now I'll

read it without explanation.

In brilliant gas light
I turn the kitchen spigot
and watch the water plash
into the clean white sink.
On the grooved drain-board
to one side is
a glass filled with parsley —
crisped green.

Waiting
for the water to freshen—
I glance at the spotless floor —:
a pair of rubber sandals
lie side by side
under the wall-table,
all is in order for the night.

Waiting, with a glass in my hand
—three girls in crimson satin
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pass close before me on
the murmurous background of
the crowded opera—

it is
memory playing the clown—
three vague, meaningless girls
the rustling sound of
cloth rubbing on cloth and
little slippers on carpet—
high-school French
spoken in a loud voice!

Parsley in a glass,

still and shining,

brings me back. I take a drink

and yawn deliciously.

I am ready for bed.

So the narrative of this poem is what happens in his mind—he comes
downstairs, he’s completely awake, he sees the glass filled with parsley, he
spaces out, as they say. (chuckle) Space out? You know that phrase? Day
dreams, goes off into outer space in his mind remembering a ballet or
remembering children of the family studying ballet, sees it very clearly in his
mind’s eye and then notices that he’s spacing out, notices that he’s
daydreaming, he says, “it is / memory playing the clown”, and then continues
daydreaming! Three vague meaningless girls, little slippers, high-school
French spoken in a loud voice, cloth rubbing on cloth ... Then he comes back
to himself, comes back to the kitchen, comes back to the actual space:
“Parsley in a glass, / still and shining, / brings me back. I take a drink / and
yawn deliciously. / I am ready for bed.”

So the narrative of the poem is what happens in his mind. He’s making a
picture of his mind. And these are, in a sense, first thoughts, in a sense that
it’s an accurate reproduction of the sequence of thought-forms that passed
through his mind before he noticed them, and recollecting them before he
decided to write a poem. In other words, he remembered his mind.

So this is under the general heading “Writing your mind”. And the
subject is not so much the external world, but the actual mind and how it
operates. And that comes around the same time that Einstein is discovering

the theory of relativity, or pronouncing it, and saying that it is the measuring
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instrument that determines the appearance of the external phenomenal
world, that everything is, in a sense, subjective, since we are the measuring
instrument, thus we have the theory of relativity and in all arts and sciences
there’s a return to the measuring instrument. Whether in painting—the
beginnings of abstract expressionism and the realization of pure paint on a
canvas, with Kandinsky and painters of the twenties, who began going into
abstraction, realizing that a three-dimensional canvas was an illusion, that it
might be interesting just to paint paint. Which leads into Willem de Kooning
and Jackson Pollock later on painting paint rather than making believe
you're painting an exterior picture. So, in a sense, this is like writing mind
rather that writing descriptions of Prague, although the mind contains the
outer world and so you still have the outer phenomenal world, but you have
a direct view of how you yourself see it, when you write it in this form, when
you're notating like a stenographer the procession of thoughts in your mind.
Those which are vivid.

So does that answer, I wonder, lady who left in the middle of the answer
of the question. But that was a long answer.

So however, I said | worried about my American Express card and then
the next thought was that [ had to take a pee pee. Now generally this would
be considered not romantic enough and maybe a little bit too personal that |
had to take a pee pee, but on the other hand one could see it as romantic,
since that’s the actual life that we live. That’s the material which we
experience every day rather than an abstraction that we would like to
experience. So one important slogan is part of the instructions for meditation
experience in traditional Zen in Tibetan Buddhist mediation practice, which
is as follows: “Take a friendly attitude toward your own thoughts.” Don’t be
angry at your mind for thinking something, but actually be friendly to your
own mind, be friendly to yourself and take a friendly, affectionate attitude
toward your own thoughts. There’s no need to suppress them, to denounce
them or to feel that they’re the wrong thoughts. Now I know that in primitive
Marxism and fundamentalist Catholicism and Jewish practice and Islamic

practice you're not supposed to have certain thoughts. That it’s a sin to have
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some thoughts. But this is just the opposite. Here no thought is sinful. Your
observation of them is what’s interesting. Your observation of your own
mind. So we have: “Take a friendly attitude toward your thoughts.” And here
are some illustrations of that particular notion. Notice I've covered just one
slogan so far (chuckle) and we have eighty-four to go. (audience laughter)
But many of them are repetitive and go around on a same subject. Let me see
what we can have here... Yeah, here’s an interesting one. Again Williams,

“Smell”.

Oh strong-ridged and deeply hollowed

nose of mine! what will you not be smelling?

What tactless asses we are, you and I boney nose,
always indiscriminate, always unashamed,

and now it is the souring flowers of the bedraggled
poplars: a festering pulp on the wet earth

beneath them. With what deep thirst

we quicken our desires

to that rank odor of a passing springtime!

Can you not be decent? Can you not reserve your ardors
for something less unlovely? What girl will care

for us, do you think, if we continue in these ways?

Must you taste everything? Must you know everything?
Must you have a part in everything?

So he’s talking about his nose that can smell both roses and shit. (audience
laughter) “Must you have a part in everything?” And he’s taking a friendly
attitude or rather mocking-friendly attitude toward his own smell. Or toward
his nakedness in another poem, it's called Russian Dancer, “Danse Russe”. |
think these are all in that little workbook. Twenty-three? Yeah, very first of

Williams there.

If when my wife is sleeping

and the baby and Kathleen

are sleeping

and the sun is a flame-white disc
in silken mists

above shining trees, —

if I in my north room

dance naked, grotesquely
before my mirror

waving my shirt round my head
and singing softly to myself:

"I am lonely, lonely
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I was born to be lonely

I am best so!"

If I admire my arms, my face

my shoulders, flanks, buttocks
against the yellow drawn shades, —

Who shall say I am not

the happy genius of my household?

Well, we’ve all done that one time or other, so it's a question of whether he is
ashamed of his nakedness or actually pleased and amused and sees this
ordinary situation as an exemplary moment of self-recognition and self-
acceptance—taking a friendly attitude toward his own thoughts and his own
body—sufficient to be a moment of poetry.

Now I don’t know, while I've been talking [ was wondering, maybe all
this seems too unpoetic to you. Not at all poetic. Not at all romantic. Nothing
exalted and mystical and sublime, it’s true. But then on the other hand it
does represent our real lives rather than an imaginary life. And Williams’s
point and the point around the beginning of the century was that in order to
avoid totalitarianism, Fascism, Catholicism, Ayatollah, Hitler, Stalin... we
would actually have to deal with the actuality of our lives rather than some
hyperbolic or hyper-romantic abstraction that removed us from the actual
conditions in which we lived. So he was trying to make notations of the
actual condition rather than a romantic exaggeration. Among the actual
conditions certainly is a hope for romanticism, a desire for delight and
mystical union with the community or with God, but that’s just another
thought and can be written down as just another thought. As he says, “who
shall say I am not / the happy genius of my household?” By accepting his
actual condition he’s become the genius. Whereas a stupider person would
say, “No, no, that’s not at all romantic, that’s not interesting. It's just me
naked. Who's interested in that? [ would rather appear on a white horse as a
night in armor, with a mustache (chuckle) and a lance.” And there actually
were pictures of Hitler as a night in armor with a mustache and a big lance,
as an exemplary ideal.

There’s another poet, a friend of Williams’s, in a school called the
Objectivist school. The Objectivist school followed Pound and Williams in the
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20th century in the school of poetry called Imagism. The Imagists thought it
was primarily a brief picture flash that was interesting. The Objectivists said
you can also include your thoughts. Your thoughts are things, just like the
microphone or any other piece of furniture in the room that you're
describing. They’re not you, they’re just thoughts passing through your mind,
so you can include your thoughts as part of the objective notation of the
phenomenal world. So this is a poem by Charles Reznikoff with perhaps the
ugliest and most stinky human image possible. And yet, because he notices it,
it becomes romantic in a strange or sacred, I should say, way. It’s no. 48 in a

series by Reznikoff Picture Glimpses, “The Shoemaker”.

The shoemaker sat in the cellar’s dusk beside his bench and
sewing-machine, his large, blackened hands, finger tips
flattened and broad, busy.

Through the grating in the sidewalk over his window, paper
and dust were falling year by year.

At evening Passover would begin. The sunny street was
crowded. The shoemaker could see the feet of those who
walked over the grating.

He had one pair of shoes to finish and he would be through.

His friend came in, a man with a long, black beard, in shabby,
dirty clothes, but with shoes newly cobbled and blacked.

"Beautiful outside, really the world is beautiful."

A pot of fish was boiling on the stove. Sometimes the water
bubbled over and hissed. The smell of the fish filled the
cellar.
"It must be beautiful in the park now. After our fish we’ll take a
walk in the park." The shoemaker nodded.
The shoemaker hurried his work on the last shoe. The pot on the
stove bubbled and hissed. His friend walked up and
down the cellar in shoes newly cobbled and blacked.
Well, when it comes to “sometimes the water / bubbled over and hissed. The
smell of the fish filled the / cellar,” it’'s certainly one of the ugliest
suggestions in poetry. Certainly, I don’t know any romantic poet who would
have the smell of the fish filling the cellar. But once you hear that you can
actually smell it and it can become sort of permanent reference point of
actual reality in poetry, because the point here is that it's the quality of

affection, the quality of attention or the quality of affectionate, friendly
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attention that makes the image or the situation of interest, that the smell of
the fish filled the basement. There’s a certain amount of art and actually
writing it down accurately, but basically the primary thought there, the first
thought there—the smell of the fish filled the basement—because it's so
unromantic, becomes romantic. Or becomes interesting, because it’s so real.
So the romance in the poetry of this kind consists in its being real, rather
than its being fancy, romantical, idealistic or transcendental. It’s the actuality
of our lives that becomes of interest, rather than an escape from that
actuality. At least in this school of poetry.

And Williams has some things to say about that in early writing.
Actually, in those days when he was writing there was a considerable... He
was, in a sense, opposed to abstraction, to generalization, even to science
and to philosophy, because they removed us, he felt, from our connection
with our own bodies and with our experiences, and he thought that poetry
was superior, ‘cause poetry dealt directly with our experiences, mental and
physical. And he says about Gertrude Stein, a great writer of the time,
“Whatever the value of Miss Stein’s work may turn out finally to be, she has
at last accomplished her purpose of getting down on paper this much that is
decipherable. She has placed writing on a plane, where it may deal
unhampered with its own affairs, unburdened with scientifical and
philosophic lumber. For after all, science and philosophy are today in their
effect on the mind little more than fetishes of unspeakable abhorrence. And
it’s through the subversion of the art of writing ... (End of tape. Part of the
lecture missing)

He’s writing about the body itself and sex. He’s reviewing a medical
book. “This book presumes knowledge of the body itself as the source of all
knowing, which should come as a refreshing novelty to post-Freudian men
and women. It begins with a body as a unit. This is the one place that I should
like to add something to this book. I should have liked the doctor who wrote
it to have been much more the philosopher of the body as a whole, before he
went on to other things, for we greatly need that emphasis today. This is of

course what he does emphasize, but not sufficiently. It would have been
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something to this effect, that whatever we see of worth in the world, the
generation of it has been crude, corporeal as sex itself. Then that force
begins to fan out, grows thinner, more fragile, as it gets further and further
from the fountain-head. One thing, such an understanding would have once
resolved the wonder we experience when ‘fine souls’, as we speak of them,
revert, so we say, to low practices. When we think of the body as the sole
source of all our good, the return of an attenuated or spent culture to that
ground can never after be seen as anything but a saving gesture, perverted
only by the surrounding stupidity.” To put it a little more clearly, Williams is
saying that our own bodies and ultimate sexual functions are the source of
all good and that philosophy and science, which leads us away from an
experience of our own bodies, including or minds, are a kind of perversion
which has led the world to the evil destruction at the end of this millennium,
either nuclear catastrophe or ecological degeneration, all through the
abstraction of science and philosophy. So his remedy then would be coming
back to the body and its thoughts, taking a friendly attitude toward the body
and toward the thoughts within the mind, the first thoughts.

So for that, the third slogan is taken from an old American president,
John Adams: “The mind must be loose.” And there’s a Zen couplet that goes
with that: “In the vast inane there’s no back or front. The path of the bird
annihilates east and west.” That may take a little thinking. In the vast
inane—this very space we’re sitting in, the big room and above the room, sky
and above the sky, clouds and above the clouds, atmosphere, above the
atmosphere, space—extending infinitely. “In the vast inane there is no back
or front. The path of the bird annihilates east and west.” The path of the
mind annihilates east and west. So essentially this might well be...many
little poems, and one poem that might be of interest is by Philip Whalen, a
member of the Beat Generation group, who said a little “Cynical Song”, it’s a

poem on page ... [ don’t know it might be under the Whalen section.

You do what you do
Fucky-ducky

You do it anyhow
People don’t like it
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Fucky-ducky
People like it
Fucky-ducky
You do what you do
Fucky-ducky

(Laugh) You do what you do, so what? You do it anyhow, so what? People
like it, so what? People don’t like it, so what? You do what you do, so what?
Except he says “fucky-ducky.” He’s even more silly. (audience laughter) And

another poem by him, wastes. It’s called “Waste. Profligacy. Fatuity.”

We get ourselves into a mess when we say
“Thank God that’s over,” “Never again will I do thus & so.”
Nothing is over and under; things is and then change,
We think of ourselves as we used to be
What is we now?
Bright cold moon
Too much dinner
Unlimited cookies
Baked bananas
Booby Pie
Cinnamon infested coffee (blarp)
And a salad full of nasty little surprises
(Creepy croutons, dead beans,
Unidentified glips, clots, paps)

(“To think that anyone could SAY such a thing, much less write it
down!”)
That’s the last line in the poem. He just followed his mind, whatever he
thought, and then he ended it, quote in parentheses, “To think that anyone
could SAY such a thing, much less write it down!” which might be a typical
criticism of an elegant lady professor about this poem—“What? What’s all
this about?” You know, “Too much dinner / Unlimited cookies / Baked
bananas / Booby pie / Cinnamon infested coffee (blarp) / And a salad full of
nasty little surprises...” So this is “the mind must be loose”. An illustration

of the slogan “The mind must be loose”. Kerouac says in 17th Chorus:

Starspangled Kingdoms bedecked
in dewy joint —

DON'T IGNORE OTHER PARTS
OF YOUR MIND, I think,

And my clever brain sends
ripples of amusement

Through my leg nerve halls
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And I remember the Zigzag
Original
Mind

of Babyhood
when you’d let the faces
crack & mock
& yak &change
& go mad utterly
in your night
firstmind
reveries

talking about the mind

The endless Not Invisible
Madness Rioting

Everywhere
He’s recollecting the mind of babyhood, when you’re in a little trundle bed or
a cradle, you're looking up and your mind is going in every direction and you
see all sorts of phantoms. But the interesting slogan here is “don’t ignore
other parts of your mind,” rather than the linear focus that is continually
forced on us by television or philosophy or science. There are other parts of
the mind: the observation of flies in the room, as Emily Dickinson’s dying
poem “I Heard a Fly Buzz—When I Died”. You know, instead of talking about
the grandeur of death, in this very famous poem Emily Dickinson said, “I
heard a fly buzz when I died,” which merely gave the vastness and the silence
of the room, by that one little detail.

How many here know of André Breton, the surrealist? How many have
read something of Breton? You know surrealism, you’'ve heard the word, you
know the general style, but in language the most important poem by André
Breton is called “Free Union”, which is to say a free union of words, that is to
say putting words together freely, without worrying whether they make
sense or not, without worrying whether they have a linear, literal meaning.
And so there’s this very famous poem from 1931, which is quite a big

influence on my own poetry including “Kvileni”—“Howl".

My wife whose hair is a brush fire
Whose thoughts are summer lightning
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Whose waist is an hourglass

Whose waist is the waist of an otter caught in the teeth of a tiger

Whose mouth is a bright cockade with the fragrance of a star of the first
magnitude

Whose teeth leave prints like the tracks of white mice over snow
Whose tongue is made out of amber and polished glass

Whose tongue is a stabbed wafer

The tongue of a doll with eyes that open and shut [. . .]

He’s talking about his wife. So the question is, how can he get away with
talking about his wife this way? This doesn’t make any sense at all. But on
the other hand what he’s doing is improvising, like music, different images
that juxtaposed, put together, words that, when they’re put together, create
mental pictures that have a little “flash” in them. In this case something like
in dream, something like in, what, nightmare or fantasy. Because part of
ordinary mind is actually the fantasy world also, if seen as such. So you can
fantasize words put together that wouldn’t normally be together and, in a
sense, surrealism is the essence of the method there. It’'s a longer poem

(skips lines):

My wife whose shoulders are champagne [. . .]

My wife whose wrists are matches [. . .]

Whose fingers are fresh cut hay [. . .]

My wife with the armpits of martens and beech fruit [. . .]

And it ends—we’re going down to her genitals—

My wife whose calves are sweet with the sap of elder trees
Whose feet are carved initials [. . .]

My wife whose neck is fine milled barley

Whose throat contains the Valley of (sic) Gold

And encounters in the bed of the maelstrom

My wife whose breasts are of night

And are undersea molehills

And crucibles of rubies [. . .]

Whose belly is a fan unfolded in the light [. . .]

My wife with the thighs of a skiff

That are lustrous and feathered like arrows
Stemmed with the light tailbones of a white peacock
And imperceptible balance

My wife whose rump is sandstone and flax

Whose rump is the back of a swan and the spring
My wife with the sex of an iris

A mine and a platypus
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Is anybody married, anybody’s got a wife whose sex is platypus? Platypus,

what’s a platypus in Czech? It’s an extinct Australian duck-like bird.

JJ: Ptakopysk.

AG: Ok. My wife whose sex is that of a ptakopysk. (all laugh) It’s very odd
combination. But it’s quite memorable, I've always remembered that as a

sort of sample of pure verbal invention.

My wife with the sex of an iris

A mine and a platypus

With the sex of an alga and old-fashioned candles

My wife with the sex of a mirror

My wife with eyes full of tears

With eyes that are purple armor and a magnetized needle

With eyes of savannahs

With eyes full of water to drink in prisons

My wife with eyes that are forests forever under the axe

My wife with eyes that are the equal of water and air and earth and fire
That’s the end. Actually, it makes some sense. If you figure it out: “My wife [. .
.] / With eyes full of water to drink in prisons,” that’s quite an emotional
image. My wife who ... Water to drink in prisons, for those who are shut
away, thirsty and in suffering. My wife whose sex is water ... her eyes are
water to drink in prisons. There’s a sort of unconscious common sense in it,
in this combination.

Well, it’'s now 4:20 and what I would suggest we’ll now have a little
poetry exercise that you can do. So, can you take out your notebooks and
your pencils or pens and follow me now, just a five-minute exercise before
the class ends, so that you can be poets, too. Choose a two-syllable word in
Czech, but a noun, like an icebox, refrigerator, automobile, platypus,
shoestring ... Choose one word and write it down. Any word, any common
word, two or more syllables. Mine is shoeshine. C'mon, do it, write it down.
Write down any word. Then, after you've done that, put another noun, a
noun best of all, not an abstract word, something you can see, then put

another noun or adjective next to it, that doesn’t belong there, like shoeshine

metaphysics or gorilla shoeshine. Something that, what do you call it, in

97



English it’s a... The two words put together that don’t belong together?
Oxymoron! Oxymoron, is that right? Using that one word, shoeshine or
whatever word you choose, using it ten times with different variant words
connected to it. Like in this case I had shoeshine metaphysics, shoeshine
gorilla, shoeshine president, shoeshine guru, airplane shoeshine, Nazi
shoeshine, Marxist shoeshine, shoeshine fascists, shoeshine pee pee,
shoeshine mama, shoeshine mug... So make a list of fifteen word
combinations using your singular word. Just make a list in a column. Is the

explanation clear, Professor Jarab?

J]: Well, it's clear, there is one limitation that is due to the difference in

languages, that is, if you use a noun, shoeshine, then another noun, your first

noun is in function as a noun but also as a modifier for the next noun.

AG: Well, that’s great. That’s helpful.

JJ: That is great for you. (audience laughter) It’s not so great for us.

AG: Why?

JJ: We have one noun, the noun remains a noun and does not change to an

adjective ...

AG: Ok, then use an adjective next to it.

JJ: But we have to start with the adjective there. Or not necessarily, | mean, it

works even. ..

AG: If you start with the adjective then you can add a noun?

]]: Yes.
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AG: Ok, start with an adjective then.

JJ: Still, the limitation is inherent. What you do not have, we have gender. So
if you use an adjective that is semantically masculine, you cannot use any
other noun because that is not masculine. Anyway, I just think you should
realize that in that case you know, there are limitations due to the nature of

language.

AG: There may be some variant that can be figured out. So make a list of
fifteen. Ok, this is homework. Make a list of fifteen and then—when you're
home, do it at home, ‘cause we’re getting low on time. Make a list of fifteen
word combinations, using one skeleton word that runs through all of them,
and then make a star near the three most interesting. One star for the three
most interesting, shocking or curious. Then make two more stars for the two
others that are most interesting, then make a third star for the single most
interesting of all the combinations. So it’s three stars for the single most
interesting, two stars for the next most interesting and one star for the
almost interesting. So that you finally out of all of them, when you’re done,
you have to choose what you think is the best. The best I ever heard was
something like, well, in my own poetry, “hydrogen jukebox.” That
combination, hydrogen jukebox, but from students, the best I ever heard was
“Nazi milk.” Those are two words that don’t seem to fit together and yet
when you put them together they make you laugh, because they're so
opposite. Nazi—the dark, sadistic or whatever, milk—the innocent. So when
you put the Nazi next to the milk. .. And yet, you could have, you could think
of: “The German diary industry produced 250 million tons of Nazi milk for
the Fihrer in 1939.” It would actually have some sense. Ok, we have three

minutes. Do you all understand the homework assignment?

JJ: Can it be in English?
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AG: It can be in English or Czech, whatever language you’re best at. Or Latin.

(chuckle)

JJ: I've done my part in Czech already, so ...

AG: Ok. Does anybody else have any questions in the next four minutes that

we have?

S: How do you keep yourself from ending these first thoughts in your mind?

Before you put them down on paper?

AG: “Don’t stop to think of words but to see the picture better.” (repeats)
That is, you're recollecting, probably ... One, one recollects probably a visual
image. So the question of looking back again, quote “at the scene of the
crime” or to the mental picture and derive the words from the picture, rather
than trying to invent words that have no reference. A picture is fixed and
stable, so you don’t have to worry about that. That comes under the
slogan ... The slogans continue very briefly in a logical form—if you want to
get the first thought—“Notice what you notice.” How do you do that? “Catch
yourself thinking.” The thing is only you notice you're thinking. Notice what
you thought or notice what you’re thinking. Catch yourself thinking. How?
“Observe what’s vivid.” If it’s vivid it’s vivid, if it’s not vivid it’s not vivid, you
can forget it. But if it’s vivid, it’s there, vivid. Then how do you decide what is
vivid? “Vividness is self-selecting.” If it’s vivid it’s vivid, if it’s not vivid, you
don’t see it. Then next would be Kerouac’s slogan, “Don’t stop to think of
words but to see the vivid picture better.” He derived the words from the
details in the picture. Does that make sense? It’s very simple, actually. It’s
not that complicated, it’s like rolling off a log, as they say. It’s a question of
just recollecting what happens in your mind before you begin noticing it. Or
before you begin planning to write it down. Before you begin planning to edit
it for your purposes. It’'s a question of going back to what happened with

your mind before you thought of bringing it out as a poem. Is that clear? It’s
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actually almost like a meditation practice, where you’'re remembering your
own mind. Recollecting your mind. Like Wordsworth said, “Poetry is emotion
recollected in tranquility.” So I'm just changing the word ‘recollected’
slightly, like recollected. You recollect, you remember what passed through
your mind before you became self-conscious about presenting it, before the
problem of editing rose. So if you stick to the picture—don’t stop to think of
words but to see the picture better—then you have no problem. Unless
you're ashamed of the picture or don’t want anybody to see that picture. In
which case there’s another slogan, “If we don’t show anyone, we're free to
write anything.” (chuckle) So that’s one condition, you can also write, as they
say it in Russia, “for the desk” that nobody could see. Or Kerouac wrote many
pages when he was young and burned them immediately, just to be free to
write anything that comes in his mind. To have the liberty to be totally free,
he determined in advance that for a period of about a year he would write
every day and then burn it. And so he exercised, opened up a whole area of
privacy and after a year he was no longer ashamed of his own thoughts.

Any other questions? Is this boring? Is this method of proceeding
boring? ‘Cause I'm going very slowly, talking slowly, I don’t know if it’s

putting you all to sleep or amusing you. At best it might be amusing.

JJ: You're pensive now, you made us pensive.

AG: Pensive? Well, thinking.

JJ: T have a small question, if I may, does Wordsworth’s quotation really fit
that we put together for spontaneous writing. Isn’t the recollecting of the
emotion already something else? Are these spontaneous poets not rather

collecting the emotions and that means recording the emotions?

AG: We have the “re-” in front of “cording”. Fun to say re-collecting. But it’s
recollecting in the sense that you’'re remembering what you just thought

before. It isn’t that you might notice it on the spot, it’s that you’'re checking
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out what you thought a minute ago or last week when you remember it. I just
used it for the word recollecting rather than recollecting in emotion
recollected in tranquility. [ would say pictures recollected later, because that
seems to be a practical way of doing it. If you were trying to collect at the
moment you were having the picture, the attempt at collection would
displace the picture. If you tried to do it at that very moment, when you were

having a picture...

JJ: Physically you're imagining that, yes.

AG: Yeah. I'm thinking, you know, remembering a picture, having a thought
passed through your mind, then you catch yourself thinking. So you catch
yourself thinking after you thought. You re-collect the thought, the picture,
after you had the picture. The fact that you're not intending to make a poem
of it at the moment that you have it keeps it kind of pure, ‘cause it is really
just a natural occurrence in the mind. What makes it a little bit more
sophisticated is that you have one more level of awareness where you're
observing your mind. So in that sense it'’s a part of classic meditation
practice and maybe next time we might do that for five minutes, see what the
comparison is between ...

In fact, why not do it now. We've got another five minutes? Anybody
gotta go? Ok, what I'd like to do then is take another five minutes if you
can... We've got five minutes more? Ok. I would like to compare what I'm
talking about with the traditional Buddhist meditation practice. So if you sit
forward on your seat, keep your spine straight. Hands on thighs. This is for
relaxed or restful mind. The main thing is that you can breathe easily
because spine is straight, top of the head supporting heaven, so to speak, like
a puppet hanging from a string, in a position of being completely awake. Not
leaning back but actually sitting up, supporting yourself on your spine. So,
completely awake, eyes open, eyes resting in the middle distance, not
focused on a single point to bring an image into the eye, into the brain, but

just resting in space and eyeballs relaxed. Belly relaxed, eyes open, nose in
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line with belly button, ears in line with shoulders. So the question is what is
the technique for meditation, and traditionally in Japanese and Tibetan
Buddhist style it’s following the breath, and in this case following the breath
leaving the nose and dissolving in space. Identifying with the breath or
following the breath out or being mindful of the breath, the out-breath, the
breath leaving the nose, flowing along with the breath or becoming one with
the breath or mixing your mind with the breath. So let’s do that for... Come
on, sit up again. Come on. You can sit up again. It’s only two minutes, it’s not
gonna Kkill ya. (chuckle) Why don’t we do that for just a couple of breaths.
Two breaths or three.

Then you may notice that your mind is thinking, like moving back and
forth from the breath to thoughts just like in Williams’s poem. So, when you
catch yourself thinking, when you notice you’re thinking, take a friendly
attitude toward your thoughts, acknowledge your thought, and then on the
next out-breath switch your attention back to the breath. On the in-breath
you don’t have to do anything at all, just take a vacation or check you posture
that you're still sitting up straight. That’s all there is to it. It’s very simple.
And this is called in Sanskrit “Samatha”—quietening the mind, “Vipassana”—
clear-seeing. So that that flash bulb perhaps appeared more prominently in
consciousness, because there was no activity going on. Or the event of
somebody getting up and leaving perhaps might seem more awesome than if
you were busy doing something else. So the basic practice is just observing
the space around by means of coming back to yourself with the breath and,
at the same time, noticing that you’re thinking. So it’s observing the outside
and the inside, going back and forth. Like on a horse that has two stirrups,
balancing back and forth.

It's impossible to stop the mind from thinking and there’s no need to do
that. It’s just a question of taking a friendly attitude toward your thoughts,
not getting attached to them and letting them go, as you let your breath go
and returning your attention to your breath. In order to return to the space
of the room here. Like Williams’s poem: “I'’ve had my dream [...] / and it has

come to nothing, so that / [now I stand here] / feeling [...] / the weight of
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my body in my shoes, / the coat hanging on my shoulders / the rim of my
hat, breath passing in and out / at my nose and—resolved to dream no
more.” (applause)

JJ: Thank you and we continue the day after tomorrow, that is Friday at three

o’clock.

AG: And I'll try to go through the slogans much faster and spend more time

on actual texts.
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26.11.1993

JJ: It is very difficult to spoil such a beautiful sound. I just wanted to say hello
to those who are here for the second time, hello also to newcomers. Here is
the second of the series of lectures of Allen Ginsberg. I may have a few
practical suggestions: People who may be coming late ... We do hope nobody
leaves if they really do not have to, you know, during the class. Could you
possibly move a little bit to places so people who come late do not have to go
all through the hall and look for a space there. But I know that you are in the
privilege position so you want to be here. Alright. But maybe at least sit
there, those who sit, and leave rather free seats on the aisle instead of in the
middle. Do you understand what I mean? Yes, so move in to the... so that
the aisle as available. You don’t have to go back, just go into the middle,
that’s all. Also I would like to announce that professor Ginsberg is willing to
see students who do have questions today and on the following two days
when lectures are on, that means Tuesday and Thursday. After the lecture in
my, that is his office, on this floor there. I hope that by the end of the lecture
you will see besides Josef Jarab also Allen Ginsberg there. And we will leave
the room at 4:30 and he will be available there for individual consultations
and talks to students who are still interested in having some questions
answered and having a chat. [ will not keep Allen Ginsberg from having the

second class and I will not keep you from hearing him.

AG: How many did their homework and wrote down the list of twenty...
How many actually did that? Not very many. Could you, after class, give me
the lists with your three choices of the three bests, the very best marked
with a star? If you participate in these very simple exercises you'll find what
[’'m saying more fun.

So, I would like to very rapidly skim over the slogans that you were
handed out, read them aloud and make brief comments on them, because
otherwise we will go too slowly, and then I will focus in on specific poets,

beginning with William Burroughs and going on to Kerouac, Philip Whalen,
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Robert Creeley, Gregory Corso, Garry Snyder, Michael McClure, Peter
Orlofsky, Diane di Prima, John Wieners, Anne Waldman and David Cope, the
poets I selected and put in this anthology. But how much of that we can do, I
don’t know.

Meanwhile, I have been talking to you in English more or less slowly.
What shall we do? Has this been satisfactory or is this too difficult? Do we
need some translation? Would it be helpful to have somebody sitting here to
translate a few things occasionally? What do you think? I mean, it’'s your
class, so you should figure out how it will be best for you to understand. Or,
do you have any suggestions for improving the communication? ‘Cause I'm
open to suggestions and I will be in Rector Jarab’s office on this floor after
class, after we leave here, if anybody wants to talk to me. If you have some
idea that you don’t want to express publicly but would like to still say, then
I'll be around for a while.

Am I speaking slowly enough? Am I speaking distinctly enough? As you
may have noticed, I'm trying to bite my consonants so that each word has a
separate sound. Which is also one of the slogans: “Savor vowels, appreciate
consonants,” because poetry also has an element of sound. Words have
sounds and from the beginning—Homer, Sapho—in ancient times, poetry
was sounded aloud, in fact sung, just like Mick Jagger and Bob Dylan. Homer
sang the Odyssey and Sappho is the first poet in Europe, the first individual
poet, the first Rimbaud, so to speak, Sappho sang on a five-string tortoise-
shell lyre, according to the rock’n’roll classicist of The Fugs, Ed Sanders.

So the element of sound, even music, always has been part of poetry. In
Europe and America sometimes there’s a tradition of sound, sounding the
poetry aloud, as in Russia, with Khlebnikov or Yesenin or Mayakovski, and
there may be a Czech tradition, I'm not sure, but I assume there is. And there
is an African-American tradition of singing poetry as the blues, but for the
most part, 19th century and 20th century English and maybe European
poetry, especially right now German poetry and French poetry, is not used to
be read aloud or if read aloud, it’s read in a monotone. And the idea is a some

form of monotonous meditation, where the poet does not look into the eyes
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of the audience and deliver his words to the people who are listening as
Homer did, or as Sappho did to her lady students to whom she taught sacred
songs.

Nowadays in German language usually the poet is just reading from
here in a monotone like this. And that’s considered by some poets to be the
ideal for reading poetry.

The tradition in Russia and America and African American mode is
more of public communication. So from that point of view I will try to set an
example by making the words distinct and clear for you to hear, and biting
my consonants. And if you ever see films of Bob Dylan singing, you will
notice that he has almost permanent sneer on his face when he’s singing,
because he is actually posing his mouth, so that he can enunciate clearly,
because maybe ten, twenty, thirty, forty to a hundred thousand people have
to hear him. So he’s mouthing each word distinctly. That’s the reason for the
very strange look he has on his face when singing sometimes, as if he’s
embittered or sneering. He’s just simply being a good musician and mouthing
the sounds in the hollow of his mouth and biting the consonants so people
can hear them.

So, we had gotten up to the point of taking a friendly attitude toward
our thoughts and realizing that the mind must be loose. “Must” is maybe the
wrong word, the mind is loose. In a sense that you never know what you're
going to think the next second. Or very rarely does anybody know what their
next thought will be. You can’t plan your mind, just like you can’t plan
dreams, really. I had a series of really amazing dreams last night, kept
waking and writing them up, and I couldn’t imagine where they came from,
but certainly they were nothing [ could have planned. Actually, [ was in the
student buffet and there was not enough to eat and we were all fighting to
get at a table. And I was stealing food from somebody else’s plate. (laughs) 1
would never have imagined that in this situation.

So, “One perception must immediately and directly lead to a further
perception” is the next... And you’ll find that specifically demonstrated in

the poem “Zone” by Guillaume Apollinaire, the French poet, the first modern
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poet. And I will recommend looking at Robert Creeley and Garry Snyder’s
“Bubbs Creek Haircut”, which are in these little workbooks, I think, for
samples of one perception leading directly to another, that’s a quote from a
poet Charles Olson. Meaning that in open form poetry the poet registers the
change of his mind while he is writing, rather than he may have a general
theme planned, but if ideas, pictures rise in his mind during the time of
writing, he should include those in the sentence. And so, one perception will
lead directly to another perception, rather than being stuck and trying to
repeat a rhyme scheme or develop an idea logically as a syllogism, as in
earlier English metaphysical poetry like John Donne, where you take a single
idea and stick with it and find all the extensions of it. It may be that you’ll
have, as with surrealism or as with movies, a jump cut. Jump cut, does
anybody know that technical term with movies or cinema? When you jump
from one scene to another? Montage, as in Eisenstein’s Potemkin, where you
jump from a baby carriage rolling down the stairs to the soldiers firing.
Philip Whalen, the poet, says, “My writing is a picture of the mind
moving.” The mind is moving, one perception leads to another. We don’t
know what we’re going to think next, so I have that phrase here, “surprise
mind.” My mind is always a surprise to me, I never know what I'll think next.
And from that, there’s a famous haiku, Japanese one line poem, by Basho. You
may know it, it’s the most famous haiku or single line poem in the West: “An
old frog...” No, “an old pond, or a quiet, still, old pond, the sound of a frog

jumping into the water. Splash!” Is anybody familiar with that? Or:

An old pond,

A frog jumped in,

Kerplunk!
“Kerplunk” is the English word for the sound of a stone dropped to the
water, into a still water, plunk. An old pond, covered with leaves—still—
plunk. Is that a familiar reference point here? Has anybody ever heard of
that? Basho? How many have heard of Basho? Ok. Basho was considered the

greatest of Japanese haiku writers. How many know what a haiku is? Several,

most people. Usually it’s a seventeen-syllable verbal photograph:

108



The dogs
Kindly get out of the way,
In the snowy road.

A rat approaches
The freezing oil
Of the lamp.

The mountain blast!
The hail is driven
Into the horse’s ear.

In the abandoned boat,
The hail
Bounces about.

The old pond;
A straw sandal sunk to the bottom,
Sleet falling.

The straight hole
Made by pissing
In the snow outside the door.

Crunch, crunch,—
The horse munching straw;
An evening of snow.

So those were all different haikus by Issa, Buson, Shiki, among others, who
are among the great haiku writers in Japan and Basho is considered the

greatest. One of his haikus is:

The snow we saw come dOWI’I,—
Has it fallen,

This year too?
So the implication there is he’s talking to an old friend and one time other
year they saw it snow together and he’s either writing or asking, “The snow
we saw come down,— / has it fallen, / this year too?” Of course, the snow
has fallen every year. So it is a kind of nostalgia and sadness in it. So the
haiku or seventeen-syllable poem is like a little photograph of a moment of
perception, a direct perception, usually a visual activity, like the hail
bouncing about the abandoned boat. Generally it has the sensation of
emptiness—abandoned boat with hale bouncing around it. Of emptiness, of

solitude, of nobody there. That sense of emptiness in Sanskrit is called
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“shunyata”—open space, nobody there. And in Japanese “ku”—open space,
emptiness.

“The old pond; / A straw sandal sunk to the bottom, / Sleet falling.”
There is a viewer, there’s somebody aware, but in the old pond there is no
one there, except a straw sandal sunk to the bottom with sleet falling onto
the pond. The sense of emptiness is also given by a very great a 12th century
Zen teacher Ikkyt, who says, “Oh yes, things exist, like the echo of your voice
when you yell at the foot of a huge mountain.” (repeats) So there’s the sense
of nobody there, inside the echo. Or emptiness or open space or absence, you
might say. And this is equated in Japanese Buddhist aesthetics with the sense
of no self, no ego, “egolesness” or vast big mind, rather than ego-centered
self-preoccupation. This is more awareness of a larger space, a larger mind, a
larger sense of infinite, vast ... The infinite vast. Understand? Is that clear?

So the characteristic of haiku is that sense of emptiness or openness,
“shunyata”—Sanskrit, “ku“—]Japanese. And it is generally a single picture.
The Basho haiku, “An old pond, / A frog jumped in, / Kerplunk,” is like a
thought appearing in the old pond of the mind. And that’s what this haiku is
about. It’s sort of a register of mental activity. The still old pond that nobody
is viewing and then, all of a sudden, plunk!—a thought arises. Perhaps the
whole universe arises. Or maybe just a frog jumps in. But it operates on a
very literal level, it exists on very literal level - there’s a pond and a sound of
a frog jumping in. In the Japanese they don’t mention the word frog. They
just have the sound and you have to create the frog in your brain. The two
parts, the old pond and the “kerplunk”, put a frog in your brain without
mentioning the frog, in Japanese. So that relates to the previous slogan,
surprise mind—a thought arises, “kerplunk!”

Then you might say, “But I want to control my poem. I want more
control, I don’t want to be under the control of my own mind. I want to
control my mind, I don’t want my mind to control me.” So there is a brilliant
advice from the Tibetan culture, as they said before, take a friendly attitude
toward your thoughts, which was part of the meditation instruction at the

very end of the last class. As you may remember I said, “If thoughts arise
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while you’re sitting following your breath, take a friendly attitude toward
your thoughts.”

So corollary to that or parallel to that is the slogan, “Magic”’—’cause
everybody wants magic in their poetry—“magic is the total appreciation of
chance” or “magic is the total delight in chance.” This may be familiar to you
from what is called aleatoric art or music—John Cage, Jackson Mac Low,
William Burroughs’ cut-ups, or as I've been suggesting all along, music video.
There is a sort of roulette of images, a round of chance images that are put
together perhaps by accident, somewhat designed but also falling in place
and surprisingly one image jumping to another. So, magic is the total delight
in chance. It’s the difference between somebody who realizes he’s dying and
appreciates it and actually gets into it and approaches and observes it, and
somebody who gets angry that he’s dying and says “I refuse!” and goes into
more and more pain. Or the difference between living with AIDS and dying of
AIDS, so to speak. Some people are... Everybody’s in pain of course, but
some people resent the pain and get angry and feel that it shouldn’t happen
to them, and other people realize it is happening to them and they should
relate to it and live with it and work with it, rather than getting mad, angry,
feeling that God has been unfair to them.

So, the question of appreciating chance, or appreciating the
phenomenal word that it is, which is the whole point of this discourse—
poetics as a means of appreciating the phenomenal world. Poetry as a
method of enjoying the pleasure of your own mind, appreciating the chaos
and discontinuity of your own mind, appreciating the chance of your own
thoughts or the sequence of chances, appreciating your own mind moving
and seeing the humor, the pleasure, the continuous inventiveness and
endless variety displayed by the mind in its operations, rather than a method
of trying to restrict the mind to a few themes, as the Catholic church would
do, or restricted to a few regular rhythms or limited tones in pronunciation,
or limited gamut of words, limited diction that refuses colloquial, sexual and
vulgar speech. Poetry would include your own speech, which may be

colloquial, sexual and vulgar.
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So, magic is the total appreciation of chance. Is that general idea clear?
[s there anybody that has any question on that, if I haven’t been lucid on this
subject?

Ok, so we have from Walt Whitman a corollary or a back-up slogan or
permission to appreciate the chance operation of our own mind in the verse

of “Song of Myself”:

Do I contradict myself?

Very well then I contradict myself,

(I'am large, I contain multitudes.)
We have the theory that John Keats proposed, also, of negative capability,
which gives you some of the same attitude. How many are familiar with this
phrase of John Keats, the English poet, “negative capability”? Anybody ever
heard that? Well, it's a useful thing to know if you're studying English and
American literature quote “negative capability” unquote, because it’s
something that most English professors come to sooner or later in explaining
poetry. It’s from a letter that John Keats wrote to his brother, in which he
said... I have the quote here, actually. He had been listening to some
professor’s talk about literature and he was bored and began thinking, “What
is it that makes a man of genius, like Shakespeare?” And his brother, he
said... He began thinking, “What quality went to former man of
achievement, especially in literature?” And his answer was, “Negative
capability.” That is, “when a man is capable of being in uncertainties,
mysteries, doubts”, or “contradictions”, as Whitman says, “without any
irritable reaching after fact and reason”. When you’re able to entertain in
your mind opposite thoughts without an aggressive, irritable insistence that
one or another must be true. Its either black or white. Your either gay or
you're straight. You're either Serbian or you're Bosnian. You're either
Croatian or you're a Serbian. You're either a Serbian or you’re Muslim. You're
either Croatian or you’re Muslim. You're either American or a communist. Or
you're either Slovakian or Czech. Or whatever. Without an irritable reaching
after fact and reason. And you see the irritable reaching after fact and reason

being played out in massive mass-murderous scale now in Bosnia and
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Herzegovina and other places in the Balkan countries. Follow? Verstehst?
What is “verstehst”, is that German? Or Yiddish? Verstehst? (laugh)

So, the key word is “irritable”. You may want to have an answer, you
may want to know whether you’re Jewish or goyishe or whether you’re gay
or straight. But on the other hand, if you insist irritably, you’re going to force
an issue that may not have a single answer. You may be both! Or, as Gregory
Corso says, “If you have a choice between two things, take both.”

So, what quality went to former men of achievement, especially in
literature? Negative capability. That is, when a man is capable of being in
uncertainties, mysteries ... When a man is capable. You can do it, it’s not ...
You know, some people are capable and some people insist, they have to be
right. When a man or a woman is capable of being in uncertainties,
mysteries, doubts, without any irritable reaching after fact and reason.

So, that’s a very interesting mental situation, which all of us experience,
some of us reject and some of us appreciate and take delight in that aspect of
our own minds. Walt Whitman took delight in it and in “Song of Myself”,
there’s a very famous passage that illustrates both the notion of
contradiction and negative capability. It's a Part 4 of “Song of Myself”.
“Trippers and askers surround me...” Trippers—people trying to trip you

up and bug you with questions.

Trippers and askers surround me,

People I meet, the effect upon me of my early life or the ward and city I
live in, or the nation,

The latest dates, discoveries, inventions, societies, authors old and new,
My dinner, dress, associates, looks, compliments, dues,

The real or fancied indifference of some man or woman I love,

The sickness of one of my folks or of myself, or ill-doing or loss or lack
of money, or depressions or exaltations,

Battles, the horrors of fratricidal war, the fever of doubtful news, the
fitful events;

These come to me days and nights and go from me again,

But they are not the Me myself.

Apart from the pulling and hauling stands what I am,

Stands amused, complacent, compassionating, idle, unitary,

Looks down, is erect, or bends an arm on an curious impalpable rest,
Looking with side-curved head curious what will come next,

Both in and out of the game and watching and wondering at it.
Backward I see in my own days where I sweated through fog with
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linguists and contenders,

I have no mockings or arguments, I witness and wait.

So it's a question of witnessing our own mind and witnessing our mind to
other people in poetry or writing your mind, including doubts, mysteries, the
latest dates, discoveries, inventions, emotions, exaltations, the loss of money
etc. So these coincide Whitman’s notion of contradiction—“Do I contradict
myself?” Yes. “Very well, then [ contradict myself, I am large, 1 contain
multitudes.” The mind is large and contains multitudes, just like a nation.
There’s no single ego, there’s no single “Self”. There are myriad selves.

So, next we have: If that’s so and if your poetry is going to be a picture
of mind moving, then what form will it have? Since we take for granted the
mutability of the mind, its fragmented nature, its contradictory nature, its
moment by moment movements, therefore we could adopt a form of poetry
which fits that. And so we have a letter from Robert Creeley to Charles Olson
in the late 1940s with a statement, “Form is never more than extension of
content.” Or, as Frank Lloyd Wright, the architect, said, “Form follows
function.” For those of you who are studying architecture, “Form follows
function.” The function is discontinuity, contradiction and movement in the
mind, so the form of poetry might be discontinuous, imagistic, jumping from
one thought to another, many jump-cuts, composite tapestry or collage or

montage . .. Collage, montage - those words are familiar?

JJ: International.

AG: Yeah. A great example of that... What [ asked William Carlos Williams,
“What form a long poem should take? What would be the meter or measure
or verse line?” He said, “Many different kinds of forms.” It had never
occurred to me, I thought you’d have one form or one iambic pentameter
rhyme, but he said, “No, any kind, we have many different forms to make a
long poem.” And so most of the great long poems in English in the 20th
century are composed of many different forms, like T. S. Elliot’s “Wasteland”,

which is sometimes montage and sometimes rhyme, different sections, Ezra
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Pound’s monumental long poem “The Cantos”, which has many different
forms and is a broken page with the lines scattered on the page, jump-cut
from one image to another, W. C. Williams’s “Paterson”, which has prose,
poetry, rhymes, a geological list of the different strata of the town of
Paterson, newspaper clippings, letters from his friends... A composite or
collage. Or Bob Dylan’s movie, which you may or may not have seen, Renaldo
and Clara, a four-hour movie made in 1975, which is a weaving together of
different themes, without a linear plot.

But then there may be the objection that you don’t want chance,
because you really want to hit peak experiences, you want epiphanies, you
want ultimate, romantic visions of God or the universe or some visionary,
ultimate, absolute, climactic ecstasy. And you demand that of your poetry
and in fact, if you can’t get it, you won’t write poetry. You'll go out of the
business. (laughs) And many people do follow that course out of some sort of
absolutism and idealism, and demanding too much of themselves and
demanding instantaneous orgasm from poetry at all times, and if they can’t
find complete, absolute ecstasy/romance in a poetry, they refuse to continue
and turn their backs to the world of their own feelings and the chaos of their
own minds and go run for president (all laugh) or something.

So the next is a sort of answer to that problem, which is that “Ordinary
Mind includes eternal perceptions.” “Ordinary Mind” is a phrase used in Zen
Buddhism, in which they say that everyday, average, normal, moment by
moment, boring consciousness is the ultimate consciousness. The only
reason we don’t see the sacred character of it is that we don’t appreciate it,
and the reason we don’t appreciate it is that we don’t notice it. We don’t look
at it carefully enough, we avoid it, because we’re looking for some other kind
of emotional ecstasy or intellectual ecstasy in abstraction, and fail to notice
what is in front of our noses. So the question here is of examining the
moment by moment changes of thought and picture in our minds, and as we
examine them we find that they are quite interesting. Like, the most
uninteresting corner of the room, perhaps, is up there, where nothing is

happening, where the wall meets the wood and the buttress or ceiling.
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Nothing is happening. Except if you look at it for a while, it might become
very interesting, because that’s where the pale curtain hangs at its end with
a slight riffle because it can’t fit quite over the wood and there’s a little piece
of wood that has to hold up the curtain rod and that’s where the building
comes together with the very flat ceiling and a very flat wall and then the
sudden old wood, very well polished and painted and glossy ... And so, if you
put your attention there, as a painter might do or as a Bauhaus architect or
painter might do or as Paul Klee might do or as a Cubist painter might do or
as Robbe-Grillet might do or as anybody intelligent might do in applying
their attention to something that would be otherwise boring, it suddenly
becomes a place of interest and curiosity, especially for the aspect of
“shunyata”, “ku” or emptiness. The silence of that area of the room. The
restfulness of that area of the room. An emptiness in that corner as empty as
our own heads actually, in the long run. So you might take that corner of the
room as symbolic of the ultimate nature of the universe, in fact. And get quite
interested in it and wanna go live there even. (laughs)

So are you following what I'm saying? It’s the quality of the attention
that makes any moment sacred or illuminated. It's not that in itself it is
illuminated, the wall, it'’s our attention that gives the illumination. That’s
why many mystics in describing their mystical experience attributed to an
incidental detail, like the sound of a woodpecker knocking against a tree or
hail bouncing about an empty boat or the echo of your voice against a huge
mountain. Or with Wordsworth maybe a moment of sense of a sudden full
moon on top of the mountain with the sea far away, laughing in the distance.
When he was alone. And many mystics if you read through their work and
many poets describe a single, ordinary incident as the incident which
touched off in their minds some higher understanding. So my conclusion is:
“Ordinary mind includes eternal perceptions.” So the place to look for some
high poetic value is in your moment to moment, ordinary mind. And this is
the course of American poetry. It’s not just my opinion. We’re talking about
what is the flavor, nature, method and philosophical grounding underneath

the development of poetry from Whitman through Pound through Williams
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through Gregory Corso or myself. It’s the willingness to localize, to find a
universal in the particular. To find a universal interest or universal
representation by local, particular detail. And what I would suggest is W. C.
Williams as a basic practitioner of poetry in this form, Wordsworth’s poem
composed upon Westminster Bridge, if you have that in your anthologies. I
won’t read all these, but I'll suggest things for you. Charles Reznikoff’s poems
or haiku or maybe read just one poem by Charles Reznikoff, whom I
mentioned before, I think. Where is it? On page 36. Something that you may
have seen many many times and dismissed as too ordinary for your notice,
but when noticed and written down accurately with accurate perception,
becomes sacred or interesting or memorable, vivid. It’s on the second

column of page 71205 second poem.

The wind blows the rain into our faces
as we go down the hillside
upon rusted cans and old newspapers,
past the tree on whose bare branches
the boys have hung iron hoops,
until we reach at last the crushed earthworms
stretched and stretching on the wet sidewalk.
How many times have we ... I'd imagine you have that here, don’t you, in

Czechoslovakia? Or Czech Republic?

JJ: Both.

AG: Both in Slovakia and Czech Republic, as in the United States, the crushed
earthworms stretched and stretching on the wet sidewalk, that are brought
out by the rain. Every child has seen those and everybody knows how
memorable it is. And maybe the first time you see it gave you the picture, a
sensation of crawling horror, realizing the fate of the earthworm that, when
the rain dries, they’re be left out there on the sidewalk to dry out. But then
as you grew older, you forgot the first sensation, the primordial thought that
came with the first glimpse, and no longer paid attention. But on the other

hand, there is a buried recollection, and for fresh onlooker or for someone

205
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who looks and describes it precisely, there’s all the implication of life and
death to the dumb creature, which as ourselves. From these crushed
earthworms stretched and stretching on the wet sidewalk. So this is an
illustration of ordinary mind includes internal perceptions. Or another from

him, “After Rain”:

The motor-cars on the shining street move in semicircles of
spray, semicircles of spray.
Simple as that. It’s like a little haiku. In a wet street it’s flooded and the cars
go through, have you ever seen that? The water rising in front of the wheel of
the car? Is that a familiar ... Has anybody seen that? (all laugh) But it’s just
that... He saw it! He actually saw it and described it accurately, and it
becomes a totem. You could actually have any moment of your life, look
around, stop the world, stop time for a moment and notice some detail, like
the corner of the room, and create a brief image in your mind, which you
could describe accurately and transmit that through the centuries. Ideally.
You'd have to have a little way with words, you’d have to be very precise in
your observation, very precise in your expression“—crushed earthworm
stretched and stretching on the wet sidewalk, semicircles of spray.” Or
another example from Reznikoff, who was a great poet for this specific kind
of perception. He has a poem on page 32 of my anthology, called “Sunday
Walks in the Suburbs”. He walked a great deal around New York City and the
suburbs. “Scared dogs looking backwards with patient eyes; / at windows
stooping old women, wrapped in shawls; / old men, wrinkled as knuckles, on
the stoops...” Wrinkled as knuckles—it’s interesting, but it’s a little poetic.
[t’s a little bit much. “A bitch,”—a female dog—“backbone and rib showing in
the sinuous back, / sniffed for food, her swollen udder nearly rubbing along
the pavement.” Has anybody seen that, ever? A dog with a swollen udder, so
used and worn that it’s nearly rubbing along the pavement as she walks?
“Once a toothless woman opened her door, / chewing a slice of bacon that
hung from her mouth like a tongue.” Bacon, do you have bacon here? What

would be the equivalent?
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JJ: (inaudible)

AG: What would be the equivalent, the word, the equivalent for the word

“bacon”? A slice, a thin slice.

JJ: Slanina.

AG: Slanina. Chewing a slice of slanina that hung from her mouth like a
tongue. It’'s a very ugly image. It's a very ordinary image, but once you've
seen it, you'll never forget it. And it gives you some sense of the woman and
of himself as the perceiver. So he says: “This is where I walked night after

night, / this is where [ walked away many years.”

JJ: I was hesitating, because there’s another word for bacon that [ would use

if [ translated it, and that’s “Spek”. And it sounds better.

AG: But does it give the sense of that long piece hanging from the mouth?
See, it's a question. The bacon is a strip that’s about an inch and a half wide,
like the size of a tongue, and about three four inches long ... If it's hanging
from her mouth like a tongue, it means she didn’t cook it enough. It is kind of
raw to begin with. (laughs) That's awful. It's a terrible vision. But totally
ordinary. So, there is a couplet by another Imagist, Louis Zukofsky, who was
a good teacher for Robert Creeley and as a model for Robert Creeley. [ seem
to be referring a lot to the older poets, older generation, but it’s the ground
from which the younger people come. “Nothing is better for being eternal
nor so white as the white that dies of a day.” (repeats) So a little flavor of
Yiddish in there. It's something you have to think about. Why would it be
eternal—living forever—be better than living for a moment? Better? Worse?
Better? (chuckle) Anyway. So in terms of poetry and choosing your images or
noticing what you notice, nothing is better for being there forever than the
traditional red rose that dies of the day. And a rose is the symbol, after all, of

beauty and transitoriness, but also absolute beauty, so that even Dante chose
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the rose, the great yellow rose of heaven, as his ultimate symbol of paradise.
And yet a rose is transitory, ephemeral object. We could say no rose would
be better for being eternal nor so red as red that dies of a day. And would a
rose be better if... In fact it would be worse. A rose would be terrible if it
were made of ... I mean, the whole point of a rose is that it’s soft and organic
and mortal. And delicate velvet. You could have a rose made out of wood,
painted, or crystal or some adamantine substance that lasts forever, but it
wouldn’t be the beauty and what we like in a rose that you give to your
girlfriend or your boyfriend. (laughs) Hit them over the head with a big brass
rose? Or a crystal rose? So, “nothing is better for being eternal nor so white
as the white that dies of a day”. But that also applies to your perceptions,
your thoughts or the basic material you choose for your poetry.

So now we get to the question of mind itself. How do we proceed in
selecting those images from ordinary mind that we can use for poetry? So
first of all, notice what you notice. I noticed a dream and I noticed to you that
[ noticed it. So you notice what you notice. We go around all day noticing
things, but we forget about it. Or dismiss it. Or say, “This is not so romantic,
this is not important, why should I write this one down?”

The way you notice what you notice is to catch yourself thinking. That’s
an American idiomatic phrase, where you stop in the middle and notice you
just thought something. I don’t think there’s a German equivalent, ‘cause we
were trying to translate this into German, and [ don’t know if there’s a Czech
language equivalent for the idiom in Americanese “catch yourself thinking.”
And you might remember [ used that when I was talking about observing
your mind while meditating, in the meditation instructions, “If you catch
yourself thinking, acknowledge your thought, take a friendly attitude to it
and then return your attention back to the next outbreath.” When we were
talking about meditation exercise? “Catch yourself thinking.” Can anybody
suggest a local idiom here that has the same flavor of noticing your mind and
noticing that a thought just winged past? Is there some similar... ‘Couse I'm
sure it’s an experience that all cultures have. All individuals of all cultures

suddenly wake up in the middle of their thought and notice what their
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thought was. So is there some idiom, some vernacular that’s similar? What

would you suggest, in Czech?

S: Pristihnout se pri mysSleni?

JJ: That’s a literal thing to say that. It makes sense, thought I don’t know . ..
AG: But is there something local, something that’s used, like young kids
might say to yourself? Or that your mother might say, “I caught myself

thinking yesterday about your grandmother.” Or “I caught myself thinking

about my dead mother.” Or “I caught myself thinking about the days when

» o«

the Germans were here.” Or “. . . the Russians were here.” “I caught myself

» o«

thinking about the day when the tanks came here.” “I caught myself thinking

about the first night with my husband.” Something like that. So how do you

say that? There must be some vernacular.

S: Pristihnout se pii mysleni.

AG: Louder?

S: The same.

AG: The same as he said? Can you say it one more time?

S: Pristihnout se pii mysleni.

AG: I can’t hear you! I'm seventy feet away.

S: Pristihnout se pii mysSlence .. .(audience laughter)

AG: What was the second?
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JJ: Pristihnout se pti myslence.

AG: Meaning, literary?

JJ: Catch yourself having a thought, rather than thinking.

AG: Catch yourself having a thought. Is that used?

JJ: Well, yes, it can be used, but it's still in, I think, a literal sort of, you
know ... I think that a good question is, what would children say? And I

would have to think about that. .. with you probably.

AG: Ask a child.

JJ: And verbs, Allen, you know, we have verbs. Slavic languages are sort of
better and more on verbs. So it is like “uvédomit si”. And that is what
children would not say. Uvédomil jsem si, that means, I became aware—I

caught myself thinking. But the process is not there and that’s...

AG: Ok. So the process is basic to human consciousness. But fortunately in
English we have a vernacular, idiomatic way that people don’t think of as
being profound, but it is quite profound. Seen properly, there could be a very
profound perception of indicating how you are not trapped by your mind,
but how you are actually outside of your mind, observing your mind. Who is
the one that catches yourself thinking? Who catches you thinking? Are there
two minds? Is there one that thinks? It’s a little bit like in a cartoon, where
we have a character talking, and you have a balloon. So the balloon is the
thought, but then there’s the space around the balloon, in the box of the
cartoon. And the big mind is like the space around that can look at the inside
of balloon and see the thought. So this is in Zen Buddhism, according to Zen

master Suzuki Roshi, there is a regular mind and “big mind”, and “big mind”
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is the ordinary mind actually, they say. Ordinary mind is big mind that
notices everyday thoughts. In a balloon of a cartoon inside the skull.

So if you catch yourself thinking, how do you choose subjects for
poetry? So the slogan here is, “Observe what’s vivid”. Whatever is vivid?
Naturally, whatever has a picture that’s clear enough for you to see and to
reproduce may be fit subject for a poem. But then the question is ... Like the
lady with the bacon hanging from her mouth like a tongue is quite vivid. The
earthworm stretched and stretching on the wet sidewalk are vivid. Vivid in
Czech? I don’t know quite the ... Sticks out of the mind pictorially. Shines
out pictorially. And the key to that choice of what is vivid, so there's a
question that the lady asked yesterday, “How do we know what is a real
thought and what is not a real thought or second thought?” How do we know
what is vivid? Vivid is vivid, if it’'s not vivid, it’s not vivid. You won’t
remember it. You won’t see it. So the slogan is, “Vividness is self-selecting.”
You don’t have to make ... (End of tape. Part of the lecture missing)

. constantly sensitive and alert to what you are seeing, hearing,
smelling, tasting and thinking. Sight, sound, smell, taste, touch and mind.
Constantly aware of your six senses. Constantly surveying your six senses.
Maybe almost like you survey what’s on the program on television. Just
checking out mechanically one sense after another. What are you smelling,
what are you seeing, what are you hearing, what are you tasting, what are
you touching, what are you thinking. Catch yourself thinking. Catch yourself
perceiving.

[ could give illustrations, so maybe I'll do one by Robert Creeley.
Somewhat subtle. Somewhat more subtle than... Yes, [ used it before, from
Emily Dickinson, actually. “I Heard a Fly Buzz - When I Died”. Do people
know that poem? It's one of the most famous poems by Emily Dickinson. I
heard a fly buzz when I died. (laughs) That’s about it. That was the most

vivid thing that happened to her when she thought of dying.

I heard a Fly buzz - when I died
The Stillness round my form
Was like the Stillness in the Air
Between the Heaves of Storm
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[ don’t think it’s in that book. I have two books here. I have this and then I
have a big loose leaf book, which has a slogan and then many illustrations for
each slogan on the page. But it’s too big to reproduce. Though I could leave a
copy behind, if you got the machinery to reproduce this. Or by Creeley, a
poem called “Late for Summer Weather”. No, that’s Williams. It’s something
by Creeley. If there’s some more modern poet. I don’t know if I've got it...
(leafs through papers) Creeley’s father died in 1930, when he was four years
old. But he still has a vivid recollection of the moment, a realization. And this

is a short poem called “Memory, 1930”, from a recent book, in the eighties.

There are continuities in memory, but
useless, dissimilar. My sister’s

recollection of what happened won't
serve me. I sit, intent, fat,

the youngest of the suddenly
disjunct family, whose father is

being then driven in an ambulance

across the lawn, in the snow, to die.
So he is remembering himself sitting in his, I guess, in his high chair, as a
four-year-old. “I sit, intent, fat, / the youngest of the suddenly / disjunct”—
broken apart—*“family, whose father is / being driven in an ambulance /

across the lawn, in the snow, to die.” And another poem by him, “First Rain”.

These retroactive small
instances of feeling

reach out for a common
ground in the wet

first rain of a faded
winter. Along the grey

iced sidewalk revealed
piles of dogshit, papers,

bits of old clothing, are
the human pledges,

call them, “We are here and
have been all the time.” I
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walk quickly. The wind
drives the rain, drenching

my coat, pants, blurs

my glasses, as I pass.
Well, that’s a common experience of an older man coming through all the
garbage on a side street in the city to his house. In the rain, making his coat
and pants wet, but blurring his glasses, so he can’t see much anymore. That’s
just a moment of vivid recollection of a condition being in the rain outside
your house, with the garbage of the city around and yourself getting, in a
sense, blinded by the moment of rain. There’s an odd little poem called

“Echo”, which has three lines.

Back in time

for supper

when the lights
That’s all there is. (repeats the poem) That must be ... I guess he’s eight
years old there or something like that. He’s out of the house and coming back
in time for supper, when the lights—I assume, when the lights in the house
are shining and it’s dark and he’s been out too long. “Back in time / for
supper / when the lights” It might be a little bit obscure, but on the other
hand, if you know his method, it’s kind of interesting to see how minimal he
can be, with how few words he can sketch a sensation, a vivid sensation. I'm
looking ... Let’s see ... It'll be enough, I just want one little example there.

William Wordsworth had more extensive view of those moments of
epiphany. They were ordinary mind, but he was intent on trying to isolate
them and so he called them “spots of time”. Has anybody ever heard that
phrase? Or has anybody here ever studied some of William Wordsworth? No?
Well, a major romantic poet in English, precursor, in certain ways, to modern
poetics, in that he said that poetry should consist of the words of ordinary
men of affairs speaking to each other, rather than special philosophical
terminology. But he had the idea of a spot of time. A moment in time,
isolated, vivid, remaining in memory. He gave some many samples in his

autobiographical history of his own spiritual life, called The Prelude. And
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maybe I'll read that, because this is so basic to all English poetry, there’s

notion of a spot of time. You know, a romantic moment, so to speak.

It was a close, warm, breezeless summer night,
Wan, dull, and glaring, with a dripping fog
Low-hung and thick that covered all the sky;
But, undiscouraged, we began to climb

The mountain-side. The mist soon girt us round,
And, after ordinary travellers’ talk

With our conductor, pensively we sank

Each into commerce with his private thoughts:
Thus did we breast the ascent, and by myself
Was nothing either seen or heard that checked
Those musings or diverted, save that once

The shepherd’s lurcher, who, among the crags,
Had to his joy unearthed a hedgehog, teased
His coiled-up prey with barkings turbulent.
This small adventure, for even such it seemed
In that wild place and at the dead of night,
Being over and forgotten, on we wound

In silence as before. With forehead bent
Earthward, as if in opposition set

Against an enemy, I panted up

With eager pace, and no less eager thoughts.
Thus might we wear a midnight hour away,
Ascending at loose distance each from each,
And I, as chanced, the foremost of the band;
When at my feet the ground appeared to brighten,
And with a step or two seemed brighter still;
Nor was time given to ask or learn the cause,
For instantly a light upon the turf

Fell like a flash, and low! as I looked up,

The Moon hung naked in a firmament

Of azure without cloud, and at my feet

Rested a silent sea of hoary mist.

A hundred hills their dusky backs upheaved
All over this still ocean; and beyond,

Far, far beyond, the solid vapours stretched,

In headlands, tongues, and promontory shapes,
Into the main Atlantic, that appeared

To dwindle, and give up his majesty,

Usurped upon far as the sight could reach.

Well, so there’s that long description of a moment when walking up at
midnight through fog he suddenly steps out of the fog and rather than fog it
turns out to be totally clear sky, totally full moon that lit up the sea of clouds

for hundreds of miles of the distance till you see the ocean. So he calls this a
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spot of time. And he explains what he means by a spot of time in this poem,

The Prelude.

There are in our existence spots of time,

That with distinct pre-eminence retain

A renovating virtue, whence — depressed

By false opinion and contentious thought,

Or aught of heavier or more deadly weight,

In trivial occupations, and the round

Of ordinary intercourse--our minds

Are nourished and invisibly repaired [. . .]

Such moments

Are scattered everywhere, taking their date

From our first childhood.
Does that sound familiar as an idea? That we all have such spots of time that
return to us in revelry, in going to the bathroom, singing at a cash register
with nothing on your mind, as Kerouac said last time, that are memorable
moments, epiphanies, spots of time. They may be completely ordinary
moments that for some reason or the other remain vivid in our heads. So the
homework for this class, now, for tonight, is to write down a list of ten of
your own spots of time. Make a list from childhood on of ten separate
occasions that you still remember vividly. As you do a retrospect on your
own mind, on your own consciousness. As I said, the purpose of this course
in poetry it to enable you to write poetry, as well as to appreciate the
particular flavor of the poetry that we're studying by showing how it is done,
so that you yourself can do it yourself, rather than feel that it is a mystery
beyond your grasp. You all have brains that are billions and billions of years
old in terms of development. You all have infinite consciousness and infinite
space in your minds. You all have twenty thirty years or more of experience
and spots of time. You have all that you need to be poets except one thing,
which is remembering and appreciating your own lives. And seeing you own
lives as important as Walt Whitman’s. But if you see your own life as

important as Walt Whitman’s, then you have received Walt Whitman’s

message, ‘cause that’s what he was saying.

I celebrate myself, and sing myself,
And what I assume you shall assume,
For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you.
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And that’'s the whole point of Whitman—to transmit that particular
permission, encouragement, . .. independence. You are your own lords, so to
speak. Rather than being dependent on the authority of others. Your own
mind is for yourself and for anyone the ultimate authority. For poetry or
politics. Fortunately we often share minds, so it’s not all chaos.

However, there may still be some problems, like there are certain
things you may not wanna show people. Your mother might read it. Like I
didn’t want my father to read “Howl”. When I first wrote it I thought, if he
sees this business about me sucking off cock or sucking sailors or being
screwed by motorcyclists, it might be a bit embarrassing to the family.
However, the next slogan is, “If we don’t show anyone, we're free to write
down anything.” So you might write for the drawer, as the Russians used to
do under Stalin. You can write your most intimate thoughts without fear, if
you resolve in advance not to show it to anyone, so it’s safe that way. Or, as |
said last time, you could write things as Kerouac did and burn everything
you write immediately, as long as you get the exercise of knowing yourself
and recording yourself, one way or another, or as the slogan that I used
yesterday is quote “my mind is open to itself” unquote. So the purpose of this
sort of exercise is to open your mind to itself. But there needn’t be any kind
of schizophrenia within your own mind. That’s the next slogan, “My mind is
open to itself.” And there is a very interesting poem by Reznikoff, which is an
example of that or a situation of that. “Suddenly we noticed that we were in
darkness.” It’s on page 31, bottom of the page, number 22. Reznikoff, born
1894, died 1976. As [ mentioned a friend of Williams, Pound, Louis Zukofsky,

member of the Objectivist school.

Suddenly we noticed that we were in darkness;
so we went into the house and lit the lamp.

The talk fell apart and bit by bit slid into a lake.
At last we rose and bidding each other good night went to our

rooms.

In and about the house darkness lay, a black fog;
and each on his bed spoke to himself alone, making no sound.
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Now, that’s familiar, isn’t it? You all have had that experience. Going alone to
your bed and thinking to yourself, before you fall asleep. And the thoughts
that you might have there are the most intimate that you might have of the
day. They’re truly quote “my mind is open to itself” unquote. So the question
is, can you be conscious of those moments and make use of the conversation
you have with yourself in the same language, in the same words, in the same
images, with the same flavor? Could you make an object out of that intimate
personal experience and reproduce the conversation? If you could, you’d be
Shakespeare. (chuckle) I mean, everybody wants to know what people really
think. Not what they say they think, not what they want other people to think
they think, but what do they really think. That would be a miracle. So “each
on his bed spoke to himself alone, making no sound.” So I would suggest for
those of you who are interested in writing or those who are interested in
knowing why American poetry of this kind has such an odd flavor, it’s
because this is the payload or the mother load, as they say. The gold mine of
the mind. This area of privacy is where we really are ourselves. And if poetry
is to represent us, then we really have to write as we really are, rather than
as we would want other people to think we are. The latter is the practice of
the politician or the advertising salesman. But for the poet it is a question of
writing the mind, actually, as a title of this course is “Writing your mind”. Or
writing as writing the mind. So as a pointer for the area—"“each on his beds
spoke to himself alone, making no sound.”

And I think that more or less covers the ground that we began with and
we've tied up the whole class hour. We have a couple minutes left. Does
anyone have any questions or want to pursue any point further at the
moment? We have a few minutes. Am [ boring you with this kind of

continuous, expository talk?

JJ: We are an audient nation, Allen. We agree and disagree with silence.

AG: Yeah. Would somebody like to disagree, please? So I know what I'm

facing? So I know what I have to relate to or learn from? Well then, we have
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three minutes. As you may remember we had meditation exercise at the end
of last class, and maybe we could do that at the end of this class again. How
many were here for that last time? How many were not here at the end of the
last class? So why don’t I just do the instruction one more time.

Sitting forward, this being a footnote to poetry... Spine straight, sitting
forward on the seat, feet on the ground, giving some support, hands on the
thighs, restful mind, “mudra”, as this is called, a mudra or hand gesture or
hand position mudra, restful mind, mudra, top of the head supporting
heaven, so to speak, nose in line with belly button, ears in line with
shoulders. Eyes resting on the horizon, but in the middle distance, eyeballs
relaxed or, if you want, 45 degree angle down, if the light is too bright or
disturbing, but resting in space rather than focusing on a singular point.
Eyeballs relaxed with the slight awareness of the periphery of the optical
field, so that you're not focused in the center trying to bring an image into
the brain. Mouth closed, breathing through the nose or mouth open if you
have difficulty breathing through your nose, shoulders relaxed, back relaxed,
so that your body is supported by your straight spine. Not too tight, military,
not too loose. Erect in a posture of being awake. Paying attention to the
breath leaving the nostrils and dissolving in the air in front of your face. If
you smoke you know it’s about like that. Letting go of your awareness of the
breath when the breath ceases, taking a vacation from any particular
attention on the in-breath, just following whatever out-breath rises, weather
long breath or short breath . ..

If you're in the class, you should be paying attention to the footnote I'm
giving to the poetry, rather than reading the class anthology, sir, in the first
row at the end. The point of this, by the way, for those of you who might be
interested, is to be aware of what is going on around you in the space. And
the gentleman reading the book is not is not aware, not even hearing what
I'm saying, his senses are withdrawn into his mind and so he’s not here with
us in the same space, even. That's a good illustration that this is not the

withdrawal from the actual space, but awareness of the space.
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So, paying attention to the outbreath, long breath or short breath ok. On
the in-breath, no particular attention, except maybe check out your posture,
you're still up, still erect. And when you find yourself daydreaming, thinking,
subconscious gossip, remembering, planning, talking to yourself, wondering
why you're doing this, take a friendly attitude toward your thought,
acknowledge it, and return your attention back to your next outbreath. So
let’s do that for about five breaths.

(30 seconds later) If you have trouble remembering your outbreath, you
can count up to ten, like: One ... Two ... An then if you start thinking again
and get lost in the numbers, you can always go back to one, till you get up to
ten. That’s a sort of mechanical way of doing it. All this with eyes open. Ok, I

think the class is finished now, thank you. (applause)

JJ: Once again let me repeat then that the next class is Tuesday afternoon,
three o’clock, thank you. And then the following, last class is Thursday, three
o’clock. Also let me remind you of the fact that Allen Ginsberg is now going
through this door into my/his office an if you... Also ... MoZna Ze bych to
mohl fict Cesky. Ti, kteri jsou z Olomoce a jsou tady, Allen Ginsberg je, jak
vite, tady cely vikend a docela rad by treba, ja nevim, i po Olomouci a tak
dale, kdyz bude chodit, kdybyste chtéli s nim stravit odpoledne nebo néjaky
Cas, tfeba zajit i do hospody a tak dale, nebo na kafe ... TakZe je tady a je
prosté k mani, takze si myslim, Ze i toho byste mohli vyuZit. Taky bych se rad
obratil na studenty, pripadné asistenty, Allen by potifeboval nékoho, ¢emu
bychom rikali asistent, po tu dobu, co tu je. Bohuzel je umistén tam, kde neni
telefon, a trochu mu to komplikuje tfeba komunikaci s ndmi se vSemi. TakZe
toto vSecko je moZné i tieba ted si domluvit, kdyZ pijde ted do kancelate, do

mé pracovny. Dékuju.
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30.11.1993

JJ: Good afternoon, welcome to the third lecture in the series on open poetics
by Professor Allen Ginsberg. Those coming, would you please take seats and
let me remind you then of the fact, of the invitation, as a matter of fact, from
Allen Ginsberg, that he is ready to discuss matters of this lecture or related
or whatever, in his office—this floor, end of the corridor—after the class. Ok?

So 5:30.

AG: Thank you, Dr. Jarab. How many here ... Hang on, we’ll probably have to
readjust the sound ... Yea. How many were here for the previous lectures? Is
there anybody that was not here? Ok, some, yes. There are some.

I would like to begin with slightly different format. Usually we ended
with sitting meditation. And [ would like to begin this class with a few
minutes, five minutes of sitting. Is that ok? There’s a purpose to this, but
basically just sitting, nothing special. And since there are a number of people
here that were not here before, I'll go through the brief explanation of the
technique again. And also, if you're interested in any texts or reading related,
I'll give you a brief bibliography now. First, for those of you who are
interested in the technique there is a book, I believe translated into Czech,
called Meditation in Action. If you have your notebooks ... Seems nobody’s
writing it down or very few ... Some wondering whether this is worth doing.
There’s one person writing it down, so: Meditation in Action by Chégyam
Trungpa. That’s the Tibetan approach to sitting and examining the mind. And
for Japanese Zen handbook, a book called Beginners Mind, Zen Mind by
Shunryu Suzuki. The Trungpa book, Meditation in Action, is published in
English. I don’t know who the English publisher is, the American publisher is
Shambhala Press, Boston. And for the Suzuki book the publisher is
Weatherhill Press. So those are two separate cultural approaches to the basic
practice of examining your mind.

So for those who were not here these are the basic instructions again.

Thank you. This has relation to our course, as a footnote. So this is very old
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basic, classic, Buddhist sitting practice of meditation, in Sanskrit called
“Samatha”—quietening the mind. Sitting forward in the chair, so that the
spine is straight. Now, if you're in the class and are here seriously, please
relate to this, because it relates to the poetry. Sitting forward in your chair,
so you're not leaning back, but forward with the spine straight. I mean sitting
forward on the chair with the spine straight. Belly relaxed, so that you can
breathe easily. Eyes open, tending toward middle distance, toward a horizon
or at a forty-five degree angle toward the floor, if the light is too bright and
disturbing. Mouth closed, eyes open, top of the head supporting heaven. So
it’'s not quite military posture, but not too tight, not too loose, with the spine
straight. Eyes open please, though, not closed. We’re not retreating from the
world, we’re being in the middle of the world. Or in the middle of space.
Eyeballs relaxed, resting in space, not focusing on a single point, but just
relaxed in the middle distance, so the eyes may go in or out of focus, it’s ok.
Nose in line with belly button, ears in line with shoulders. That should give
you an indication of how your head is. Maybe chin down slightly, mouth
closed. And the basic practice is paying attention to the breath leaving your
nostrils. Hands on thighs.

The basic practice is paying attention to the breath leaving your nostrils
until the breath dissolves in air in front of you, or following the breath with
your mind or becoming aware of the breath or paying attention to the breath
or flowing out with the breath or identifying with the breath or becoming
one with the breath, but in any case being mindful of the breath as it leaves
your nostrils until it dissolves when you let go of your attention to the
breath. Any breath is ok, long or short. So don’t attempt to control the breath
either, it's just being aware of what’s going on ... Well, what’s going on,
because the breath is an ongoing process anyway, so you're not adding
anything in except your awareness. On the in-breath, no need to pay any
particular attention to the breath. Let that go, take a vacation. Maybe check
your posture so that you're not slumped. If you're slumped over you’ll find
you're daydreaming. If you're sitting erect you’re more in a posture of

awake, aware of the space of the room around you, the space behind you and
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above your head. The accommodating space of the room, which
accommodates your breath. Are there any questions as to the technique at
all? It’s basically just simple.

Ok, so let’s now do a heroic five minutes. If you can be patient enough
to sit with yourself for five minutes. If you find yourself daydreaming,
thinking, ruminating, subconscious gossip, planning, take a friendly attitude
toward your thoughts. And when you’re aware of thinking, when you catch
yourself thinking, return your attention back to your next outbreath. So
there’s no need to reject your thoughts, just acknowledge them, take a
friendly attitude, notice them, and as you wake from daydreaming, return
your attention back to the next outbreath. If you have trouble remembering
your breathing, you could count your breaths from one to ten, like: One...
Two ... Up to ten. Or, if you forget, if you lose track and begin daydreaming,
just go back to one and continue. So now it's sixteen minutes after three and
let’s sit for four minutes.

(3 minutes 36 seconds later) That’s about four minutes, thank you. So do
you have pencils and paper? We’ll now have an experiment in composition. If
you can write down in chronological order the main thoughts that occurred
to you during those four minutes. It’s a poetic exercise in remembering your
mind. I'll do that too. Nobody is going to examine you on this, so you can
write down anything that really happened. You don’t have to be afraid of
spies observing your consciousness. Except yourself, so in this sense you're
spying on your own consciousness. So if you’ll write down whatever
thoughts rise in the order that they seem to have risen while you were sitting
there in four minutes. (scribbling, 35 seconds later) Write them down maybe
one line at the time, like a sort of poem. One thought at a time. Don’t get too
discursive, just the main, salient essentials of the thought. (scribbling, 3
minutes later) Got it, more or less? Doesn’t have to be too elaborate. I'll read

my own, just in case you're curious.

Will they get paranoid I'm a dictator of silence?

That girl at the back keeps looking at others sitting beside her.

Well, at least they don’t have to know what I'm teaching, I can just shut
up for four minutes.
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Should I just sit, or practice some complicated visualization of a Tibetan

wrathful deity?

Tonight I'll have a good meal, I mailed my book to a publisher.

Tomorrow, free day. Will take me sightseeing all the churches of

Olomouc.

Here’s my breath again, and there’s my watch to look at.

So that was what went through my mind. Pretty simple. So you could use this
method, this practice, any time, day or night, to inspect your mind and write
a little poem. A little core sample of your mind. The activity of your mind
doing a specific four five minutes or hour or all day, for that matter, if you
want to play with yourself a little more. Basically, in the attempt to stay with
the breath, the mind keeps producing thoughts anyway. In the attempt to
become conscious of the activity of the mind, you get a closer look at your
mind than if you were just walking down the street thinking one thought
after another and forgetting them. This way you have a chance to actually
survey this sequence of thought forms that rise in your consciousness,
acknowledge it and then pass on to the breath. So you have perhaps more
notice and awareness of the activity of your mind, as well as more notice of
the activity, sounds, smell around you and the space around you. So this is
not cutting off from reality, this is perhaps sharpening your perception of it.
‘Cause you're not sitting silent all day long, it’s just like a little period of one
minute, one breath, five minutes a breath or an hour. [ usually, when I'm in
good shape, practice an hour every day, in the evening or morning. But you
have a chance, at any rate, to stop time, to stop the universe in its tracks and
just look at it, observing it. Then you can go into action, if action is what is
your pleasure. You always can go into action as simply preparing your
composure and your awareness.

So it’s useful for poetry, and that’s the relation. As in the poem that I
read of William Carlos Williams called “Thursday”, when he suddenly
realizes he’s standing in his shoes, feeling the weight of his body in his shoes,
or the poem “Good Night”, where he observes his mind as he comes down for
a glass of water. What’s really remarkable is that Williams had this intuitive,
Yankee, pragmatic sense of noticing the action of his mind, which was his

home-made authentic, autochthonic—self-born from the earth, which was
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equal to a thousand or two thousand years of Buddhist practice. Because
autochthonic, the Buddhist notion is, after all, only in awareness of what
people do anyway. Like babies in their crib occasionally will simply rest
there, conscious of their breathing and look at the ceiling and notice
thoughts passing through their mind. So this is a natural activity. It’s also a
poetic activity.

[ suggested several exercises, homework, if you all remember, for those
of you who are regulars in the class. One was the word list—Nazi milk,
hydrogen jukebox or whatever you came up with—the other was to write
down your top ten lifetime epiphanies, your top ten most vivid moments of
your life. Here we were doing what the top seven or eight thoughts in four-
minute period, surveying the mind. The other last suggestion from the last
class was to write down the... Top ten or fifteen, I forgot. Do you
remember? Top ten—Like a hit list for rock’n’roll. Top ten thoughts of your
life, top ten most vivid moments that can be made into a poem, like
Wordsworth’s spots of time, one of which I read. Your top ten spots of time,
so to speak. And then your can take any one of them and expand it into a
slightly longer narrative poem. So those are poetic tricks. If you ever want to
write poetry and you need a subject, you can either stop and examine your
mind and let the mind suggest a sequence of thoughts as a subject. Or you
can play a word game, as in the first class, or write down your top ten
recollections of life from childhood on and then either make that into a poem
or take one of them and make that into a poem. There’s a poet named Joe
Brainard in the New York School of poets, a disciple of Frank O’Hara and
John Ashbery, who has a whole book of sentences and paragraphs, each one
beginning, “I remember...” Like, I remember in high school finding a
chewing gum stuck to the bottom of my desk. I remember ... Olomouc last
time, stepping in ... I'm really trying to make it up, it doesn’t work. (laugh)
Has to be something real. So, | remember this time in Olomouc running out of
toilet paper. (laugh) So those are techniques for examining the mind, useful

in poetry.
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So now we have, continuing with our list, and I'll try and do this rapidly,
or speed up. The second part of the list of eighty-four slogans was the path
or method of recognition. The first part dealt with the confusion, chaos,
discontinuity of mind and how to relate to it. How to accept it, how to work
with it, how to turn waste into treasure. Second part now, techniques or path
or how to isolate and deal with your thoughts when you write them down.
And for that the main slogan is from W. C. Williams, a very famous slogan in
American poetry, which almost all poets now understand or have got some
idea of, whether they want to practice it or not, they understand what it
means, which is “No ideas but in things.” That may sound a little strange in
American syntax, means: “No ideas but in the facts.” Almost like a newspaper
report, you know—When? Where? How? Another way of saying it is, “Only
that which is palpable or visually describable, but not generalized,
abstracted ideas, except as they can be exemplified by presenting a situation
or a visualization or an objective detail.” So from that we have a series of
slogans that all mean the same thing, basically. They point is the same . ..

Williams has the phrase “close to the nose”. Close to your own life, close
to the nose. Actually that poem about standing, feeling the air passing in and
out of his nose is really quite close to his nose.

Williams also has another phrase, “clamp the mind down on objects”.
These slogans are all written out in the slogan list that I handed out and
perhaps those of you who are really curious, who are not in the class might
ask the Rector’s office for a copy later on.

Another is by Ezra Pound, another slogan: “Direct treatment of the
thing or object.” Like, instead of saying, “I went outside,” you could say, “I
went out into the slush or snow of...” What’s the name of the street that I'm

in?

S: Vaclavské nameésti?

AG: No, that little street that leads to the tram.
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]JJ: Démska.

AG: Démska. “I went out into the slush of Domska.” Instead of, “lI went
outside.” Outside, yes, it’s true, but it’s very vague. But clamping the mind
down on objects or focusing on a place to make it more vivid visually, you fill
in the detail. That’s called by Pound “presentation rather than reference.”
Reference is something outside the page, presentation—you actually present
the picture. Or in English we say, “Give me a for-instance.” Like “food is good
to eat”. Or give me a for instance. “When you’ve not eaten all day and you
come out of the snow and there’s a hot meal of dumpling and soup, it is
good.” So you give a for instance. You know the phrase in English, “for
instance”. An instance, you give a specific instance or example. "Give me an
example.” In English we also have the common phrase “show not tell,” that is
not talk about something but actually show it, like presentation, not
reference. And Ezra pound says, “The natural object”—Do6mska, slush, tram
tracks—"“is always the adequate symbol.” Instead of saying, “I went to this

»n o«

small town in Czech Republic.” “I went to Olomouc, where the trams ran
down the snowy streets making a rumble every five minutes.” Some kind of
location of your thought.

And the Tibetan say—as the natural object is always the adequate
symbol, Ezra Pound—“Things are symbols of themselves.” (repeats) In terms
of Tibetan Zen Buddhism this is the highest state of consciousness. When
things are no longer symbols of God or existence or whatever, they're
actually symbols of themselves. So that you see them very clearly in their
own “thingness.”

William Blake says, “Labour well the Minute Particulars,” i. e. work with
“Minute Particulars. “Generalization and abstraction are the plea of a
hypocrite, knave and scoundrel.” That’s from Blake’'s “Jerusalem”. “Labour
well the Minute Particulars” - take care of the little ones, little details. That's
rather sweet. “Generalization and abstraction are the plea of a hypocrite,
knave and scoundrel, for art cannot be organized except by minutely

)

organized particulars.” And you’ll notice that police-state bureaucratic
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language, as George Orwell points out, generally goes into vague abstraction
with very little concrete, particular detail. It’s slogans that have no referent.
And William Butler Yeats has a phrase in his poetry, “And being old, she put a

skin on everything she said.”

What shall I do for pretty girls
Now my old Bawd is dead?
And being old she put a skin
On everything she said.

[t’s like presenting or direct reference or “close to the nose” or “no ideas but
in things”. Now as Yeats didn’t say, “Being old and wise she was concrete in
her expression of ideas,” which is a very general way of saying it, he changed
it to skin. She put a skin on everything she said. So we get some kind of a
more down-to-earth, close-to-the-nose phrase. I think up to this point I
should read maybe some examples of poetry of this process, so let’s see what
we’ve got. For slogans twenty-three on. Almost any poem by W. C. Williams
will do. I have a poem here by somebody I've mentioned, particularly in
talking to the English teachers, a much neglected but very interesting
Objectivist poet named Carl Rakosi, actually born in Hungary but grew up in
America. This is not in our anthology, I don’t think. For an example of “close

to the nose”. It’s not in your anthology. “To a Collie Pup”—Ilittle dog.

Nobody had to show you
where the sun is

or that my back

could serve the same purpose
as a tree.

Why, you are hardly old enough
to know the difference

between your tail and a shadow,
yet the warm radiator

and your bowl of water

are already old friends.

The way you look up at me

with a saint in each eye

one would never suspect

that you chase birds and chickens
and steal stale bread

from the neighbor’s trashcan.
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Lay off, you beggar
Ijust fed you
and took you walking.

Go spring

into the autumn leaves.
Nuzzle and roll

as if there were nothing
in the whole wide world
but fun.

How is it that you play
with my shoelace

and understand so well
how to love me?

For this you shall have

the key to my bedroom
and the degree

of master of arts.

Well, that little bit about, “and yet the warm radiator / and your bowl of
water / are already old friends” and “How is it that you play / with my
shoelace” are very close to the nose. (laugh) Actually they're very clear,
direct, experiential. But even more close to the nose by W. C. Williams is
“Smell”, which I read the other day, I think, and this is one that’s even worse
by Williams, after all he was a doctor, “My god, Bill what have you done?” W.
C. Williams—RBill. It’s called “Fragment”. No, it’s not in the anthology. If it is,
I'd say so.

My God, Bill, what have you done?
What do you think I've done? I've
opened up the world

Where did you get them? Marvelous
beautiful!

Where does all snot come from? Under
the nose,

Yea-uh?

- the gutter, where everything comes
from, the manure heap.

So Shakespeare gives example of “no ideas but in things” also, in the song

about spring and winter. Instead of saying it’s winter he says,

When icicles hang by the wall,
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail,
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And Tom bears logs into the hall,
And milk comes frozen home in pail,
When blood is nipp’d and ways be foul [. . .]

When all aloud the wind doth blow,

And coughing drowns the parson’s sermon,

And birds sit brooding in the snow,

And Marian’s nose looks red and raw [. . .]

You know, it’s a really famous little song by Shakespeare, in which he gives
all the particular details of winter, particular the beginning—“when icicles
hand by the wall”. So he conjures up the whole sensation of winter by this
presentation of things that give you the idea of winter. (Is) that clear?

For Pound’s notion of “presentation not reference”, a favorite image in
Pound is disruption of the sunlight glinting of Mediterranean water. And he
presented (it) as “the tin flash of sun dazzle”. (repeats) Quick way of doing it.

Oh, the Blake, actually, I misquoted it slightly, it says, “Labour well the
Minute Particulars, attend to the Little-ones. He who would do good for
another must do it in Munite Particulars. General good is the plea of the
scoundrel, hypocrite and flatterer, for art and science cannot exist but in
minutely organized particulars.”

So now we have another question: How do you choose these
particulars? How do you come to select them? What’s the process of selecting
them? And Jack Kerouac has a really good slogan for that. He says, “Don’t
stop to think of the words but to see the picture better.” If you're writing
about your spot of time or memory or sketching an object or writing about a
person, if you visualize the scene you’re describing or the person you're
describing or the old teacup, like a still-life, if you visualize it clearly, see the
picture better, then words come of their own, because you have something to
write from, because you have the picture from which you derived the words.
Whereas if you're trying to just do it by abstract idea, you wind up no focus
for your description. I'm talking specifically of this kind of poetry, which is
based on some relation with palpable observation. There are other kinds of
poetry: sound poetry, purely abstract poetry, philosophical poetry dealing
with philosophical ideas, but I am now trying to present the basis of modern

American poetic practice, particularly related to Beat generation, in E. Pound
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and W. C. Williams and that historical continuum. So for that Kerouac’s
notion “Don’t stop to think of the words but to see the picture better.” Does
that make sense? As a way of focusing or zeroing in or coordinating your
effort, to be precise, with an actual visualization.

In this question of top ten spots of time, for instance, top ten
epiphanies, most of these will come in a visual form, I think. They’ll be
pictures of moments. Pictures of specific moments in your life, in your
household or on the street or different places. In this case, if you're trying to
verbalize it, describe it or sketch these incidents, the Kerouac’s suggestion—
don’t stop to think of words but to see the picture better—serves as a very
practical suggestion for how to derive the information in words to put on
paper. Does that make sense? Now, am [ being clear here? Because I think I'm
being clear, but there’s language problem and there’s philosophical
differences and there are vast cultural gulfs, so maybe I'm talking about
something that seems alien or strange or unusual. So if anybody here has any
questions, it might be good to bring them up. Or a critique of this whole

method.

JJ: I'm sure some people in America will have difficulties with that, particular

slogan. Is that so?

AG: Oh, yeah. Almost everybody has difficulties. I have difficulties in the
sense that, you know, my mind tends to add abstraction and generalization
and bullshit, as I've been doing here. (laugh) I really should be reading you
examples of American poetry instead of all this generalization. I'm trying to
do both, but my own tendency is more toward abstraction and that’s why I
pay so much attention to the teaching that I got from W. C. Williams to clamp
the mind down on objects and come back down to earth and stay close to the
nose. And probably because I make that effort my poetry is understandable
in almost any language, because this primarily palpable material, visual
material, so that it can be translated into Chinese, Hungarian, Polish,

Czechoslovakian and has an impact, because it depends mostly on the
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pictorial element, some on rhythm and melody, some on word play, but
mostly on the pictorial element, which is translatable from one language to
another. And that’s probably why I am maybe almost the best known poet on
the planet, because I'm following this particular method of writing, which is
like a universal language, because in English I'm not using a strict rhymed
form but more the Whitman form, prose-like, so they can be more easily
translated. I didn’t intend it for this purpose, but as I've gone around the
world over thirty years, I do realize the usefulness and practicality of the
Whitman-Williams method of writing for communicating across languages.

So Kerouac also continues, for his own details are the life of prose.

JJ: If  may, from the other side, you explained just that people with tendency
to generalization they have a tendency to that... Let me ask, does this not
somehow disqualify Jack Kerouac’s belief in spontaneity, because when you
are focusing, you actually bring in energy that somehow interferes with

spontaneity, does it not?

AG: Oh, I don’t think it does, no. First of all, Kerouac would type something
like a 120 words per minute, he was a speed typist, an athlete. And he could
describe what passed through his mind visually almost as fast as it passed
through his mind. I think he had by this very training several elements. He
had a good melodic sense, so actually in his poetry and mine also, a lot of the
“tram track” that you run on, rhythmically and vocally, is his sense of
musicality, as a base. But the direction that he’s going, he has planned in
advance, in the sense that he knows he’s going to describe a trip on the road
across America, or several trips, and he is going back and typing what he
sees. Actually what he sees as he thinks about it, it’s a visual thing. The
notion of “first thought, best thought” means what actually rises in your
mind once you get past the barrier of self-consciousness. Or what does
actually rise in your mind can be transcribed as a secretary transcribes or as

someone might describe quickly scenes in a movie that they are looking at.
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Actually, Kerouac had the idea of writing a novel which was the movie
of the mind, moving picture of the mind—the cinema of the mind. And I think
you will notice, if you introspect, if you meditate, that very much of your
thinking process is in pictures. William Burroughs says he thinks almost
exclusively in pictures. When he was writing Naked Lunch in Tangier and I
was staying with him, [ remember he sat at the typewriter like this,
hesitating a moment. And I said, “What are you thinking about, Bill?” when I
was in the room and he said, “Hands pulling in nets in the dark from the
ocean.” I said, “Wow, what a cosmic image!” Sounds like God, the fishermen
and so on. It’s the fishermen just at dawn at the beach at Tangier pulling in
their fishing nets. So when I said, “What do you think about?” he said, “Hands
pulling in nets in the dark from the ocean.” So he thinks in pictures. Actually
around that time I had a conversation with him how does he think. And many
of us think in words and many of us think in pictures, but there’s always an
admixture of pictures, I think, in our thinking. Particularly on the exercise of
the top ten spots of time, epiphanies, they’re most likely to come in the form
of a scene, where something happened. Right? That make sense? So that
Kerouac’s suggestion, “don’t stop to think of words but to see the picture
better,” well, yes, you can hesitate to look at the picture, but then you can
even write faster because you're right there. And you know what you’re
writing about, ‘cause you can see it.

Now in terms of technique in poetry. I think for this next few slogans,
we're now into the texture of the text, rather than a mental process. First of
all, “intense fragments of spoken idiom are best”. And I'd like to give you
some examples of that, by W. C. Williams. Here’s a poem called “For Eleanor
and Bill Monahan”, which is an old man congratulating some young people
on getting married. And toward the end of the poem he says the Moon that
was laterally the poet’s planet... I don’t think this is in these books. These
I'm drawing from a different book. If I do drew from the anthology, I'll
mention it. In this poem, it’s a late poem by W. C. Williams, and he says the
Moon, which was laterally the poet’s planet they have invaded with their

Sputniks and spaceships, he says, “The fools . ..”
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What
do they think they will attain
by their ships
that death has not
already given
them? Their ships
should be directed
inward upon . But I
am an old man. I
have had enough.

The female principle of the world
is my appeal
in the extremity

to with which I have come.
There’s a very interesting trick here: “Their ships / should be directed /
inward upon . Butl / am an old man. I / have had enough.” That’s very
amazing, he didn’t finish his sentence, he interrupted it, as his mind
interrupted and he said, “eh, I've had it.” So he’s got a little dot in the middle
of the verse, and that’s spoken idiom. That’s exactly how someone might
speak. Or in another little poem called “To Greet a Letter Carrier”.

Why'n’t you bring me

a good letter? One with

lots of money in it.

I could make use of that.

Atta boy! Atta boy!
To greet the mailman who brings him a letter. (laughs, repeats the excerpt) At
Nairopa Institute we had a little nag about that because of this “Atta boy!
Atta boy!”—I’'ve never seen that in a poem before - we had a magazine we
called “Atta boy! Atta boy!”—that’s the boy, that’s the good boy. It’s the
vernacular. You might say that even to a little doggie. Attaboy. Here’s a bone
or here’s a ball, catch it. Attaboy. So that’s intense fragments of spoken
idiom.

Next principle would be what Gregory Corso calls “tailoring”, or
“cutting the poem like a pair of pants to make it fit”. Or what Basil Bunting
calls “condensation” or “economy of words.” Basil Bunting, a very interesting
English poet, friend of Ezra Pound and Williams and Yeats, talking about a

cart going through a country road.
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hear the horse stale,

1[’1'51'1"1‘]1888 mutter to shaft,

felloe to axle squeak,

rut thud the rim,

crushed grit.
That one single line—“rut thud the rim”—the rut on the road thudding the
rim of the wheel—you have an instant impression of a kind of wooden horse
cart, and an impression of the entire landscape, in a sense. A rutted road,
with grit in the road, but “rut thud the rim” was a really good example, I
thought, of condensation. And Pound mentions “condensare equals
dichtung”—condensation equals poetry. And he got that from Basil Bunting,
that phrase.

I'll get to Gregory Corso in a while, for his “tailoring”. So this could all
be stated as “maximum information, minimum number of syllables”.
(repeats) This works musically, because when you condense your syntax,
your sound is solid. So “syntax condensed, sound is solid.” And then, just as
you are aware of breathing, you can also be aware of the sound of the vowels,
(speaks very distinctly) as I am aware and pronouncing my vowels right now
and also you can enunciate your consonants, as [ am doing now, aware of
mouthing the consonants clearly. So their part of the poetic process is
awareness of your mouth—awareness of the sounds of the words and
perhaps even a slight extra emphasis on your consciousness of the musicality
of the vowel... Do you have vowels in Czech? Do you have consonants in

Czech?

JJ: Yes, a few vowels and consonants. (audience laughter)

AG: Well, someone, I have forgotten what language, someone was telling me
that my notion of American consonants was not applicable to another

language, certain other language. Was that Czech? I don’t know.

JJ: We have words with consonants only, yes.
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AG: You know, I mean, a mixture of vowels and consonants, but my
consonant—you have a vowel and a consonant together—do you have that in
Czech, too? Yea. Pound suggests following the tone leading of the vowels.
That is, going up and down. Pound suggests, like musicality. Because this is
what spoken idiom is. In actual speech, especially, for instance, talking to
babies, you get into this very high little voicing. (speaking in high voice) So
even in poetry you can do that. “How can she live with that, I thought?”—I
have a line in my poetry, which talks about meeting my mother in a dream
with bad teeth, “How can she live with that, I thought?” Ta-da-ta ta-da ta ta-
da? It's the way you actually speak to yourself. So if you're conscious of the
sound of the poem, that adds into your general intelligence of writing. Or
reading.

Well, I think that basically covers a lot of this question of technique,
location of your perception and expression of it. [ think I have some more
examples in this area. Well, for maximum information, minimum number of
syllables—haiku. The Japanese form of haiku is useful. For “savor vowels,
appreciate consonants” there’s a verse or a line in William Burroughs’ prose
that Jack Kerouac pointed out to me, saying that Burroughs is a great verbal
musician. And it was, from naked lunch, “Motel motel motel loneliness moans
across the still oily tidal waters of East Texas bayou.” (repeats) Or from
Herman Melville’s Moby Dick, the very last, “Now small fowls flew screaming
over the yet yawning gulf; a sullen white surf beat against its steep sides;
then all collapsed, and the great shroud of the sea rolled on as it rolled five
thousand years ago.” Savor vowels. It’s certainly savoring vowels. Savor...
(End of tape. Part of the lecture missing)

[ think I had mentioned Pound’s division into sight—phanopoeia,
sound—melopoeia, intellect—logopoeia. These latinate, high-class sounding
phrases for picture cast on the mind’s eye, melodiousness of the language—
motel motel motel, loneliness moans—logopoeia, the dance of intellect
among words—put a skin on everything she said, the witty use of the
language. And Louis Zukofsky, a friend of Pound, translates these three

divisions, three aspects of poetry as sight, sound and intellect.
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The conclusion is that emotion can endure in poetry only when it is put
into an objective form or fixed in a concrete image or sound or wordplay. So
[ want to read two poems, which contain a great deal of emotion, but it is
emotion which is expressed by “no ideas but in things,” as a conclusion to
this part of the discourse. First by the wife of Charles Reznikoff, well, first by
Charles Reznikoff, a poet neglected in Europe, but just beginning to be read,

friend of Williams and Pound in the same group ... from 1918.

She sat by the window opening into the airshaft,
and looked across the parapet
at the new moon.

She would have taken the hairpins out of her carefully coiled
hair,

and thrown herself on the bed in tears;

but he was coming and her mouth had to be pinned into a smile.

If he would have her, she would marry whatever he was.

Classic situation.

A knock. She lit the gas and opened her door.
Her aunt and the man—skin loose under his eyes, the face
slashed with wrinkles.

“Come in,” she said as gently as she could and smiled.
So here you have like a... It’s really a whole lifetime condensed into ten
lines, ten verses. A whole, epiphanous situation, full of feeling. Both the grief
and the understanding here are quite exquisite, I think. You follow this?
Should I read it again? Was it clear? Let me read it one more time. "She sat by
the window opening”—this is 1918, so it’s the slums of New York City, gas
lamps—“into the airshaft”—the airshaft is like a window opening onto a
small closed area between ... the inside of the building—“and looked across
the parapet at the new moon.” (reads the rest of the poem without additional
comments) So she accepted the situation. How would you like to confront
skin-loose-under-his-eyes-the-face-slashed-with-wrinkles and sleep with
him and get married?

Charles Reznikoff’s wife was a very intelligent woman and wrote a little
book of poems. Her name was Marie Syrkin and this is a poem by her called

“Finality”, again to illustrate the notion “only emotion objectified endures.”
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Death, the great kidnapper,
Snatched you suddenly
Asking no ransom.

We were at the dinner chatting,
He broke in with two gentle, black attendants
And a noisy ambulance.

When I came back before dawn,

The cups were still on the table

And I was alone.
So this is a description of the worst moment of Charles Reznikoff by his wife.
It's very objective, in a sense: “We were at dinner chatting, Death”—the
generalization, yes, there is generalization—“Death, the great kidnaper /
Snatched you suddenly / Asking no ransom.” She has that generalization, but

then she focuses on details, clamps the mind down on objects:

We were at the dinner chatting,
He broke in with two gentle, black attendants
And a noisy ambulance.

When I came back before dawn,

The cups were still on the table

And I was alone.

That’s a very good rendering of that sense of absence. Instead of saying,
“When I came back, you were absent, you were gone forever,” instead she
said, “The cups were still on the table.” So that gives you that sense of ... By
presenting the thing you get the sense of the impalpable emotion. (Is) that
clear?

Now, last aspect ... Well, I can go into the final thing, last aspect, or we
can have some conversation and save this last part for the next... Or, I can
try and finish this now, very briefly and then have the next class just
presenting different samples of modern beat poetry. Maybe that might be
interesting. But does anybody have anything they want to ask right now? I'll
meditate one minute while people make up their minds whether they wanna
talk or not. I'll follow my breath for exactly one minute.

(49 seconds later) Nobody has anything on their mind? Well, empty

mind is considered the highest state of consciousness. (audience laughter)

149



Have you ever been in a situation when you were talking and you forgot
what you were saying? You know, like in between sentences? Has anybody
ever experienced that? That embarrassing moment when you’re talking. ..
According to Buddhists that’s the best moment, because that way—empty
mind, totally open space—you actually experience space around you, rather
than just experience the chatter of your own mind. So in Buddhist practice
that’'s considered a moment of precious opportunity, rather than an

embarrassing moment.

JJ: Well, a practice.

AG: Well, yes, but... It ain’t practical, but on the other hand useful... Ok,
fruition, result. We’ve had ground, the nature of the mind; path, how to
vocalize it or how to specify, how to work with it. Now, what’s it all for?
Why?

One thing that must be remembered: since everybody wants poetic
inspiration and exaltation and all that, remember that the inspiration comes
from the word “spiritus”, which means breathing, which means unobstructed
breathing, unobstructed breath. And it’s very interesting to find many many
references in the most romantic poetry, the central reference is the breath
itself. At least in English. For Shelley, who’s the most romantic of Romantic
poets. Shelley is studied here? Is he translated? The “Ode to the West Wind”
is that well translated in, is that a famous poem even in Czech, among people

who read poetry? And Adonais, his lament for John Keats, ends:

That Light whose smile kindles the Universe,
That Beauty in which all things work and move,
That Benediction which the eclipsing Curse

Of birth can quench not, that sustaining Love
Which through the web of being blindly wove
By man and beast and earth and air and sea,
Burns bright or dim, as each are mirrors of

The fire for which all thirst; now beams on me,
Consuming the last clouds of cold mortality.

The breath whose might I have invoked in song
Descends on me; my spirit’s bark is driven,
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Far from the shore, far from the trembling throng

Whose sails were never to the tempest given;

The massy earth and sphered skies are riven!

I am borne darkly, fearfully, afar;

Whilst, burning through the inmost veil of Heaven,

The soul of Adonais, like a star,

Beacons from the abode where the Eternal are.
Well, what’s interesting is that the very last stanza of this great ode ends
“The breath” that he has been invoking, the inspiration he has been invoking,
is given in terms of his literal breath or the wind driving the sailboat, the
“spirit’s bark” is driven far from the shore. And in the end of the “Ode to the
West Wind” you have the same ... The whole poem is about breath, about
the breath of the Earth, the wind itself, until finally he says, “Make me thy
lyre, as the forest is.” Make him, the poet, be the lyre or making sounds, as
the wind makes sounds through the forest. So the ultimate image is
unobstructed breath or deep breath or the breath of life. And we have the old
saying, where there’s life there’s breath. So actually, in a sense the highest
“vehicle” for poetry, I mean literally the vehicle for poetry, is breath, it comes
out on the breath. You speak it. I'm breathing and talking and it comes out on
the breath. And in a sense it’s... The impalpable thoughts of the mind are
joined with the physical breath of the body in speech. The world of speech
integrates or synchronizes immaterial mind and material body, because the
breath is an exhalation from the body—an inspiration and exhalation. And
the thoughts come out on the breath. So there is the old saying, “The
emperor joins heaven and Earth.” Heaven the mind and Earth the body. And
so there is a view of poetry as imperial proclamation, a synchronization of
body and mind together, where the body and mind are working together and
poetry is not merely the sensitive murmurings of disordered individuals and
their neuroses, but actually proclamation from the seat of the flesh of the
inspiration of the mind or the conceptions of the mind, put into physical
form by breath.

And so Charles Olson speaks of the verse-line as an extension of
physiology, where the verse-line is measured on the page by the breath stop.

You could say that the verse-line is an extension of physiology.
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Blake emphasizes this question of breath and spirit as life (sings):

Little Fly

Thy summer’s play,
My thoughtless hand
Has brush’d away.

Am not 1

A fly like thee?
Or art not thou
A man like me?

For I dance

And drink & sing;
Till some blind hand
Shall brush my wing.

If thought is life

And strength & breath;
And the want

Of thought is death;

Then am |

A happy fly,
If I live,

Or if I die.

(claps his hands, audience laughter) There’s an anonymous interesting lyric

of 1604 by Thomas Greaves that says:

What is beauty but a breath?

Fancies twin at birth & death,

The colour of a damask rose,

That fadeth when the northwind blowes:
‘tis such that though all sorts do crave it,
they know not what it is to have it:

a thing that some time stoops not to a king
and yet most open to the commonst thing;:
For she that is most fair,

Is open to the aire.

But I like the line, “What is beauty but a breath?” Shelley’s Breath at the end
of the “Ode to the West Wind” is:

Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is:
What if my leaves are falling like its own!
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies

Will take from both a deep, autumnal tone,

152



Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce,
My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one!

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe
Like wither’d leaves to quicken a new birth!
And, by the incantation of this verse,

Scatter, as from an unextinguish’d hearth
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind!
Be through my lips to unawaken’d earth

The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind,

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?

So the end of this very famous poem is that Shelley wants to become the west
wind. Or wants his breath to be the same as the west wind. Or his inspiration
is that his breath is the west wind and, for us, anybody that reads this poem
aloud becomes Shelly’s breath, becomes that west wind, has that inspiration.
And quite literally, if you try reading it aloud, following the punctuation
marks, it’s possible to get high. It’s possible to have that spiritual exaltation
or a body buzz, probably hyperventilation. But it is something that we might
try as an exercise sometime, if they ever get the texts scattered around.

So there are various other slogans that relate to this process of
inspiration and what’s it all for, but the real question is, “What is all this
about?” and “Why go through all this trouble?” and “Why make such a big
deal out of poetry?” and “What’s the aim of poetry?” or “What good can it
do?”

First of all, I think it can transmit your emotion, of course. It also may
give some glimpse of the vastness and emptiness of things, some glimpse of
the open space that we inhabit when we forget what we’re talking about. The
vast space around us. As in say that poem by Marie Syrkin, “When [ came
home / the cups were still on the table, / and I was alone.” And suddenly you
have the sense of open space that... When someone dies, we very often get
that shock of realizing we’re alone in the vast, alone in the vastness. Or as
Plotinus says that phrase “Alone with the Alone”. Plotinus, the western
philosopher? Has a chapter “Alone with the Alone”. That sense of alone with

the alone or alone in vastness, which is characteristic of Jack Kerouac’s

153



novels, panoramic awareness of that kind, is also known in Buddhist terms
as “shunyata”—emptiness or openness, open space. Different from the
European notion of “void”. The existential notion of void was that it was a
big, dark, horrifying area without any God. The American Beat and Eastern
thought on that matter is that this is open, unobstructed space, where you
can have unobstructed breath. There’s no lid on the Universe. It’s infinitely
expandable, and the imagination is infinitely expansive. There’s no God the
Father to tell you to shut up. (chuckles) There’s no roof on this space. There’s
no limit, it’s limitless space. Which is what the shock of death is the
realization of. When somebody dies, you suddenly have this sense of
limitless, vast space.

So that sense of alone, which is a very valuable sense—some people
don’t like it, but on the other hand, on the death bed, there we are and
walking alone we are there, and even in the midst of love making we are
there—is indicated by the Zen riddle, “What is the sound of one hand
clapping?” or “What is the face you had before you were born?” Those are
basic Zen “koans”, beginner’s riddles to open up the mind to that vast space,
which is also what poetry does in Chinese and Tibetan practice. The use of
poetry as to indicate that space, like, “Oh, yes, things exists, like the echo of
your voice when you yell at the foot of a huge mountain.” Gives you that
sense of aloneness and vastness.

It’s now 4:30 in the vast space of the universe, and so I should stop. I'll
try to conclude very briefly, ‘cause I don’t have far to go, with: What good is
this loneliness and emptiness and vastness? What do we do with it? How do
we behave within it? How do we articulate it in poetry and what good is it for
other people beside ourselves? At the next meeting. Thank you. (applause)

But remember, there are three pieces of homework: the word list of
unlikely combinations, the top-ten lifetime spots of time epiphanies and
sequence of thought forms during four minutes of sitting here. You should
actually do that on paper. We'll figure out what to do with it later. Thank you.
And I'll be in my office, if anyone wants to talk to me, I'll be in Professor

Jarab’s office for the next hour or so. I'm hospitable and have nothing to do.
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JJ: As Mr. Ginsberg says he will be in his office. Let me also tell you, if I may,
that tomorrow is the first day when Allen is not going to work from “see to
see”, as he has done, and beyond “seeing” all these days here. So he’s going to
do a little bit of work at 11:30 meeting here, but from lunch on we would like
to treat him as a sightseer of Olomouc, so those of you who are free, it would
be very nice if you could show him around and accompany him. Let’s agree
that people who would like to show Allen Ginsberg around Olomouc in the
afternoon and for the rest of the day, meet in the circular square in front of

my office at noon, high noon. All right?

AG: Anybody that’s free.

JJ: Jo. Thank you.
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2.12.1993

AG: It's three o'clock and we might begin. Thank you for coming and being so
patient and I think, as we did last time, let's begin with a few minutes of just
sitting, doing nothing. Everybody has been here before and you've all heard
some description of the technique of sitting? Is there anybody that was not
here before? A few. Well, there's quite a few who were not here before. So I'll
just describe it briefly again. Is that all right? There's no harm to repeat.

For those who have not been here before; some of the subject we dealt
with was awareness practice as it relates to poetry, particularly classic
Buddhist sitting practice of meditation, as it relates to increasing awareness
of the process of mind and as that relates to being conscious of your own
perceptions and applying that to poetry. So what we might do, if there's
room to move in so people coming in later will have a place to sit without
disturbing others. If there's any room ... I guess not, not much. We might put
those clothes there or here and leave a free seat. So if that somebody ... Put
the clothes there and leave a free seat. Right. And maybe move over both. If
you both move over there'll be six seats for others. And you may want to
leave the seat for other people coming in. So, the relation between poetics
and meditation was the subtle subject and for those who weren't here, which
is about twenty people, so I should go over it again. There's a seat over there.
I'll go over the instructions for sitting practice of meditation one more time,
last time.

So sitting forward on the chair if you can, hands on the knees, restful
mind, mudra hand gesture, spine straight, belly relaxed so that you can
breathe easily. Whereas here you'd be harder to breathe. Sitting forward on
the chair to the extent that you can. Eyes open, gaze resting toward the
horizon or on the middle distance or at a 45 degree angle, if the light is too
bright down. Mouth closed, paying attention to the outbreath, from the
nostrils to where the breath dissolves. Nose in line with belly button, ears in
line with shoulder blades. Back not too tight, not too loose. Eyes open,

however, and focus of attention or focal point of attention is the breath
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leaving the nostril and dissolving in space in front of your face. For those of
you who smoke it might be familiar, it goes about like that. So it's paying
attention to your breath or being mindful of your breath or flowing out with
your breath or becoming one with your breath and letting go of your
attention when the breath ... Siting forward on your chair, forward on your
chair, forward on your chair, forward. That’s right, forward means forward.
Hands on knees or on thighs, spine straight, paying attention to the breath
leaving the nostril. Then the question arises: What happens when you forget
your breath and you begin daydreaming, thinking, planning, subconscious
gossip, remembering ... So the traditional instructions are to take a friendly
attitude toward your thoughts, acknowledge them, notice them and then on
the next outbreath bring your attention back to the breath leaving your
nostril and dissolving in front of you. There's seats up here in front and at
the back, also, if you'd like to come in. So why don't we sit for a few minutes.
If you have trouble remembering your breath, you can count your breaths
from one to ten, like: One ... Two ... And if you forget at three or four or
five, you can go back to one. If you need a focal point to remember your
breathing. The point of this is just to increase awareness of what's already
happening, not control the breath - long breath or short breath is equally ok,
just any breath will do. Just to be mindful what's already happening, while
it's happening.

So I'll be quiet now for four minutes or so. So when you find yourself
daydreaming or thinking, just bring your attention, take a friendly attitude
toward your thoughts and bring your attention back to your outbreath. On
the in-breath you don't have to do anything, maybe just check your posture
that you're sitting up straight, in a position of being awake. And it's ten after
now.

(4 minutes 2 seconds later) That's about four minutes. I'd like to read a
poem which is a by-product of that kind of sitting practice. A poem of my
own from 1973. ] went to a seminary, where many people sat together eight
hours a day, not four minutes, but an hour of sitting and then some tea and

another two hours sitting then lunch another couple of hours sitting and
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then tea and then a break and then another hour of sitting and then
supper ... So eight to ten hours a day. And we got quite familiar with our
own minds that way. And it was in the mountains, like the Tatras, called the
Tetons, at a ski village. And so for the summer months we had taken over the
cafeteria, a room as big as this, with sitting pillows on the floor, Zen style,
and the teacher had a throne or chair, silver microphone to lecture in the
evening. I was in the front row and it was a cafeteria, so there was a plate
glass window overlooking the snowy side of the mountain, the Teton
mountains in Wyoming, and there were trees and birds outside and snow
and on the other side of the mountain was the state of Idaho, in the West of
the United States. And so in between one breath and another I had the
following thought. This is called “Mind Breaths” and it was a title of a book,

but the title poem.

Thus crosslegged on round pillow sat on the floor in space in Tenton
Village—

I breathed upon the aluminum microphone-stand a body’s length away
I breathed upon the teacher’s chair, the wooden chair with yellow
pillow

I breathed further, past the sake liqueur cup emptied by the breathing
guru

Breathed upon the green sprigged thick-leaved plant in a flowerpot
Breathed upon the vast plateglass shining back th” assembled sitting
company in the meditation cafeteria

my breath thru nostril floated out to the moth of evening beating into
window’d illumination

breathed outward over aspen twigs trembling September’s top yellow
leaves twilit at mountain foot

breathed over the mountain, over snowpowdered crags ringed under
slow-breathed cloud-mass white spumes

windy across Tetons mountains into Idaho, gray mountain ranges under
blue space swept

with delicate snow flurries, breathes Westward

mountain grass trembling in tiny winds toward the town of Wasatch
Breezes south late autumn in Salt Lake’s wooden temple streets,

white dust lifted swirling by the thick leaden lake, dust carried up over
Kennecott’s copper pit onto the massive Unit Rig machine that carries
earth,

out towards Reno’s neon, dollar bills skittering downstreet along the
curb,

up into the Sierras mountains of California oak leaves blown down by
fall cold chills

over peaktops snowy gales beginning,
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a breath of prayer down on Kitkitdizze’s horngreen leaves close to
ground,

over Gary Snyder’s tile roof, over his zen meditation temple pillars,
tents and manzanita bush arbores in Sierra mountains pine foothills—

a breath falls over Sacramento Valley, roar of wind down the sixlane
freeway across the Bay Bridge into San Francisco

uproar of papers floating over Montgomery Street, pigeons flutter down
before sunset from Washington Park’s white churchsteeple—

Golden Gate bridge waters whitecapped scudding out to Pacific spreads
over Hawaii a balmy wind thru Hotel palmtrees, a moist warmth swept
over the airbase, a dank breeze in Guam’s rotten Customs shed,

clear winds breath on Fiji's palm & coral shores, by wooden hotels in
Suva town flags flutter, taxis whoosh by Friday night’s black
promenaders under the rock & roll discotheque window upstairs
beating with English neon—

on a breeze into Sydney, and across hillside grass where mushrooms lie
low on Cow-Flops in Queensland, down Adelaide’s alleys a flutter of
music from my friend Brian Moore’s Dobro carried in the wind—

up thru Darwin Land, out Grove Peninsula green ocean breeze, clack of
Yerkalla village song sticks by the trembling wave

Yea and a wind over mercurial waters of Japan North East, a hollow
wooden gong echoes in Koyto’s temple hall below the graveyard’s wavy
grass

A foghorn blowing thru the China Sea, torrential rains over Saigon,
bombers float over Cambodia, visioned tiny from stone Avelokitesvera’s
many-faced towers at Angkor Wat in windy night,

a puff of opium out of a mouth yellowed in Bangkok, a puff of
hashishflowing thick out of a bearded holy man’s nostrils & eyes in
Nimtallah Burning Ghat in Kolkata,

wood smoke flowing in wind across the Hooghly Bridge over the
Ganges, incense wafted under the Bo Tree in Bodh Gaya, in Benares
woodpiles burn at Manikarnika returning incensed souls to Shiva,

wind dallies in the amorous leaves of Brindaban, still air on the vast
mosque floor above Old Delhi’s alleyways,

wind blowing over Kausani town’s stone wall, Himalayan peaktops
ranged hundreds of miles along snowy horizon, prayer flags flutter over
Almora’s wood brown housetops,

trade winds carry dhows thru Indian Ocean to Mombasa or down to
Dar "Salaam’s riverside sail port, palms sway & sailors wrapped in
cotton sleep on log decks—

Soft breezes up thru Red Sea to Eliat’s dry hotels, paper leaflets scatter
by the Wailing Wall, drifting into the Sepulchre

Mediterranean zephyrs leaving Tel Aviv, over Crete, Lassithi Plains’
windmills still turn the centuries near Zeus’ birth cave

Piraeus wave-lashed, Venice lagoon’s waters blow up over the floor of
San Marco, Piazza flooded and mud on the marble porch, gondolas
bobbing up & down choppy waters at the Zattere,

chill September fluttering thru Milan’s Arcade, cold bones & overcoats
flapping in St. Peter’s Square,

down Appian Way silence by gravesites, stelae stolid on a lonely grass
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path, the breath of an old man laboring up the road—

Across the Tatras, a snowy dust’s falling in a September breath, in Stary
Mesto hundreds of children sing songs thru their noses,

Across Scylla & Charybdis, Sicilian tobacco smoke wafted across the
boat deck,

into Marseilles coalstacks back fumes float into clouds, steamer’s white
drifspume down wind in the ocean all the way to Tangier,

a breath of red-tinged Autumn in Provence, boats slow on the Seine, the
lady wraps her cloak tight round her bodice on toppa Eiffel Tower’s iron
head—

across the Channel rough black-green waves, in London’s Piccadilly
beercans roll on concrete underneath Eros’ silver breast, the Sunday
Times lifts and settles on wet fountain steps—

over lona Isle blue day and balmy Inner Hebrides breeze, fog drifts
across Atlantic,

Labrador white frozen blowing cold, down New York’s canyons manila
paper bags scurry toward Wall from Lower East side—

a breath over my father’s head in his apartment on Park Avenue
Peterson,

a cold September breeze down from East Hill, Cherry Valley farm’s
maples tremble red,

out thru Chicago Windy City the vast breath of Consciousness dissolves,
smokestacks and autos drift expensive fumes ribboned across railroad
tracks,

Westward, a single breath blows across the plains, Nebraska’s fields
harvested & stubble bending delicate in every airs

up the Rocky Mountains, from Denver’s Cherry Creekbed another
zephyr risen,

across Pike’s Peak an icy blast at sunset, Wind River mountain peaktops
flowing toward the Teton mountains,

a breath returns vast gliding grass flats cow-dotted into Jackson Hole,
into a corner of the plains,

up the asphalt road and muddy parking lot, a breeze of restless
September, up wood stairways in the wind

into the cafeteria at Teton Village under the red tram lift

a calm breath, a silent breath, a slow breath breaths outward from the
nostrils.

Were you able to follow that a bit? It begins sitting, and my thoughts went all

around the world and came back. So it could be said in between one breath

and another or between five breaths. It's a trick poem.

Now, what I would like to do in this particular session, or the last

session, is get to something that [ didn’t. Most of what I've been saying has
been theory—I've “no ideas but in things,” “first thought, best thought,”

“mind is discontinuous,” so forth. “Don't stop to think of words but to see the
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picture better....” Now, what I'd like to do is read from texts from some of
the American Beat-Generation poets. I'll get to Kerouac in a while. The next
oldest is Philip Whalen, who, with Gary Snyder, studied at Reed College in
the North-West in Portland, Oregon and met W. C. Williams in 1952 and also
adapted, as I did in 1950, to Williams's focus, clamping the mind down on

objects. “Further Notice”. This is a poem from 1956, “Further Notice.”

I can't live in this world
And I refuse to kill myself
Or let you kill me

The dill plant lives, the airplane
My alarm clock, this ink
I'won't go away

I shall be myself —
Free, a genius, an embarrassment
Like the Indian, the buffalo

Like Yellowstone National Park.

He wrote a lot of very short poems, | made an excerpt from them. Little bit

like haikus, just fast, photographic flashes. “Dewey Swanson”.

ran lunatic in the midst of our
canoeing trip had to tie him

up & sit on him in the bottom

of the canoe in the daytime, tie

him to a tree at night and he kept
talking and laughing and cussing

the whole time we put a gag on him
one night so we could get some rest
from his noise but pretty soon he had
eaten and swallowed it all some way
or other we were afraid to try that
again because he might get all fouled
up with that cloth inside of him then
he had to get loose a couple times and
we nearly lost him completely hunting
for him through the brush and timber
we never would have found him except
for his talking and we never did catch
him asleep from the time he first
started acting funny
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(laughs) It's just a little description of somebody going nuts in the woods. He
spent many years in Japan and is now a Zen master, teaches meditation, a
Roshi, as it is said, so he's our first Beatnik or Beat Generation Zen master.
And he spent a long time in Japan, so this is a poem of his from 1967 called
“A Couple Blocks South of the Heian Shrine”, a very famous old shrine. This is
on page 61, for those of you who have these anthologies, in the second

column.

She builds a fire of small clean square sticks
balanced on top of a small white clay hibachi
which stands on a sewing-machine set between her
house wall and the street where my taxi honks past

So he just seen that out of the corner of his eyes. Very vivid little picture, this
very vivid little incident of a woman in an alley, making a living with her
sewing machine, building a fire, very neatly, on the sewing machine in the
alleyway. So it's just a glimpse and he remembered it, so it was vivid enough.
The next is a kind of stream of consciousness poem with a giddy title, called
“Allegorical Painting: Capitalistic Society Destroyed by the Contradictions

within Itself. (Second Five-Year Plan.)”.

feeble claw blanket grab disappear foot hog
crackling Oklahoma dustbowl (Virgil Thomson)
whisker tickles shoulder. eye sinus bulge

with %2 & %2 cock numb and warm, all body skin slack
and thrown into soft folds except stony heels
death's crumby elbow no breath asthma drag all
joints arthritic ankylose threat night sound

terror as of ages 1 through now I cannot accept
the ending of a day no more light I cannot wait
for night when bed fucking blowing jacking-off is
possible at last naked safe and pleasure

This is the stream of consciousness ending up with a sort of sexual orgasm at

the end. “The Madness of Saul”.

Everybody takes me too seriously.
Nobody believes anything I say.

(audience laughter) “For Kai Snyder.” There’s a little poem for the son of

Gary Snyder.
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7:V:60 (an interesting lapsus calami)

A few minutes ago I tried a somersault; couldn’t do it
I was afraid and I couldn’t remember how.

I fell over on one shoulder,

Rolled about and nearly went over backwards

And finally hurt my chest.

What kind of psychomotor malebolge had I got into . . .
“This is old age, &c.”

After thinking it all over

Imagining how it might be done

I performed three forward somersaults, 7:V:70
Age 46 years 6 month 37 days.

“Alleyway.” Next poem is a... I don't know where, maybe Japan.
“Alleyway”—It's a little bit like the glimpse of the lady with the sewing

machine and the hibachi, cooking her lunch.

That darling baby!

All wrapped up asleep

In his fuzzy blue bunting

An extra blanket carefully pinned
Around him asleep on the ground
Between two boxes of rubbish
Beside the overflowing garbage cans
All alone. Throwed away.

(laughter) That's the whole poem, something he saw. “Epigram, upon

Himself”

People can forgive all my faults;
They despise me for being fat.

He is fat, he's terribly fat. And about that—being fat, “Old Age Echoes”.

Lately I've seen myself

As fat naked waddling baby
All alone in the yard

Bright flowers

Silver lawnmower blades

Big dog approaching (friendly?)
Berries

What are fears or dangers?

Then a thing called “The Turn”, a little poem:

Walking along EIm Road
Handful of nasturtiums, butter, some kind of bread
75¢ the loaf no advertising included
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Bread and air and a price tag wrapped in plastic

The dogs came out as usual to roar at me

I find myself screeching wildly in reply

Fed up with suppressing my rage and fear

I bellow and roar

The dogs are scared and their people scandalized

“What are you trying to do? HAY! What are you trying to do?”
I had nothing to tell them; I was talking to their dogs.

“Powell and Market Street, San Francisco”, another very brief, almost

photographic poem.

Fat man waves tiny Bible

Shouting threats about Jesus.

Nearby, a younger, thinner man (high on something else?)
Starts undressing.

The madness of San Francisco. “The Laundry Area”.

Each time I hang up a washboard

The slenderest thread of cold water

Runs down my wrist and into my armpit
Without wetting my clothes.

It is a very precise thing that he is describing. Well, ok, so that's a little taste
of Philip Whalen. There’s one that I think I read here already, “Cynical Song”.

You do what you do
Fucky-ducky

You do it anyhow
People don’t like it
Fucky-ducky
People like it
Fucky-ducky

You do what you do
Fucky-ducky

So next... It was a very interesting poet that visited here, Olomouc, with me,
three years ago. Nanao Sakaki, who was a friend of mine, Philip Whalen and
Gary Snyder. A Japanese, named Nanao, who taught here. His poetry is both

English and Japanese, but has a Japanese basis. So I thought maybe read one

of his poems. “Future Knows”.
Thus I heard
(Buddhist sutras begin “Thus I have heard”)

Oakland California -
To teacher's question an eleven-year-old girl answered, “The ocean is
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A huge swimming-pool with cement walls.”

On a starry summer night

At a camping ground in Japan

a nine-year-old boy from Tokyo complained

“Ugly, too many stars!”

At a department store in Kyoto

One of my friends bought a beetle

For his son, seven-years-old. A few hours later

The boy brought his dead bug

To a hardware store, asking “Change battery, please?”

(audience laughter) This is his commentary on how removed from nature
modern Japanese consciousness is in the urban cities. But rather than
making a big philosophical discourse, he clamped his mind down on objects,
followed the notion of “no ideas but in things” and told a little story, which
gives you the same conclusion, but you see it in action, as a process, rather
than as a generalization. So in this sense concreteness gives you more
information than the generalization might.

Next I'd like to pick up on little poems by Robert Creeley. Creeley was
born in 1926—it’s page 68—and was, with C. Olson, a person in touch with E.
Pound and W. C. Williams. He had a correspondence with Pound because he
was editing a little magazine called Black Mountain Review, in the late forties
and he wanted advice from the older generation, how to edit a really
interesting literary magazine and Pound sent him some very good advice,
which was: “Every issue should contain works of some person of genius,
from issue to issue continuing their work in progress.” In Pound's case it was
James Joyce, T. S. Elliot, himself, Gertrude Stein, Hemingway. Then, in the
rest of the magazine can be put whatever comes in, interesting poems, minor
poems. But every issue of your magazine should have continuity of what is
Joyce doing this year, this month, what is Pound doing, what is Elliot doing,
what is Marianne Moore doing. Robert Creeley took that advice, so he
featured the work of himself, Charles Olson and later myself and Kerouac, as
a continuity. So when he was young he wrote some ... He drank a lot and had
kind of a nasty, ironic temperament. He mellowed when he got older. So I'll

read some poems from when he was young and when he got older. “The

Dishonest Mailmen”.
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They're taking all my letters, and they
put them in the fire.

I see the flames, etc.
But do not care, etc.

The poem supreme, addressed to
emptiness — this is the courage

necessary. This is something
quite different.

It was like a little declaration of independence of mind in those 1940s. Then
there's a funny little poem where he imitates himself in a car, drunk, talking

to his friend, “I Know a Man”.

As1sd to my
friend, because I am
always talking, - John, I

sd, which was not his
name, the darkness sur-
rounds us, what

can we do against
it, or else, shall we &
why not, buy a goddamn big car,

drive, he sd, for

christ's sake, look

out where yr going.
(laughter) I'll do that again. You know, he's raving drunkenly to his friend,
driving the car, and suddenly his friend gets scared and thinks he's gonna
crash the car and says, “drive, he said, / for christ's sake, look / out where
you're going.” (reads the poem again) It was just the sudden interruption of

the raving and the panicked reply from the friend. “The End.”

When I know what people think of me
I am plunged into my loneliness. The grey

hat bought earlier sickens.
I have no purpose no longer distinguishable.

A feeling like being choked
enters my throat.
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Now, here he’s in a moment of depression, but he gives you some instances
or concrete examples of how the depression affects him. “The grey / hat
bought earlier sickens. / A feeling like being choked / enters my throat.” So
it's not just [ am depressed, the world is terrible, everything is dark bla bla
bla. There’s some personal direct information. There was an odd little one

called “Like They Say”.

Underneath the tree on some
soft grass I sat, I

watched two happy
woodpeckers be dis-

turbed by my presence. And
why not, I thought to

myself, why

not.

Instead of being guilty about disturbing the woodpeckers and entering into
nature underneath some soft grass, he realizes he’s a part of nature and that
his sitting down is just as natural as two woodpeckers. (reads the poem
again)

Later from 1982, these poems were from 1948. Later he has a poem
that I read, I think, earlier on the first lecture, “Memory, 1930” of his father
dying when he was three or four years old and the little flash of detail, of the
memory of the incident, that moment. His father was a doctor. “Memory,

1930”, so he would have been four years old.

There are continuities in memory, but
useless, dissimilar. My sister's

recollection of what happened won't
serve me. I sit, intent, fat,

the youngest of the suddenly
disjunct family, whose father is

being driven in an ambulance
across the lawn, in the snow, to die.
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It's a very odd moment, very odd recollection. At four years old to remember
your father having a sudden heart attack, being taken out of the house in the
snow. The ambulance came up to the house in the snow. And that’s what he
remembered from the age of four. This is called “Fort Collins Remembered”.
Apparently, in Colorado he was driving his car and it broke down and he had
to pay for it. This is how he notated the whole incident: “To be backed /
down the road / by long view ...” Longview is a town there. It’s also a very
flat plain with the mountains in the background so there is a long view, as

well as the town called Longview.

To be backed
down the road
by long view

of life’s imponderable
echo of time spent
car’s blown motor

town on edge of

wherever fifty

bucks you're lucky.
If it only cost you fifty bucks... And you’d have to fill this out
grammatically... I remember being backed down, being towed backward
down the road by a town called Longview and the planes where you can see
very far, thinking of the accidents of life, the imponderability, remembering
the time spent there, hours lost with the motor of the car blown out at the
edge of town and having to call and get a mechanic to come. And it cost me
fifty bucks. If that’s all that costs, you're lucky. But it’s done in shorthand,
almost like the flashes, fragmentary flashes, as if almost thinking: to be
backed down the road by Longview, of life’s imponderable, echo of time
spend, car’s blown motor, town on edge of wherever, fifty bucks you're lucky.
[t's almost like the shorthand of his mind recollection.

One of the things that Creeley does, he writes in very short lines so that
each verse as it appears alters the meaning of the verses that went before by
adding on a new meaning because he doesn’t revise at all, he writes in short

lines on a typewriter, like William Carlos Williams, and as a new thought
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arises, he fills in and rearranges the thoughts that he’s already set down. And
example of that is a poem called “Still Too Young”. To me it’s a really
interesting example of spontaneous thinking inch by inch, incrementaly or
putting down as thoughts rise in the mind. You can see the mind operating,
like in the W. C. William’s poem “Good Night”, when he comes downstairs.
Slightly subtler, different version of the same—watching the mind’s
operation. It’s done in short verses, couplets, two lines at the time. And I'll
sort of pause at the end of each line and then stop at the end of each couplet

before going on.

I was talking to older
man on the phone

Who's saying something
and something are five

when I think it’s four,
and all I'd hoped for

is going up in abstract smoke,
and this call is from California

and selling a house,
in fact, two houses,

is losing me money more
than I can afford to,

and I thought I was winnig
but I'm losing again

but I'm too old to do it again

and still to young to die.
I'll read that again so you get all the permutations of the thought. Am I
making sense when I say that each line seems to modify and add on and
retroactively reflect on the phrases before, till it completes the whole
thought, so you see his mind moving? (reads the poem again) 1 guess the
trick ... What I like is, “I was talking to older / man on the phone / who’s
saying something”. So it sounds like Creeley is just saying, “this guy is just

saying something”, but then he continues saying “something and something
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are five.” So the grammatical trick is funny, he makes a little grammatical
trick. I don’t know if it's possible to... if it’'s too delicate, subtle,
Americanese way of talking for the curiosity of the phrasing to be charming
to your ears used to Czech. Is this making any sense? Do you see how quirky

or goofy this is as a thinking process? I don’t know. “Memories”

Hello, duck,
in yellow

cloth stuffed from
inside out,

little

pillow.
It’s on page 71. That’s all there is. It’s a little fragment from childhood. (reads
the poem again) He, like Skvorecky and others, he’s always going around the

world to poetry conferences. And so this is called “Hotel”.

It isn’t in the world of
fragile relationships

or memories, nothing
you could have brought with you.

It's snowing in Toronto.
It’s four-thirty, a winter evening,

and the tv looks like a faded
hailstorm. The people

you know are down the hall,
maybe, but you're tired,

you're alone, and that’s happy.
Give up and lie down.

He’s sang go out and get drunk with everybody like he used to do when he
was a younger kid. (reads the poem again) So this one last, very very little

poem, “Echo”.

Back in time
for supper
when the lights
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Back in time when he was a child, coming home for supper with the family.
He got back in time to eat supper but also way back in time. “Back in time /
for supper / when the lights.” The lights were at the kitchen window and
supper was ready when he got home from playing. But this little fragment of
his mind “Back in time / for supper / when the lights,” was the notation here.

Gregory Corso I'd like to bring up now. Born in 1930 was one of the
basic poets of what was called the Beat Generation. He spent many years as a
child in jail, I think between the age of fourteen and fifteen and nineteen, was
an orphan more or less. Came from a family that neglected him a sent him off
to live with other families in the East Coast of America, ran away, got taken
back, ran away again when he was fifteen, was in a little gang of juvenile
delinquent criminals, was arrested and sent to jail. “Italian Extravaganza”. I
think some of these may be translated by Jan Zabrana in his anthology of

American poetry. “Italian Extravaganza”.

Mrs. Lombardi’s month-old son is dead.
I saw it in Rizzo’s funeral parlor,
A small purplish wrinkled head.

They’ve just finished having high mass for it;

They’re coming out now

... wow, such a small coffin!

And ten black cadillacs to haul it in.
It's a very brief picture. Gregory is Italian and this is a description of an
[talian funeral which he calls “extravaganza,” because there’s only one little
tiny “small purplish wrinkled head.” It’s a very interesting description of a
baby corpse.

“The Last Gangster”. It’s a sort of parody or takeoff, a surrealist takeoff

on the movie themes on the gangsters and the mafia. “The Last Gangster”.

Waiting by the window

my feet enwrapped with the dead bootleggers of Chicago
I am the last gangster, safe, at last

waiting by a bullet-proof window.

I'look down the street and know

The two torpedoes from St. Louis.

I've watched them grow old

... guns rustling in their arthritic hands.
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“Torpedoes” means assassins. People hired torpedoes, lesser gangster was
hired to do assassination. Hired to kill people. So it’s a little imagination of
an Italian mafia gangster safe at last, really safe. The “godfather” who’s
grown so old he’s watched the killers come to get him, he’s “watched them
grow old” with “guns rustling in their arthritic hands.” It’s like a speed up
movie so to speak.

And there’s a very similar poem like that, “Birthplace Revisited”, which
is a very accurate description of a Greenwich Village tenement, an apartment
house in Greenwich Village, using again some of the language of gangsters.
The word “gat” is a gun, “Dirty Ears” is... Maybe you might call a gangster
Dirty Ears, or maybe a childhood friend, “Dirty Ears”, like “Big Nose” or...
“Birthplace Revisited”—so he’s going back to visit where he was born in

Greenwich Village.

I stand in the dark light in the dark street

and look up at my window, I was born there.
The lights are on; other people are moving about.
I am with raincoat; cigarette in mouth,

hat over eye, hand on gat.

Like the old movie star Humphrey Bogart or Frank Sinatra in a gangster

movie.

I cross the street and enter the building.

The garbage cans haven't stopped smelling.

I walk up the first flight; Dirty Ears

aims a knife at me.. . .

I pump him full of lost watches.
Pump him full of bullets, I shoot him full of bullets, but instead of bullets he
says “lost watches”, which is a surrealist phrase in a way. It’s like as he was a
kid he probably had watches which he lost, because he was stealing watches
and losing them, but also [ pump him full of time, time that is past. Dirty Ears
being some childhood rival who bothered him or beat him up or annoyed
him or was a friend that fought with him. So he pumps him not with bullets

but with lost watches. In a way the poet is the gangster of time that kills
people with his insight. (chuckle) When [ was young [ always thought that
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line—“I pump him full of lost watches”—was really a moment of genius, to

get that.

Last night I drove a car
not knowing how to drive
not owning a car
I drove and knocked down
people I loved
... went 120 through one town.

I stopped at Hedgeville
and slept in the back seat
... excited about my new life.
This is a dream obviously, not knowing how to drive, not owning a car, he
had this fantasy of driving a car, killing people, but really empowered having
this vehicle, and stopped at Hedgeville, a little town, stopped at Olomouc and
slept in the back seat, “excited about my new life.”

There are longer poems. The “BOMB” is a very interesting poem written
in a shape of a bomb. There is a late poem I'd like to read by Corso, from
1980. Those were early poems from 1950. [ was talking about “no ideas but
in things” and avoidance of abstraction, but here is a poem that is all
abstraction, in which he’s handling generalized ideas. But he handles it in a
way that’s really interesting because he does it in vernacular, idiomatic,
down-to-the-ground, street language. Little bit mixture of hip language, little
bit mixture of gangster language, little bit mixture of bohemian language. So
the way it’s handled is a kind of concreteness in the language rather than in
the idea, though there’s a certain experience in the ideas that shows through.
It's called “The Whole Mess... Almost”. Meaning the whole mess of life,

what’s the answer to it all.

I ran up six flights of stairs

to my small furnished room

opened the window

and began throwing out

those things most important in life
That’s a great opening for a poem, (chuckle) ‘cause that means why would he
wanna throw out everything important and also what does he thinks that’s

important that he’s gonna throw out. So now you have a catalogue of
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everything he thinks is important, all the major topics. Actually the major
topics of all poetry—Truth, God, Love, Faith, Hope, Charity, Beauty, Money,

Death, Humor. These are the topics he’s going to deal with now.

I ran up six flights of stairs

to my small furnished room
opened the window

and began throwing out

those things most important in life

First to go, Truth, squealing like a fink:

Fink in English is like an informer. What’s the Czech word for an informer?

(End of tape.)

AG: You're not speaking loud enough!

S: Praskac.

AG: That’'s someone who betrays you to the police, right? When you're
betrayed it’s called “squealing” in English. You know you tell the police,
you're squealing to the police, squealing like a fink. So already he’s using
idiomatic street language—"“squealing like a fink”—about the high, elegant

subject of truth.

First to go, Truth, squealing like a fink:

“Don’t! I'll tell awful things about you!”

“Oh yeah? Well, I've nothing to hide ... OUT!”

Then went God, glowering & whimpering in amazement:
“It's not my fault! I'm not the cause of it all!” “OUT!”
Then Love, cooing bribes: “You'll never know impotency!
All the girls on Vogue covers, all yours!”

I pushed her fat ass out and screamed:

“You always end up a bummer!”

“Bummer” means a depressing incident, trouble. So what he’s doing is he’s
taking these abstractions, but handling them with vernacular idiomatic
language, also with a certain amount of concreteness like a fat ass, (laughter)

impotency, the girls on Vogue covers, a fink, squealing. He’s using a concrete
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language and situations to deal with very high, generalized abstractions. And

that’s one of his great powers as a poet.

I picked up Faith Hope Charity

all three clinging together:

“Without us you'll surely die!”

“With you I'm going nuts! Goodbye!”

Then Beauty . . . ah, Beauty —
AsIled her to the window

I told her: “You I loved best in life
... but you're a killer; Beauty kills!”
Not really meaning to drop her

I immediately ran downstairs
getting there just in time to catch her

It's almost like a Buster Keaton or Charlie Chaplin or Woody Woodpecker or

Mickey Mouse trick. He throws her out of the window, then runs all the way

downstairs and catches her.

“You saved me!” she cried
I put her down and told her: “Move on.”

Went back up those six flights
went to the money
there was no money to throw out.

Typical for a poet. (audience laughter)

The only thing left in the room was Death
hiding beneath the kitchen sink:

“I'm not real!” It cried

“I'm just a rumor spread by life . . .”
Laughing I threw it out, kitchen sink and all
and suddenly realized Humor

was all that was left—

AllT could do with Humor was to say:
“Out the window with the window!”

That’s a pretty interesting trick, series of mental tricks. Very good. He’s the
best poet, I think. In America he’s the supreme poet and he’s the one poet |
learnt from, partly because of his condensation, his agility with thoughts and
abstract lines, his great learning in classical Greek and Latin imagery and
mythology and names. He lived in Europe many years so he has a good

continental education. And he had a bit part in Godfather IlI. Did that ever
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play here, Godfather? Well, whenever it comes out, you’ll see him. He plays
for one minute in that picture. His role is that of the “Unruly Stockholder”.
His hair is not combed, he has a little white beard, he drinks too much. And
there’s a stockholders meeting in the movie, the mafia, organized crime, is
taking over the Vatican Bank. And everybody is going along with it. The
Catholic Church bank is being bought by the organized crime from Sicily. So
he gets up and breaks the silence in the meeting and says: “How can we sit
here and let that guy to take over the Vatican Bank. Look at him, he’s got the
map of Sicily on his face. He looks like mafia or catholic or both.” And he
made that up himself. It’s like a little poem. Would you like to get one little

more poem in the same vein? It’s called “I Gave Away”.

I gave away the sky.
along with all the stars planets moons
and as well the clouds and winds of weather
the formations of planes, the migration of birds . . .
“No way!” screamed the trees,
“Birds are ours when not in transit; you can’t give it!”
So I gave away the trees
and the ground they inhabit
and all such things as grow & crawl upon it
“Hold on there!” tidaled the seas,
“Shores are ours, trees for ships for ship yards,
ours! you can’t give it!”
So I gave away the seas
and all things that swim them sail them . . .
“No way!” thundered the gods,
“All you gave is ours! We made it all, even the likes of you!”
And so I gave the gods away.

He’s pretty sharp, pretty smart.

Well, I'll move on to Gary Snyder, born in 1930, also. Gary Snyder is
very much involved with ecological understanding and he lives in the woods
in a house he built himself that has no electric wires from the outside. He
gets some electricity from sunlight chargers and he pumps the water from a
well by hand. So there’s a certain kind of practical matter there. He studied
Zen Buddhism and lived in Japan for ten years and became quite adept at
meditation. Probably if he wished, he too could have been a Zen master, but

he wanted to be poet, be free to be poet, rather than tied down to teaching
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students. So this is a poem called “Soy Sauce”. Does everybody know what
soy sauce is? I don’t know, in America it’'s much more common in Japanese

and Chinese restaurants. Soya sauce. It’s a salty sauce you put on.

Standing on a stepladder
up under hot ceiling
tacking on wire net for plaster,
a day's work helping Bruce and Holly on their house,
I catch a sour salt smell and come back
down the ladder.

"Deer lick it nights" she says,
and shows me the frame of the window she's planing,
clear redwood, but dark, with a smell.

"Scored a broken-up, two-thousand-gallon redwood
soy sauce tank from a company went out of business
down near San Jose."

. .. she explains. You follow that? She got second hand lumber yard and she
found this big, two thousand gallon redwood tank. She was using that as

lumber. A redwood soy sauce tank.

Out in the yard the staves are stacked:

I lean over, sniff them, ah! it's like Shinshu miso,
the darker saltier miso paste of the Nagano
uplands, central main island, Japan—

it's like Shinshu pickles!

He’s been there and he’s able to locate what that smell is like.

I see in mind my friend Shimizu Yasushi and me,
one October years ago, trudging through days of snow
crossing the Japan Alps and descending
the last night, to a farmhouse,
taking a late hot bath in the dark--and eating
a bowl of chill miso radish pickles,
nothing ever so good!

Back here, hot summer sunshine dusty yard,
hammer in hand.

But I know how it tastes
to lick those window frames
in the dark,
the deer.
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So it’s a little bit like W. C. William’s poem “Good Night”, coming down and
seeing the crisped green parsley. Here he’s up on the stepladder, fixing his
ceiling, taking out wire net from plaster, smells something, has a
conversation, his mind wanders back to Japan, familiar with that soy sauce
smell and soy miso smell, fermented soy paste, than comes back here, hot
summer sunshine, dusty yard, hammer in hand. And here’s something called
“Fishing Catching Nothing off the Breakwater near the Airport, Naha Harbor,

Okinawa”.

Self-defense-force jets in pairs
scream out over the bay

lay a track of smoke and whine
on the Kumé islands

Clouds sailing right on the sea
clouds and waters
prairie of wavelets

Jet plane outriders —scouts —
Displaying with Soviet pilots
who’s weak? who's strong?

Burning millions of gallons of kerosene
Screaming along.

There’s a little photographic picture of himself at ease and than the waste of
all the kerosene and the macho display of might, as to who is weaker and
who is stronger.

At one point he served as chair of the California Arts Council. He had no
phone in his house and it was twelve miles from the payphone next to a
noodle and bait shop next to his house called Toki’s Snackbar. So this is

“Under the Sign of Toki's”.

Is this Palo Alto?
“No, Wisconsin.”
so gentle —distant older woman'’s voice —
faint accent—Swede?
“Where are you?” “This is Wisconsin.”
Area code was wrong.
what stream sipped from
together in another life, to touch base
ten seconds here in this?
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Toki’s
snack bar
juice bar
ice
WOorms

And the operators
Keep asking me what do I want?
Sacramento, San Diego, Indiana, Ohio
as I stand here with lists and letters,
outside, cold feet in the slush,
at the pay phone
(this is my office)

phone truck comes and takes coins while we talk
about art in LA

under the ice sign

next to the high way
talking, ice worms

And snow
falls of the limbs
down my notebook
down into my neck

drip drip

red brick  iron doors  stone walls

old town run down
at Toki’s
ice
WOorms

So it’s the contrast between himself as a sort of government bureaucrat
trying to live in the countryside without electricity and also trying to do
business in a little country store in the snow and slush. Just a little notation

of an actual situation. “Dillingham, Alaska, The Willow Tree Bar.” I think they

were building the Alaska pipeline that he was noting.

Drills chatter full of mud and compressed air
all across the globe,
low-ceilinged bars, we hear the same new songs

All the new songs.

In the working bars of the world.

After you done drive Cat. After the truck
went home.
Caribou slip,
front legs folded first
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under the warm oil pipeline
set four feet off the ground —
The pipeline is hot and melts the snow and ice and caribou, the natural

animals, slip on it when they’re walking under their line.

On the wood floor, glass in hand,
laugh and cuss with
somebody else’s wife
Texans, Hawaiians, Eskimos,
Filipinos, Workers, always
on the edge of a brawl —
In the bars of the world.
Hearing those same new songs

in Abadan,

Naples, Galveston, Darwin, Fairbanks,
White or brown,

Drinking it down,

the pain

of the work

of wrecking the world.

[t's an interesting vision there, “the pain / of the work / of wrecking the
world” with hi-tech.

So next is Michael McClure, 1932. Right now he has been touring with a
musician Ray Manzarek, who was the pianist for The Doors. What’s the name
of the singer for The Doors? Jim Morrison. So he was a friend of Jim Morrison
and McClure was Jim Morrison’s poetry guru. I remember going to Los
Angeles back in the late sixties and McClure brought me over to hear
Morrison rehearsing with his band. By then Jim Morrison had changed. He
was a beautiful young guy with an androgynous face in his early
photographs, but by then he looked middle aged, he’d been drinking a lot, his
body was very heavy, he needed a shave and his face was sort of jowly and
grey. 1 was really shocked. So anyway, McClure is an interesting poet
interested in biology and ecology. He’s now talking here . .. called “American
Air”. So it’s a description of a meal he had on an airplane crossing a country.

“American Air”.

WHY NOT
study the food
as we eat it?
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AN INTELLECTIVE
EXPERIENCE.
Scrimshaw of cow
tastes
etched on block of filet.
Black pop-eyes
of shrimp
gone away.

Only the pink body
remains,
made of sunlight
and plankton.
Served with scent of ozone

at 30,000 feet

Loony tunes dancing overhead.
So it’s a description of the experience in the plane cabin when you have the
music coming from the loudspeaker, kind of chilled, plastic food.
“Scrimshaw,” I believe, is when you take a whale or elephant tusk or a walrus
tusk and you make drawings on it, scratch drawings in it. So when you have
certain kinds of meat that are served in airplanes, it's like synthetic meat
that’s been ground and packaged and put together by glue and then fried and

served. So “Scrimshaw of cow / tastes / etched on block of filet.

Thought”

Beyond

THE GOPHER SNAKE IN THE CREVICE
IS A GOD
He raises his head and peers.
He is hungry and mindless.
He is not afraid
only cautious. His muzzle
is smooth and rounded.
The spots and gleams hide him
in darkness where light
breaks against rocks.
There is no reason why a god
must be intelligent.
A god, or a spirit, is free
of proportion —
forgetful and experimental,
does not remember
that I am here,
and slithers to move
into the bright desert sun
by the lakeside, in search of
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the mouse
(spirit-god)
who dreams in a burrow, cuddled.
arms drawn tight to his side,
whiskers sleek against his cheeks
waiting for moonlight,
sleep-listening, occasionally trembling.

It's a really interesting description of a field mouse “who dreams in a
burrow, cuddled./ arms drawn tight to his side,/whiskers sleek against his
cheeks/ waiting for moonlight,/ sleep-listening, occasionally trembling.”
Now he could have said the mouse is an interesting, sentient creature that
has a consciousness, but instead he picked out all these tiny details of what
the mouse looks like and it gives you the impression of the consciousness
and animate being of the mouse.

“Mouthless as a mayfly..."” It’s called “A Thought at Point Reyes”. Point
Reyes is a little promontory in the Pacific Ocean near San Francisco with a

lot of varieties of butterflies, birds and fish.

MOUTHLESS AS A MAYFLY
with moons on my wings
of red, brown, yellow,
gold,

I
play
for a day
and then fly away
like raspberries in December.

The ephemera of a mayfly. He’'s very good at observing little natural
incidents like that. What else ... Well, I guess you got some idea of ... He’s
very much influenced by ... Well, here’s an interesting thing about yuppies.

“Nineteen Seventy-two” this is called.

SO, AT LAST YOUR PERSONALITY
HAS BECOME A COPROLITE!
((Fossilized shit!))

HOW
painful it was
to grow up in the fifties!

WE LEARNED:
materialism,
macho-competition,

greed.
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This is a good poem for Czechoslovakia now.

BUT STILLI CAN HARDLY BELIEVE
that you sit there telling me:
about the girls you fuck,
how much money you make,
and of your fame.

As if
the last twenty years
never happened.

You
seem pathetically
foolish.

But there is viciousness
in
our generation.

YOU
ARE
REALLY
SET
(like a robot)

ON OVERKILL.

And you believe
in social appearances.

You want to be like
The Big Boys.
Whoever they are!

That clear? That need to be done again? There’s a very interesting, last poem.

LET ME BE ELASTIC, OPEN ALWAYS
to new change,
a flange,
that turns either way
upon
a shaft of light
of clearest meat
and purest poetry.
Let me be oxen sleeping in the snow,
or a giraffe held at bay
by wombats
on an ice-cream island,
or a soft gray
pussy willow
scented with the morning
dripping rain,
or a panda
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pondering on the thoughts
of newts adrift
in copulation
floating past rusty cans
in sunny streams.

The visual element, like a little movie. It’s like a little interesting surrealist
movie. So that’s him.

Peter Orlovsky. I'm afraid we’re running out of time and I don’t know
what to say here, but Peter Orlovsky is a really interesting poet. So I'll read
one poem of his, “Snail Poem”. Orlovsky is like Douanier (Henri) Rousseau,
the painter. Like a primitive, doesn’t spell right either, his syntax is funny,
but his pictures are always clear. “A Dream of St Francis”. It’s more like the

painting by Rousseau. You know Rousseau, the painter?

St Francias came to me alive last night & told me

some strange things - he said everybody is green & trees
are blue & hills are wheelbarrows turned inside out - that
a tree is a cane & the eyes grow old because of tears spilt
because of the Tokay Sun - & that life is much more

than a charming bracelet - he said life is more like a
Chinese tea pot - a big one for lots of mouths - then

he came closer to me & almost through his eyes into mine
& he said All the Saints of old were all right but they were
not good enough because they dident feel enough faith & love
in man to carry out his own individual life -

St. Francias is at different times all over my body -
some times - like above me he is in my mind & heart -
other times he is in my stocking & I walk on him &

how it hurts us both - other times he is in my left pocket
& I take him out to show to little children

who laugh when I talk or look or make faces - one time
he was under my arm, & I scratched him away - he

got in my hair too & my finger nails are all broken
because he cralled in there - & when I was sleeping last night
he ran all over my hand with his chizel & hammer,
carving lines -

That’s almost like a child-like poem about a dream of St Francis. This is a

little poem, “Snail Poem”.

Make my grave shape of heart so like a flower be free aired
& handsome felt.

Grave root pillow, tung up from grave & wigle at
blown up clowd.
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Ear turnes close to underlayer of green felt moss & sound
of rain dribble thru this layer
down to the roots that will tickle my ear.

Hay grave, my toes need cutting so file away
in sound curve or

Garbage grave, way above my head, blood will soon
trickle in my ear -
no choise but the grave, so cat & sheep are daisey
turned.

Train will tug my grave, my breath hueing gentil vapor
between weel & track.

So kitten string & ball, jumpe over this mound so
gently & cutely

So my toe can curl & become a snail & go curiousely
on its way.

I'm reading these fast. I don’t have really time to explain, but it’s obviously
the end. “So my toe can curl & become a snail & go curiously / on its way.”
That is clear, isn’t it? Well I'm afraid we’re out of time. To continue...
Should we quit now or do you wanna continue a little bit? Does anybody got
time or do you have things you gotta do? Do people have to go? Anybody got
any dates? I have just a few more poems I'd like to read. Yeah, so I'll
continue. There’s a poem by Orlovsky called “Someone Liked Me When [ Was
Twelve”. If you have to go, just get up, it’s alright, and I'll continue with a few
more poems and quit very soon. This is called “Someone Liked Me When I

Was Twelve”.

When I was a kid in summer camp,

around 13teen & one night I lay asleep

in bungalow bed with 13teen other boys,

when in comes one of the camp councilors

who is nice fellow that likes ya, comeing to

my bed, sits down & and starts to say: now you

will be leaving soon back to Flushing & I may never see you
again — but if theres ever aneything I

can do to help ya let me know, my father is

a lawyer & I live at such & such a place

& this is my adress — I like you very much—

& if yr ever alone in the world come to me.

So I'looked at him getting sad & touched &

then years latter like now, 28, laying on

bed, my hunney-due mellon Allen sleeping next to me
— I realize he was quear & wanted my

flesh meat & my sweetness of that age —
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that we just might of given each other.

Very sweet little poem. Next ... Diane di Prima is interesting. I'll read a poem
about her grandfather, who was an anarchist, an Italian immigrant to
America. So this is “April Fool Birthday Poem for Grandpa”. Diane di Prima
was born in 1934 and was like an early hippie beatnik chick. So it’s for her

grandfather from Italy.

Today is your

birthday and I have tried

writing these things before,

but now

in the gathering madness, I want to

thank you

for telling me what to expect

for pulling

no punches, back there in that scrubbed Bronx parlor
thank you

for honestly weeping in time to

innumerable heartbreaking

italian operas for

pulling my hair when I

pulled the leaves off the trees so I'd

know how it feels, we are

involved in it now, revolution, up to our

knees and the tide is rising, I embrace

strangers on the street, filled with their love and
mine, the love you told us had to come or we

die, told them all in that Bronx park, me listening in
spring Bronx dusk, breathing stars, so glorious

to me your white hair, your height your fierce

blue eyes, rare among italians, I stood

a ways off looking up at you, my grandpa

people listened to, I stand

a ways off listening as I pour out soup

young men with light in their faces

at my table, talking love, talking revolution

which is love, spelled backwards, how

you would love us all, would thunder your anarchist wisdom
at us, would thunder Dante and Giordano Bruno, orderly men
bent to your ends, well I want you to know

we do it for you, and your ilk, for Carlo Tresca,

for Sacco and Vanzetti, without knowing

it, or thinking about it, as we do it for Aubrey Beardsley
Oscar Wilde (all street lights

shall be purple), do it

for Trotsky and Shelley and big/dumb
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Kropotkin

Eisenstein’s Strike people, Jean Cocteau’s ennui, we do it for

the stars over the Bronx

that they may look on earth

and not be ashamed.

For those of you who have this little anthology they’re pretty good selection
of her. She’s one of the better, one of the interesting women poets, among the
beat poets.

SoI'll go on to ... Well, John Wieners is a pretty interesting tragic poet,
half mad half the time, in and out of mental hospitals and he was born in
1934. And this is a poem he wrote in a mental hospital called “Children of the
Working Class”. Some problem with this poem is that he was a little crazy;
that is a very great poem coming from a mental hospital, from a crazy house.
On the other hand, some of the syntax is broken. It’s understandable if you
consider it a long time, but I don’t have time to explain it, but I think it’s
strong enough that you get to the main images and the main tragedy of the

poem.

to Somes
from incarceration, Taunton State Hospital, 1972
gaunt, ugly deformed

broken from the womb, and horribly shriven
at the labor of their forefathers, if you check back

scout around grey before actual time

their sordid brains don’t work right,

pinched men emaciated, piling up railroad ties and highway
ditches

blanched women, swollen and crudely numb

ered before the dark of dawn

scuttling by candlelight, one not to touch, that is, a signal panic
thick peasants after the attitude

at that time of their century, bleak and centrifugal
they carry about them, tough disciplines of copper Indianheads.

there are worse, whom you may never see, non-crucial around
the
spoke, these you do, seldom
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locked in Taunton State Hospital and other peon work farms
drudge from morning until night, abandoned within destitute
crevices odd clothes

intent on performing some particular task long has been far
removed

there is no hope, they locked-in key’s; housed of course

and there fed, poorly

off sooted, plastic dishes, soiled grimy silver knives and forks,
stamped Department of Mental Health spoons

but the unshrinkable duties of any society

produces its ill-kempt, ignorant and sore idiosyncrasies.

There has never been a man yet, whom no matter how wise
can explain how a god, so beautiful he can create

the graces of formal gardens, the exquisite twilight sunsets
in splendor of elegant toolsmiths, still can yield the horror of

dwarfs, who cannot stand up straight with crushed skulls,
diseases on their legs and feet unshaven faces of men and women,
worn humped backs, deformed necks, hare lips, obese arms
distended rumps, there is not a flame shoots out could ex-
tinguish the torch of any liberty’s state infection.

1907, My Mother was born, I am witness t-

o the exasperation of gallant human beings at g-

od, priestly fathers and Her Highness, Holy Mother the Church
persons who felt they were never given a chance, had n-

o luck and were flayed at suffering.

They produced children with phobias, manias and depression,
they cared little for their own metier, and kept watch upon
others, some chance to get ahead

Yes life was hard for them, much more hard than for any blo
ated millionaire, who still lives on

their hard-earned monies. I feel I shall

have to be punished for writing this,

that the omniscient god is the rich one,
cared little for looks, less for Art,

still kept weekly films close for the

free dishes and scandal hot. Some how
though got cheated in health and upon
hearth. I am one of them. I am witness

not to Whitman'’s vision, but instead the
poorhouses, the mad city asylums and re-
lief worklines. Yes, I am witness not to
God’s goodness, but his better or less scorn.
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The First of May, The Commonwealth of State of Massachusetts,
1972

So that’s some very interesting poem, it’s like a little howl, like my poem
“Howl”, but twenty years later.

Well I think we’ve gone on and on. | recommend you looking at Anne
Waldman, ‘cause she’s one of the most interesting ... Actually I'd like to read
one poem of hers. It’'s about menstruation. It’s the only great poem about
menstruation that I know of. Most people are afraid of touching the subject
of sexuality directly, much less homosexuality, but this is called “Crack in the
World”. It’'s a poem from Oratory and it's a heroic poem appreciating
menstruation rather than being ashamed of it. So it's like a great feminist

poem, I think.

I see the crack in the world

My body thinks it, sees the gaping crack in the world
My body does it for me to see

Blood flowing through the body crack

Body, send your rivers to the moon

Body twists me to the source of the moon

It turns me under a wave

It sets up the structure to make a baby, then tears
it down again

Architecture of womb-body haunting me
Someone is always watching the ancient flow
It doubles up my mind

Ovum not fertilized

I see the crack in the world

Thoughts intersect in the body

He must not keep me down

Let me go my way alone tonight

No man to touch me

A slash in me, I see the slash in the world tonight
It keeps me whole, but divides me now

Out on land, to bleed

Out on street, to bleed

In the snow, blood

This is a South American song

Scent of oleander

Or this is a cactus song

Sing of a blood flower a rose in the crotch

O collapsible legs!

My body enchanted me to this

My body demented to this

It is endometrium shedding
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I am compressed in the pressure of my heart
It is life pursuing the crack in the world
Between worlds

Between thoughts

A vacant breath

Words won’t do it

Ovum not fertilized

The man hasn’t done it

I cover every contingency

the catty one

or puritan walking in a fecund world
Words sing to me of endometruim collapse
Words go down to my belly

Back swelling, to put my body next to the earth
This is periodic

It comes at the full moon

Let me go howling in the night

No man to touch me

Don’t fathom my heart tonight, man

No one wants to be around this factory,
this beautiful machine

but I shun your company anyway

My flexible body imagines the crack

Body with winds

See the crack in the universe

The curse, glorious curse is upon me

Don’t come to my house

Don’t expect me at your door

I'm in my celibacy rags

My anthropocentric heart says there’s

a crack in the world tonight

It's a long woman'’s body

It’s a break in the cycle of birth & death
It’s the rapid proliferation of cells

building up to die

I make up the world & kill it again & again
I offer my entrails to the moon

Ovum not fertilized

Architecture haunting me

Collapsing legs you must carry the world
You get away from me

You keep your distance

I will overpower you with my scent

of life & death

You who came through the crack in my world
You men who came out of me, back off
Words come out of the belly

Groaning as the world is pulled apart
Body enchanted to this

Body elaborated on this
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Body took the measure of the woman

to explain the fierceness of this time

walking on the periphery of the world.

Pretty interesting poem. Good spirit. Really good spirit, not ashamed at all!
Power! Women power. So ok. I think that finishes it.

[ didn’t get to conclude the third part but to bring it to a conclusion in
one or two sentences: The purpose of poetry and of any human action might
be seen to be to relieve the mass of suffering of existence on Earth. Anything
you can do to diminish the weight of sufferings that we experience living in
bodies which die, which are caught in the crack of the world. Anything we
can do to diminish the mass of sufferings is obviously a good thing to do.
Poetry can do that by making people more aware of themselves and of their
condition. Medicine can do that, sociology can do that, biology can do it,
technology can do it if you got that compass point. So what I said in my elegy

on Kerouac is:

Well, while I'm here I'll
do the work —
and what’s the Work?

To ease the pain of living.
Everything else, drunken
dumbshow.

Thank you. (applause) I'll be hanging around my office for the next hour or

hour and a half if anybody wants to talk about anything.
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