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Joe Blades

| EFOAWEDBIOEAAAAG 4xAT OEAOE 11 EOAC
Dedicated in memorium to Maggie Estep, John S. Hall, and Matthew Courtney.
| feel honoured and gratefullawenperformed wigtou in NYC in 1987.
| was surprised earlier this month, when rob mclennan proposed publishin§ a 20
anniversary edition of my illustrated poetry chapbobkbecaHe requested that | write
this Afterword.
Most of myTribecgpoems were written in New York City in Fall 19830 years ago,
while | was a curatorial intern at the New Museum of Contemporary Art as a chosen
part of my Nova Scotia College of Art and De
in tribecdi the triangle below
canal street between broadway and
avenue ofthe america8i n nscados
walker street loft exterminator
chili on the corner storefront
production ofthexlmetryon checkovds
orcharda f ew doors down twila tharpos
current or former dance studio upstairs
(Casemate Poems (Colleqed)
| worked several undethe-table parttime jobs, including in PS 122 Gallery, and as an
assistant to a sculptor in that former school, because my awardechafipus
scholarship had not arrived. | also became a petition target for local social activists
wheneve | wor e an 01l | iskrgbaught &t & maeket bdeth is SotHe nt 6 T

My poems written in situ, along with art | made, and all that | photographed there, were
the base for my required monthly reports on my art + activities to my academic
supervsor, and they also contributed to the initial three issuesNeiw Muse of
Contemptmy instant poetry and art zine, and to other publications. InRloetry Halifax
Dartmouthssue of April 1988 | wrote:



oé i f Tuesday aft er noldonse GemiarsGermtart t he Gr ee
Writing Group, you would then have to decide whether to go to The
New Press Open at 116 & Broadway, or go o
Hoboken, that evening. And at either one,
also be at Centerfold Friday night,the Back Fence Sunday afternoon,
or at ABC no rio Open Mic/ Cabaret marat ho
dondt forget about Caf® Bustelo, Circle A
El ysian, Saint Markds Poetry Project, PS
EarInn,Knittig Factory, etc €0 (p 2).

Looking at these poems now, as well as related ones, | keep returning to the Delany
guote at the front of this chapbook. | believe these poems contribute to a portrait of
New York in 1987, and that they still share a story of tipddice and time. More people
dream of going to New York than actually do. | have done some edits to some of the
poems herein but essentially they remain the same. What has changed is not even
mentioned herein: fall of the towers, waterfront condo(m) devaiwents in Halifax, etc.
Twenty years is considered a generation. Wow! Time enough for so much to change.
What will anyone think or feel about these poems today? Except for my ongoing use of
manual typewriters, this piece excepted, what do | do now?

Joe Bades
Fredericton, NB
August 2017

THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 2, 2017
new from above/ground press: Tribeca: Twentieth Anniversary Edition, by Joe Blades
http://abovegroundpress.blogspot.ca/2017/11Afmn-abovegrounepresstribeca.html



http://abovegroundpress.blogspot.ca/2017/11/new-from-aboveground-press-tribeca.html

Joe Blades is currently is a PhD Interdisciplinary Studies student at the University of New
Brunswick Fredericton where he also earned a MEd in 2012. A participant- researcher in Canadian
Studies in the Balkans since 2004, Blades has authored seven poetry books, with three of them also
published in Serbian translation. His writings are in over 50 anthologies as well as more than 30
chapbooks the most recent of which is november poems (dusie kollektiv 8 &S Poetry Society).
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Natalee Caple

| FOAMEDT4IEA | PPAOEOAO 1T & 4ET U ( AT £
1 TT EOAOOAOU %AEOET I

For reasons unfathomable to megly mclennan has been holding space for my poetry

for over twenty years. He is and has been one of the most dedicated community

members | have ever encountered. above/ground press cherishes the writers published

0 gifts them with affection and bringsthemt t he party. robds indef at
production of writing across numerous genres has earned him awards and attention

over decades, all of which are well deserved. Equally, but for far less gain, rob has

reviewed, anthologized, interviewed and published Ines of his peers. He takes with

him wherever he goes a magnanimous welcome to others.

These decades that we have been friends and colleagues passed like a fireworks show,

bright and loud years, arresting news after arresting news, and then all in thenphe

dark, at such speed. | am very grateful for
does feel like looking through a family photo album. | feel nostalgic about the Natalee in

these poems, her sadness at the end of a marriage, her feadeladtely across lines

that remain devoted to evading confession. Her adoring of people who hurt her, her
unambiguous love of Surrealism, her oeferences to birds, horses, hope. Was |

really that gentle once? Was | really so sure | could keep flmra disappearing even if |

could not stay ilove? What a dope.

Still, there is something unfettered in our earliest works, something in the boldness of

just trying to do something to see if you cércan | write a poen® a short storyd a

novel? Theres something wonderful in the lack of skilh kind of openness and

enthusiasm and something else . . . what is it? | can see here some of the traits that

would become characteristic of my wo&kmovi ng from the macro (1 d
soul) to the mico (I believe in coat buttons / the pushing them through buttonholes).

My faith in the camaraderie of animals be they black cats or red spattietd remains

unchanged. | see the superstitiousness | long denied inmysedfw | | ook f or oObu
goodlc k signs, 6 and traces of who was here bef
tremendously sweet to me, though | remember that she was not always sweet, she was

also depressed and hurt and angry and there were deep fissures in her confidence that

still ache from tine to time.



What more is there to say when you put down a memory? That was a long time ago

and now | live in a house with my books, children, my husband, two dogs (the old dog is
dying). | remember the earliest days of my career through these poems Signts

when | was up late drinking on a rooftop with new friends | felt like | was at the

beginning of really becoming someone | wanted to meet. Other nights I lived with a

mean stranger. Maybe | still havenesshe best
somewhere in my work. | sort of hope never to see her again. But then, dope that she

was, she gave me everything.

Natalee Caple
November 2017

From the chapbook The Appetites of Tiny Hands: Twentieth Anniversary Edition
(above/ground press, Noverab2017).

https://abovegroundpress.blogspot.ca/2017/11Hvem-abovegrounebressappetites
of.html



https://abovegroundpress.blogspot.ca/2017/11/new-from-aboveground-press-appetites-of.html
https://abovegroundpress.blogspot.ca/2017/11/new-from-aboveground-press-appetites-of.html

Natalee Caple is the author of seven books of poetry and fiction and the co-editor of an anthology
of contemporary Canadian writers. The New York Times called her fiction “moving ... unsettling.”
The Washington Post described her writing as “breathlessly good.” Caple’s latest novel, In
Calamity’s Wake, was published by HarperCollins in Canada and by Bloomsbury in the US. She
is a professor of English, teaching Canadian literature and Creative Writing at Brock

University.
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http://therumpus.net/2014/02/in-calamitys-wake-by-natalee-caple/
http://therumpus.net/2014/02/in-calamitys-wake-by-natalee-caple/
https://brocku.ca/humanities/english-language-and-literature/faculty/natalee-caple/
https://brocku.ca/humanities/english-language-and-literature/faculty/natalee-caple/
https://brocku.ca/humanities/english-language-and-literature/faculty/natalee-caple/

Daoyali Islam

|l nterview witRlRoGsebi MaEr &y Communi

April 15, 2015 | White Water Gallery

Doyal. Il sl am c ur a Censbiragayrnd3 Liteary Reading 8eoest h Bay 0 s
March 2013 to April 2015. A live conversation, which tookteteszriakounder Gil

McEl royds featured reading, was recorded and
acknowledges t@nada Council for the Auteding that it received for 2014 and 2015.

Conspiracy 8f6s current Lauieksuikor and host is

Doyali Islam: Gil, can you tell me how and why Conspiracy of 3 was founded?

GilMcElroy: | t 6s actual |y abooddyemhbght seppdSaNagr Gal | er
oddly enough, but, my involvement with White Water Gallery goes back to 1979 when

| € Ken Stange and | were approached byé Ken
then; | was involved witNebula Magazinéelping Ken with ta magazine. He was

approached by White Water Gallery to do literary things at the gallery and developed a

reading series there. | was eventually hired on by White Water to do public relations

and nonvisualarts events like the literary reading series.tBat was my first occasion

for that, in becoming involved in organizing literary readings. And | wrote foNibrth

Bay Nuggetoing reviews of thingd of shows at the gallery and the literary readings we

had there.

The seriesd after | got turfed fromthe Galleryd a series was developed at a place

called, upstairs at, Rosenbergds, if anyone
Second floor, large space, was given over to doing activities, and | developed a reading

series there. b@ | broughtbpNicholup for a reading, which was absolutely amazing and

which was lifechanging for me, because he became a presence in my life after that.
Eventual |l y Rlpanaimhe kate I0@B]O0 drobdblg 9881 think & at the

Liondéds Heart Pub over on Worthington Street,
something going on in the pub upstairs, on the second floor, so | took it upon [myself]

to organize literary reahgs. And they were interested enough in this to actually

contribute money to it, so they gave me money which | was able to give to the readers

and used to do things like posters, but most of it went to the readers.


https://www.facebook.com/the.conspiracy.of.three/
http://canadacouncil.ca/
http://www.nipissingu.ca/about-us/people/Pages/Laurie-Kruk.aspx
http://www.bpnichol.ca/

|l originally cabladdithéGaergyofi Fetu reading
as soon as it happened, | knew right away that four was too many people, one right after
another. But four was too many. And | thought, three would work. And as | was

standing there, we were listémg to the last writer finish. Sharon Wright was then the

director of White Water Gallery, was sitting
6threed? I tds a 6gangd of four. Whatds a 6t h
said, oltdododaSobcwmspmiavacyharon Wright to cr e
series.

We got Canada Council funding, and we brought in outside readers, as well, but it was
always about the writers in the community. And it was always about the fact that you

shouldgetpaid or your wor k. I't wasndt very damn mu
not a couple. But it was something. And like | said, the owners of the pub believed
enough in the seriesé Well, they made money

some of it back. ey were very gracious that way. And in September of 1990, | left
North Bay to move to Halifax where my thewife was going to school at Nova Scotia
College of Art ad Design, and | passed along the reins to lan McCulloch, and that was
where | ended my inMgement.

D:So thatoés interesting that now, in 2015, w
back at the White Water Gallery albeit, in a different location, bt

GM: Absolutely. Absolutelyhite Water Galle¢ | dondt know how many
incarnations wedve seen it through. Good | or
here. Thatds a great thing.

DI: Very Interesting.

GM:Actwually, it was in what had beafter t he Li ol
the pub had closed.

DI: So could you tell me about the early days of Conspiracy of 3. What was the
atmosphere, the mood, the energy?

GM: It was great. It was very casual. | would do up a really simple collage poster which

looked like one of theste e ot y pi c al ransom notes, you know
liked that. | did a number of artworks based on that. | had a standard template, and |

would just throw the letters in and run it off on a photocopier and throw them around

town as best we could.


http://whitewatergallery.com/

All the readings were taped, with the consent of the readers, and some were at the

North Bay Public Library. There was an archive of the tapes and sonteof t

correspondence, includintgpNicholdowhi ch I 6 m really sorry | gav
I still had it. Thereds an archive- of paper
invited readers and local readers. | still have some tapes of my own at home that | kept

but most of them are at the library somewhere. God, | hope so.

D That 6s amazing. Wedll have to track them d

GM:Yeah, that would be great. |l 6d |l ove to kne
anything to play them on! [audience laughter]

DI: So speaking about early readers, who did the series feature? | think, | think you
recall telling melim Lilburnwas one of the readers?

GM: Tim Lilburnd that was my favourite. It wasgreat reading. There was a magazine
which | subscribed to called/riting and | just adored. It was a great, great, great
magazine. And one day there was this poem by
and it just blew me out of the water, and | stad calling the operator trying to find
someone named O0Tim Lilburnd and eventu
he came up to do a Canadzouncits ponsored reading. I f

a y

e
very embarrassed. | dasCaundil? Aredydura €Eangdmunciti n t

I

t

S

%
C
sponsored reader?6 é [He said,] oO0Yes,
know at the timeé There was no Googl e
But oh, that poem was aimheanand iwouwddovelto j u
hear the audio tape again, because | asked him to read the poem that Wagingthat

I had fallen in | ove with. And | saw him yea

| was thrilled that he remembered me. He @gnized me in the audience. He
remembered the reading. That, that was my favourite.

ol o 9 (D —+

1
|t
he
ov
h e
t

> S5 O

a

Ageé |1 6m forgetting names of writersé Ottawa
named oh, Mark Frutkind Ottawa-based writer ofliterary nonfiction and poetryd was

another one of the writers we had [that] Canada Council brought in. But mostly the

focus was oné |t was always nice to have the
really i mportant commgnhbw, Thkeepoudar eiserhk
here. So, it was important to reflect that and have people from the community
participating. Couldndt pay them Canada Coun
for doing that.

DI: Do you have any other anecdotestha y o u 6 d |direleeantbnes?'s har e


http://www.bpnichol.ca/
https://finearts.uvic.ca/writing/faculty/lilburn/
http://www.markfrutkin.com/

GM: | went for a walk with Dermot before the reading and somebody mentioned
something that had happened. | think it was the second literary series | ran. | invited a
writer up from southwestern Ontario, | believe think it was southwestern Ontario.

He was gonna fly in, and Ken Stange and | we
on it. So there was another flight a |ittle
drove back up to pick himupagammnd he wasndét on that flight
could actually ask Air Canada to give you some information about people, and we did.

We found out that he wasndt on the flight, a
We ended up eventweald $iyén Twas sthedd fl own to T

huge stink. We called his wife. We did find out that somebody by that name had flown

to Thunder Bay. We called his wife and said,
knew where he was supposed to end he had received written correspondence
saying where he was supposed to be, and | gu

and hedd flown to Thunder Bay. [€é] That may
remember. We might have gone on after thatitlit certainly put a major nail in the

coffin of the reading series. So that was the one | remember the most. And someone

else remembered that, too, and brought it up while we were walking along the lake.

oUh, | heard this stolrydabbouéed bB¥edidifl pap
That was the most embarrassing.

D: So, Gil, |l ©&m about to hand over my curator
hope for the Conspiracy of 3 looking towards the future into hopefully more decades?
What do youhope?

GM:Look at this Look at what youdve got. L o«
here. John, this would have filled up the ro
of you could have fit i n t haltrarymomuhitg ok at th
in North Bay. [é] This reflects well on the

was once proud very proudd to be a part, and which I miss very much.

D:Wel |l , speaking of great di s tkyoudoe s, I think
coming here tonight, and on behalf of Canada Council, which is funding this reading, and

on behalf of everyone here, just a huge thank you for coming and for sharing part of

your history with us.

In loving memory of Ken Stange (12066)



17 seconds (: a journal of poetry and poetics )



Doyali Islam is an award-winning Canadian poet and the poetry editor for Arc Poetry Magazine.
She lives in Toronto.
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https://doyalifarahislam.com/
http://talonbooks.com/authors/gil-mcelroy

Lee Parpart

Revi &aveh A&alalri,ng a Wol f a Wol f

Alice James Books, 201

Kaveh Akbards first book of poems, Calling a
full of wild delight that aeviewer overwhelmed by its beauty can crack the book open

to any page, jab a finger inside, and be rewarded with a fireworks display of all the

reasons why Akbarédés poetry is counted among

O0Readi ng6 tyisabibl&edighing wheresthevwsalmon spawn, or being a
primate in the Brazilian rainforest when the air suddenly turns into a swarming termite
buffet.

The goods are everywhere.

To test this theory, | close my eyes and end up on p. 35, midway throughh at Se e ms
Like Joyo:

| 6ve been so young for so ma
ités all starting to jumble t
its plink athroat sometimes | feel beautiful and near dying
like a feather on an arrow shot through a neck other times

| feel tasked only with my own soreness  like a scab on the roof
of a mouth

Although not particularly representative of the major themes of the book, almost
everything that seems to make a Kaveh Akbar poem a Kaveh Akbar poem is here: The

brilliantc | ari ty, energy, and playfulness of his
so many years/itds all st ar-mockingallusionsfoumbl e t o
his own physical beauty, often as a prelude to a more sustained interest in tlidmes

grace and humility; and his nimble productio
jewelling copper, 6 o0its plinkdéd), among ot her

poetic invention.



It is humbling and joyful to keep reading and to know thia¢ really can open this book

to any page and find some equally bravura display of formal and rhetorical precision,
spiritualsearching, and nimble beau&l working just as organically as this passage does
in relation to some other set of interests.

Ben Purkart points to Robert Blyods observati
ol eapingé is one who can jump quickly ofrom
to [one] soaked in conscious psychic substan
there a faster mind in American poetry today

pretty clearly no.

Speed, of course, can be intoxicating. And it is easy to get drunk not only the book
itself, but also on the world surrounding Calling a Wolf a Wolf.

AsAkbar 6s foll owers on Poe-texttuplwdrldisoneedr wel | ki
daily displays of warmth and support between Akbar and what often seems like the

entire rest of the contemporary poetry c¢commu
other sites, to his own interviews with other poets on Divedapper.com, and a steady

stream of photographs of Akbar hugging readers in long lineups during-hisyX@ur

for Calling a Wolf a Wolf. For close followers like myself, this surrounding edifice even

indudes fascinating ephemera, such as the wildly affectionate but not even hyperbolic
Tweets of | ett geasolfdr omm eXkeb grods I soive you | | o
whol e wor |l c&anldowestwowesd) of Akbards partner, t
Paige Lewis, of their many poetry friends, of the poetry carnival they host in

Indianapolis, and of their famous poetry cat, Filfy

This book and its surrounding infrastructuddts moatd induce a kind oécstasyin
many a reader and reviewer.

Onereder Tweeted that Akbar is o0an actual ray
Danez Smith has called him oholy. o6

Josh Roark has argued (in Frontier Poetry) t
defining moment for a newargtegueetiemselvges of poet

across the frontier of language by the landmark, tall and bristling with crooked limbs, of
Calling a Wolf a Wolf. 6

That sounds about right.
On its surface, and in its clear depths, this book explores drunkenness. It yatest

what happensvhen a person decides to be drunk or high all the time, and how, at some
point, that decision ceases to be a decision at all, and becomes an ugly obligation.



Kaveh Akbar learned about these things the hard way, and Calling a Wolf as/Voif i
one level, his brilliant and heroically honest attempt to chronicle his own odyssey from
addiction to sobriety.

Like his debut chapbook, Portrait of the Alcoholic (Sibling Rivalry Press, January, 2017),

Calling a Wolf a Wolf brings a devastatingityaand urgency to the subject of

addiction. With loping, playful, andselfe f er ent i al titl es | i ke oOPoOT
with Home I nvader and House Fly, 6 OEvery Dru
Beat the Game, 6 Akbar dndisomtioe associated withor e t he | ©
addiction alongside the spiritual and psychological work of recovery.

The poems make subtle art of their surface narratives, exploring the subject matter of
chemical dependence and alcoholism through catchy but provocatbaattons of

language and form. Never reductive or utilitarian, this book approaches addiction as a
complex personal, interpersonal, familial, and theological phenomenon, and understands
it as a state of being that produces, among other things, acutehessl

This i mpulse to explore the social and c¢cos mo
power fully evident in O0Portrait of the Al coh
that i s addressed to the spetgpgeefitrioksterown desir
this craving is willing to obe anything in t

and can hang around for decades, unfed, like bed bugs riding out the apocalypse. In this
stunning poem, Akbar 0s afsapile détergerwittsanhay s al i
embodied craving that continues to dwell

Ve
[
the corner, 6 and even acknowledging that t

b
ns
h e
Although confessional at its core, Calling a Wolf a Wer lapses into solipsism. This
book is dedicated to breaking apart ontological certainties (including the will to enact a

stable self through tropes of recovery) in the act of exploring and renewing the language
we use to talk about addiction.

Farfran a si mpl e cure for a fractured self, sob
include the ability to see oneds own fl aws a
caused) more clearly than the addict could while he or she or they were still drinking

and takiig drugs. Working against the faux stability of its own title, the poem

ORecoverydé argues (inasmuch as poems ever ar
t hat odMniaf pt aawapwyd uneasy (and unending) rec
agave,/elderfloweryeii / t he whol e paradi sal/ bouquet spins
ograceless./ No. Worse than that.o



Stylistically and thematically, Calling a Wolf a Wolf stands as a dazzling entry into the

rich field of contemporary American poetry, distinguishiisglf in a moment that Akbar

has referred to as O0Oa golden erad for the fo
influences that range all the way from John Berryman to Frank Bidart, and that include

W.H. Auden, Ellen Voigt, Robert Olin, Franz Wright, Kahiiil8r an, Akbar és cl os
the late poet Max Ritvo, and a wide array of others whom Akbar refers to, collectively,

as oall the é voices in the choir. o

Form is central to this bookds exploration o
addictionandre overy. Akbardés embrace of restricted
of Voigt and Olin, among others, and in Akba

control for momentum and emotion read like a generous form of call and response,
reaching out to readersral carrying them along, often at breakneck speed, through

wildly unfamiliar terrain. One of Akbards gr
allowed readers access to a set of experiences that most of us, we hope, will never
encounter. Heisabrilmt gui de, | eading the reader throu

of brilliantdimes i zed r apt u r-pedding the harshoeastor the disotienting
wonder attached to his experience of chemical dependence. This is a world of strange
and harsh realiéis and illusions, where a pet housefly is kept on a string and fed with Tic

Tacs, and where a knife wielded by a home in
a crisis made beautiful by Akbards descripti
light , /1 i ke an ancient frieze in Damascus. 0

Many of the poems in Calling a Wolf a Wolf r

pleasures of aphorism with wild and sometimes puzzling leaps of logic. At some point in

almost every poem, Akbar seems to throw Belpreserver to the reader, letting them

bob on the surface of transparency for a while, before pulling the flotation device back

in, or |letting it become a weight around the
obscurity keep Ak b aus,@smpimanthem a sgadeswhéree danger
you might pray, or puzzle over some mystery for the first time, or feel for a moment

|l i ke youdre drowning.

Akbar adopts a troubadoreds sense of himself
pleasure along with coptexity. He has explained that he believes he owes the reader a

gift in exchange for any attention paid to his work, and that this gift should include at

|l east a modicum of odelighto. His algorithms
in the bestmade pop songs: they work through a relay between highly charged,

accessible riffs and complex fielsflsvonder. His poems baland¢amiliarity and

estrangement, hooking the reader with crisp juxtapositions and dizzying leaps of logic,

and working within a &ld of play that includes passages of rhetorical clarity, accessibility,

and delight, on the one hand, and moments of deliberate obscurity, often tied to a

prevailing sense of wonder about the unknown. (Writing this, it suddenly makes sense

that Akbar courts the Los Angeles band Liars as his favourite musical group: their blend



of dirty fuzz alongside the crisp workings of a strong narrative through line feels like the
musical equivalent of what Akbar is doing in many of his poems).

Againand again,Akar 6 s poetry aims for, and produces
theartistr eader 6 t hat Na b efteotof alvgrea wriirth. Thesimagelnye ur

is so consistently alive, and the metaphors are so carefully poised betveegring

unknowabiliy that whole passages persist in the memory long after a first reading.

These astonishing constructions keep coming, each one as resonant as the last, none of

it straining credulity or feeling piled on.

I n OPortrait of the Alldowh®éflcy Wb twe Hloenzr h nivla
di fficult/telling the si zef tefavemgermammuius ng / wh
cloud weighing as much [/ / as eighty el ephant
speaker explores the impossible weighf hi s own desire: o0The thir
| oved/ could sink an ocean | iner, and I|ikely

Any one of these lines would, in itself, make for a good poem. One has the feeling that
Akbar, who spends all of these lines in g@ace of one short poem, has unlimited
poetic resources, and is just getting started.



Lee Parpart lives and writes poetry in Toronto and returns to Woods Hole, Massachusetts, every
July, like a nesting shore bird. She is being raised by her teenage daughter and gradually learning
how to live with a high-strung West Highland Terrier. Lee has worked as a visual arts columnist
and a video reviewer for The Kingston Whig-Standard and The Globe and Mail. She has also
taught film studies, has an MFA in cinema and most of a PhD on literature-film links, and has
published essays on Canadian, Irish and U.S. cinema and television in nine books and journals.
Since returning to creative writing in 2015, Lee has published poetry and short fiction with Silver
Birch Press, and won an emerging writing award for short fiction in Open Book: Ontario’s 2016
“What's Your Story” contest.














































































