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ROBIN KEMP

Body

On Bayou St. John,
the Dumaine Street Bridge
always collects its corner of flotsam

once it caught Egypt the pit bull
last seen pregnant

pups stolen from her slit belly

now it’s snagged itself
just another face-down man

right there where I used to walk the dog
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ELIZABETH GROSS

Delta

The video store is broken. I mean,
closed for good, the tapes all sold,
or else boxed up and taken home
by those bird-eyed men who

used to run the place.

Live in any city long enough and watch
the cracks branch out, give way.

Already the silt-smell of river
rushes in. Already the people
take to the trees, build a city

of ropes, stretch back to reach us.

New Orleans Review
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ANDY YOUNG

Zoya

your mother sings
once upon a time there
was a tavern where

we’d raise a glass or two
and you kick your fat
feet three months old

you do not know her
life was left on Poland
Avenue that back in

New Orleans we
used to walk beside
the river those months

when we waited for
you your mother
wondering how she’d

raise you alone first
time you smiled was
as we fled the city

your brow creased from
birth the month before

you smiled as we panicked
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in the Mississippi sun—

two dogs three cats five people
and you—and tried to map

aroute a plan as
pressure dropped
and wind quickened

lines at pumps no
rooms no rest
made as you were

on the wrong side of
the levee born just up
from the flood did you

know a buoyancy
we all lacked did you
think of the sleep

in your mother as
her tears dripped
on your soft head

while she fed you
from her frightened
body did you know
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UTAHNA FAITH

Sabadi

Sabadi hides with yellow eyes behind the Red Cross tent. One tent
one day, different tent another. He hears them ask, do you need
diapers? No, I say, thanking goodness for at least this small miracle,
and I know Sabadi wants to knock me up. Wants to knock us all up.
They ask if I need water, and how much, and I always say as much
as they can spare and they put a flat of small bottles in the back seat
or maybe some days it is one large jug. They ask if I need cleaner
and I ask if it is non-phosphate and explain that the Preservation
Resource people told me that phosphates feed the mold. Of course
they do. Feed the algae, feed the mold. The environmentalists were
right. So were the survivalists, but I still won’t buy a gun. I don't
want to kill anyone. I might consider killing Sabadi, when his con-
stant, cheap-chartreuse gaze becomes too much. He slips from the
first-aid tent and lurks behind the small stack of ice chests. Every
day I hope for an ice chest, but they always run out before I reach
the front of the line. They are such a calming blue, the same color
as the FEMaA tarps, and the air is filled with dust and spores. Today
the last one goes to a couple three spots in front of me who are on
foot. They fill it with diapers and phosphate-containing cleaner and
each grab a handle. I think Sabadi is in the cooler now, going with
them, but of course he is not. He slips into the last box of flu shot
serum. I fear he will never die.

New Orleans Review

MARIE SLAIGHT

Through the Green Water

Through the green water
I saw the face of the king.

[ will take the men by the hair to the river
And burn the sign of the swamp on their brow.
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JULIA SORRENTINO

Skeleton

I used to live in this house,

yellow on the outside as stale ice.
Lugustrum bloomed out front in May, and
bees lingered by my window.

I once found a bone beneath the porch—
a hex, or the stray’s dinner.

The floors shined, not from wax, but sunlight
breathing through curtain sheers. Nudity didn’t matter
then and Proteus’ beads hung from my doorways,

red seahorses always watching.

Now mold grows on books, green bearded

and black, photographs—my best friend’s eyes bruised shut.

Mud stays slicked on the floors and the closet door
is swollen shut, keeping my winter coat as its secret.

There is a new horizon line in my home
where water met plaster at four feet, above
the chair I bled on last year.

The kitchen table is too bloated to stand

and ceiling beams lay exposed above my bed,
a ribcage holding no heart.
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I've lost my spotted cat. The smell of river water.
The street musician’s eyes.
Trombones will not precede men where I am going.

Tomorrow I'll leave New Orleans in a rented car—

a funeral trail north, my only brass the turning leaves.

Julia Sorrentino
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DAVID TOLAR

Pry It Loose

A street is a strip of evenly-laid
concrete that grows in a chokehold over
every city. Dirt taints the clean black

asphalt on my block white and ashen, as squad
car tires crush gravel from a church parking lot

into dust on the road.

Sam told me about how he stole

an empty keg for refund and

a Magnavox twenty-six inch Tv with
a combo pvp player/vcR inset. That
was two weeks ago.

What if nothing’s left?

[ put my foot down the throat of
that notion and march up a street
turned pale blue by rock dust
crushed under car tires.

A dilapidated wood slat hangs

loose against its nails and molds through
the hot July night. The frat house,
seasonally abandoned, asks for it,
with its shining white vinyl siding
and the gaps broke open in its rotting back
fence. I hold the bottom plank

to the horizontal stud with

the side of my right boot. Sam
crams a tire iron in back

trying to pry it loose.

New Orieans Review

Flat rock lies fake

making the streets in my city
smooth where they’re paved new.
Fake flat rock faces the soles
worn thin on my combat boots
on this, the last night’s trip.
We've already pawned two
stereos, one with a phonograph
and one with outdoor speakers.
A rickety-ass cruiser hides half-assed
behind a ginger bush,

overgrown with bittersweet,
honeysuckle and seeding

grass shoots that snap above

the root when I pull the bike out.

Humans are the hardest things

to fit pipes behind and pry against.
Everywhere they’re stuck

to rusted stoplight poles and

street corners in the shadows

of tall urban assault vehicles, civilian trucks,
squad cars crushing white rock’s dust

to taint flat asphalt.

Everywhere they re stuck:

in white shell-covered parking areas,

hiding behind wrought-iron fences

topped off by sharp ivy-leaf, fleur-de-lis and
coils of razor wire, chains, and locks, or incarcerated
like post office clerks behind

David Tolar
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three feet of windowless concrete and
barred, meshed windows.

New Orleans counts children

spilling into school yards

like slats on a wooden fence,

like corn-stalk sprouts

in rows. Some kids try to go home early.
Some try to fall asleep on desks. Some
try to stay drunk or stay in school,
school to school, in spite of

the pale grey blocks they

find in the concrete

boxes built around them.

My town remains a bowl of a city,
flooded for decades

by the obscenity of all cities—

East St. Louis, Chicago, New York,
Oakland, Dallas, Juarez, Belfast,
Bangkok and even Baton Rouge: the idea

that people should be painted as uniformly
as concrete crushed on a fresh-paved road.

My town remains
a city where kids grow
fast into withering adults.

Even with the second slat destroyed,

there’s no room to move my

new bike through.
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I look for the next wood slat

and pry it loose. Then the rusty pedals
of the cruiser will be pushed

by the soles of my worn combat boots
until the graying leather

loses grip and even

rubber is pried loose.
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GLENN MOTT

Evening of the First Morning

How to say
bagatelle

a dear but useless
attention to things
satisfied

as they are

What portion

can we have

who awakened

from a common dream
no language

plain enough

to saw what the real

is made of

Let out late

to meaning

in hesitation

at the rail
before evening
and black water
collide

In the Quarter
slant-light striking

New Orleans Review

one corner of

a darkened cross

one intersection

at the end of Dauphine Street
lit with blaze

Glenn Mott
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ED SKOOG

Season Finale

My last look around the house
took so long that the vine
climbing up the rosebush
beneath the bedroom window
climbed into my eyes,

and a lizard climbed, too,
mouthfirst from the grass,

skin changing color from grass-green
to a green almost without green,
the color of dust on feather.
How changed from last winter,
when the dog pawed the bed
and I let him into the yard
where we both whizzed

in moonlight, while rats ran
from the mimosa to the fence.
Small clouds pawed the galaxy.
The shingles of the lawnmower shed
sparkled, and in the grass,

a cold lizard raised a claw.
Miraculous change,

but not enough to tell us

about the coming flood,

about the black line

the water would write

as it rose along the plaster,
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like a madman’s scratches.

Safe in California, I'll hold

the cellphone hot against my ear
while in Louisiana my friend kicks
the back door in, and enters,
recording the damage

with the phone’s camera,

and the images come through fast,
the bedroom window broken,

the rosebush ash gray, the yard
ash gray and without lizard.

Ed Skoog
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KATHERINE SONIAT

Basso Continuo

is wet land and the river
that makes a high tide out of spring—

goat on the stilt-house roof,
ripples lapping the floorboards

as a cockroach flies from one screen to another,
its wings, a wild card caught in the shuffle.

Down the road, a house done up in parlor chintz
whines into the early hours

with some dead baby’s ghost.
What fitted this land-of-sorts

with a brain-of-sorts?
Rainy atmosphere marbleizes into myth,

clouds fatten on the river.
A god of cumulus presides

over marsh that flies sunset as warning,
over lizards that bloat their throats

at levees meant to hold.
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JOHN GERY

Seepage

Under the water, silence.

In the air, silence.

Above the deserted streets, silence.
From the capital, silence.

Through the attic roofs not axed out,

out of mouths of the infants, empty with hunger,
below the crypts, sodden

and grazed, at the bottom of highways,

near the corner groceries,

in the birds’ nests, dangling now

over stagnant pools, silence.

Silence for the benefit of the others:

For the yellow-smocked men and women, taxed
by exhaustion, drained of their brains,

behind the shadows left by the high winds,
inside the kitchens, dark with stench,

outside the long rows of busses, rusting,

within the laboratories, within the microbes,
surrounding the still cat, curled on the deck

next to the drain spout, its fur curdled from mercury

absorbed in the water,

absorbed in the water,
under the air where anxious onlookers, edging
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toward the borders, crowd the brown basins,
where not a breath of moisture stirs

now, not the cusp of ease, not a camellia,
not a live oak unblemished,

silence.

And still from the capital,

John Gery
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BILL LAVENDER

There are no accidents

If only the sheet pilings had been driven deeper. If only that barge
hadn’t been moored in the Industrial Canal. If only FEMa had re-
sponded in hours rather than days. If only Bush had behaved like
Lyndon Johnson when Betsy hit (Johnson was on the ground in
New Orleans five hours after the storm). We should view these
events as Freudian slips that reveal the repressed, or simply unspo-
ken, wish. What lives in the dark secret heart of America now is a
fidgeting desire to see it all burn. Jefferson’s America, Whitman'’s
America, even Ginsburg’s America—where are these visions now?
Who among us can muster the optimism (much less the literacy) for
a romantic vision of the nation and its possibilities? But then again,
wouldn’t it be cool to watch the water rise, first New Orleans and
then Miami and then L.A. and New York slipping under, til there’s
nothing left but a handful of survivalists on top of a building in
Denver, surrounded by floating debris and bloated corpses, stashing
their MRE’s and loading their guns.
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MOIRA CRONE

The Great Sunken Quarter

September, 2132. The sun started to come up behind the clouds,
turning the sky from pink to white, and then the Pontchart Sea was
all silver. Port Gramercy shrank into a line on the horizon. The Is-
lands of New Orleans were thirty miles distant, and not yet visible.
We were headed for the greatest of the wonders there, the Sunken
Quarter.

“Do you sing?” Serpenthead asked, midmorning, not waiting
for me to answer. “You heard any of the Great Kat songs?” Then
he sang: “When the black Kat crawled cross the East at dusk / My eyes
saw but I didn’t trust / Ma went for the roof, with the tuna, the cell / But
the Kat was toting hell, toting hell, toting hell...” He paused “You know
that one?”

“Way before my time,” I said.

He insisted on singing the whole Kat ballad inventory—a genre,
apparently. That got us through to lunch.

In the late afternoon, we came to the landing platforms for the
cable gondolas, which once went all round the rim of the Pon-
tchart. Five years before, when I'd been here last, they were high
and dry. Now they were half submerged. We passed a sign that read:
PONTCHART SEA SKYRAIL TERMINAL CLOSED UNTIL FURTHER NO-
TICE; and another, BOATS: DETOUR CARROLLTON TRENCH, PROCEED
AT OWN RISK.

He maneuvered our launch into that trench, but I couldn’t tell
the difference between it and the sea we’d just crossed, not until
we passed the tops of some old concrete floodwalls, which I rec-
ognized. These had once held the sea back, rising from the water
six or seven feet, but now they were only ledges, you could hardly
make them out.

New Orleans Review
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We passed a few hipped roofs—what was left of the old shore
homes, peeking out of ‘the slow waters. A mile or so inside, we
came upon our first occupied house, and then our second, then a
row of five. These were really just the tops of old two and three
story houses. I recognized the fan shaped attic windows of the tall
Victorians. Abandoning the flooded lower floors, the occupants had
moved into the upper rooms, and turned eaves into living space, for-
mer upper balconies into front porches. Ringed by rails and gates,
which served as the lounging spaces, docks, and security perimeters,
these rickety homesteads looked like stationary houseboats. On the
gatepost of one, the sign: “Leave a Wake, You Wont Wake.” And
the skull and bones.

“Almost empty anyway, we'll cut the engine,” he said.

We went from a growl to a whisper. Then we could hear things
inside the compounds—human shouts, harmonicas, the rough har-
mony of semi-wild dogs, the rattle-roar of generators—a cacopho-
ny, almost pleasing over water. But we had to turn up the engine a
bit when we came into the Tchoupitoulas Trough.

After that curve, he said, “Slow down—just let her drift.” The
current was stronger along this route. The squatters’ camps were
more fortified, and quieter. They were surrounded by high chain
link fences, guarded by bigger dogs. Their the tall rusted fue] tanks
were wrapped in barbed wire.

“More bandits on this stretch,” he shrugged. “Different neighbor-
hood.”

The light was getting low, and I had not eaten since the fish at
lunch. I went to the cot below decks for a few minutes. I must have
dozed, for I startled when he said, “The Quay, Malcolm, you can see
it now.”

I came up the stairs. The setting sun bit at my eyes.

It took me a while to realize what I was seeing, for the water
reflected the sunset, flashing orange and blue and gold. But then
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something sorted itself out. It was wet and shining as the water,
but smooth. It might have been the flat back of a giant snake, a le-
viathan, for it had something like scales.

They were paving slates.

It was a curving road I finally distinguished. It was the edge of
the Old River. Big thick poles the size of children poked up from it
as we got closer. He threw a rope over the head of one them, and
called it a bollard.

This was a busy place. Around us were other craft—boats with
bigger cabins, several with swivel seats for fishing on the back.
Along the quay were stalls and stands with provisions for the sailors.

“But where is the Quarter?” I asked. Surely it had to be nearby.

“You can see it now,” he called out proudly, as if this wonder be-
longed to him. “Over there.”

['had never been to it, even though I was raised in an orphanage
not five miles away. We weren’t allowed to go, for there was too
much “mixing” there, as it was called. I had always wanted to see it,
terribly.

But I saw absolutely nothing, save for one pointed narrow tower,
which seemed to stick up out of nowhere. For a second I thought
this Quarter might be a myth. There were so many stories about it.
And there we were, after all, at the “shore” and the horizon was per-
fectly empty,

“Over there, and down,” he said, exasperated.

I'looked.

The slate road wasn't a road at all, or a proper bank. It was the
wide top of a huge, encircling flood wall. We were at the top of an
ampitheatre, a bowl, which had an irregular perimeter, and held
back the river. In the middle distance I saw the gigantic elbows of
pipe, bigger than buildings, coral pink in that light, like the arms of
a giant. They must have led to the pumps that kept the water out.

And then, the wonder.

Moira Crone
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At the bottom of the bowl, a small and perfectly beautiful city.
What I saw first were the bronze roofs with their steep dormers.
Next, the crowns of palms, which I'd never seen from above be-
fore. They were enormous green blooms. Underneath, buildings
with handsome windows, colorful shutters. The old cathedral, that
ancient edifice, was right in front of us. Its spire was the thing that
pierced the horizon, the one structure taller than the level of the
quay. It alone caught natural light, the sun sinking at the horizon.
Everything below that, in that valley set into the water, had already
descended into a gaudy, electrified night.

All of it gleamed down there, for it was coated in preserving glaz-
es and polymer shields. The city seemed to be made of porcelain,
like something kept in a cabinet for the delight of a Colossus. I felt
I'was committing trespass, finding this secret museum city, finding
these huge and precious toys.

Nothing, nothing before my eyes seemed real.
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HELEN SCULLY

In the Wake

There’s talk of secession, talk of being “dropped”—cellphones go
out—that the rest of the country, and the government, cut us off
like a gangrened toe. And more talk. With the pool sharks, the po-
ets, the Cubans hatching plans to sell the city to Chavez, Chirac—to
Evo Morales, the new president of Bolivia—Fidel-—a reverse em-
bargo—back to Spain?>—plans to tax the oil refineries, plans to take
the proceeds of our parking tickets back from the loan to the state
of New Jersey, plans to stage a hunger strike. But no one knows how

to go about it. The projects are empty. The levees are untouched,

there’re unfair evictions, and stores that are open are cleaned out of
liquor.

The National Guard is still at Camp du Monde, their makeshift
base on the river side of Decatur, and their fluorescent Xs still mark
most of the houses. I used to spot the Guard sitting in lawn chairs
on neutral grounds uptown, as if waiting for a parade, but it’s rare
to find them uptown these days. Sugar Park was filled with them
the other night, in brown camouflage with rifles on their shoulders.
I guess they can’t leave them in the Jeep, but the guns make it dif:
ficult for me to eat my pizza. I smile, keeping my eyes down. I wish
they would sit down in normal clothes, or better, pick up hammers,
felt, slate, and fix a roof. Could they be trained to repair phone lines?
Traffic lights? Electricity?

Here is a consolation: The weather is unusually warm. Grass seed

scattered on the ash-colored lawns a week ago has asserted itself
with florescent green blades. The happy fuscia of bougainvillea is

New Orleans Review

211



212

back; the walls of jasmine. The days are sunny and mild, the skies a
cheerful, eggshell blue. It might be time now to put away my instru-
ments, my tracking charts, wind vanes, barometers and rain gauges
and just relax. We are growing. I don’t know if global warming has
anything to do with it. I don’t know if it caused the hurricane or the
Florida shark bites, but now is the season for planting.

Tiny tank tops, open-toed shoes are back, along with some of my
least favorite things—carriage rides, mosquitoes, ghost tours, squir-
rels, the pipe organ along the Mississippi—but I don’t mind them
anymore. The Mardi Gras Indians are busily sewing their costumes.
The painters are back in Jackson Square. Even the train whistle—
back!—harmonizes with the radio playing from living room stereos,
spilling over the galleries, over the courtyard walls into the street—
into the ears of the hot delivery boys sailing by on their bicycles,
to the clusters of neighbors on porches or in folding chairs on the
sidewalk drinking beer. The Quarter blossoms with Now Open signs,
which creep across Rampart, across Elysian Fields. On damp nights,
the doors of the rFema trailers are open. People light campfires,
bring out guitars.

Growth is slow. It’s difficult to get a reading on things; it’s difficult
to see the larger picture of our lives now, so the blessing of such fine
days helps us take small, mellow steps. Dusting the books. Drag-
ging the water heater out to the curb. Throwing away the spices.
Changing the address or changing it back or waiting in line again
at the Zip Code Depots. Such exertions cause a light sweat to break
out on my forehead, but not the sweat of August, of evacuation and
the awful two weeks after the storm. This sweat is nothing like that
other one. It’s the sweat of patience, barely maintained.

The sun sets in corals over Rampart Street and with the new
moon, a damp chill comes into the air, a dampness that helps things
sprout and rot, a dampness that inspires me to light the gas heater
for a few minutes and thank God it hardly ever rains. Rain gives me
a profound sense of unease.
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Last week I stopped working, stopped answering the phone and
lay on my bed to read. Three days later, Danielle rings my doorbell.
“I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” I tell her. “All I can do is read.
[t must be some post-Katrina malaise I can’t identify yet.”

“I can identify with you not being able to identify it,” she says.

The buildings look legitimate, sufficiently weathered, with the usual
identifying marker—the blue and white wings—posted on the door.
Inside, I hand my money to people behind a counter; some of them
even have uniforms on. But nothing. I don’t know where this mail
could be, some holding zone in the sky. They call certain pieces “pri-
ority” just to make me feel better. And I pay for it. Last week, I had
some important papers overnighted to me from Mobile and they still
haven’t arrived, no matter how religiously I walk to the post office.
Finally I exclaimed to the lady behind the counter, “Nothing?!”

“There’s very little coming through here. For anybody, sugar.”

Each morning I shuffle my cards—credit card, driver’s license,
debit card, Alabama food stamp card—and strategize. I can use the
credit card at the coffee shop, only until noon and not on Sundays
or at Verti Mart until eight—but not at Angeli’s or Sugar Park. The
debit can be used, sparingly, if I figure out a way to dispute the late
fees without going to the bank, where the line stretches out the
door. A&P takes the EBT card until eight, but not for soap, toilet
paper or cigarettes. If I buy the right groceries, I can stretch chicken
and rice for six meals. Other nights I meet up with Ernesto to look
for food, but we rarely have the necessary combination of cards and
cash and one of us has to go off in search of an ATM. Or we’re too
hungry to decide what to eat. Or the restaurant is so packed that, by
the time we get the paper plates of food, we eat too fast.

The bowl, so recently filled with floodwater, is filled again with
debt, pleasure clubs, shots, propellers and six-packs and pirogues.

Helen Scully
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And talk: the governor had a breakdown; the mayor supposedly
bought a house in Dallas. And love and talk. Flood control and birth
control. And the sound of helicopters. They start about ten most
mornings and circle at least twice, including today, New Year’s Eve.
I bound out of bed and call Virginia, a few blocks away.

“Do you hear the helicopters? What are they doing up there? Are
there pockets of violence that I don't know about?”

“Yes,” she replies, “There’s armed insurrection in Mid-City.”

“Armed insurrection?” I laugh. “Against which government?”

She pauses. “Against the helicopters. They dropped MRE’s from
the sky; people thought they were bombs and opened fire.”

“Those MRE’s are heavy,” I offer.

“Yeah,” she says.

The joke fizzles. When we meet a few hours later for champagne,
she fills my head with talk of her errant lover. I raise my eyes to the
ceiling.

“Why can’t you just avoid him?”

It’s a foolish thing to ask. You can't avoid anyone in this shrunken
town. It is impossible not to be warm to the other fools who stub-
bornly try to live here, impossible not to love them.

Before the storm it was obvious what to sidestep: the projects
along MLK, Bourbon Street, the cemeteries at night, but there is a
new perimeter now. Go two blocks past the new line, and confront
an emptiness that also has weight. Grass lots are filled with trailers
and tents. Two more blocks out, all the vegetation is dead. Front
doors hang open. The streets deserted except for out-of-towners
taking pictures of houses, swept off their foundations, lying crum-
pled in the middle of the street and collapsed roofs folded over the
sides of mauled cars. Everything is caked with yellowish dirt, the
dust of which lands on my face. I can’t look for long. The smell of
plaster, soil, and mold lodges in my sinuses and dampens my appe-
tite, sickening like an allergy to clams.
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Back in the Bywater, people are in a flurry discussing their cos-
tumes, rehearsing their chants and dance steps, licking King Cake
icing off their fingers and inviting everyone they know and don't
know for Mardi Gras. The sound of hammers and sewing machines
and radios is momentarily interrupted by the Red Cross’s ice cream
truck, which comes around, without the popsicle poster or the song,
announcing over a Joud speaker what corner they’re on.

Everyone drops what they’re doing and peels away. Painters put
down their brushes, workmen climb down ladders, young people
abandon their coffees and computers at little café tables, mothers
leave the kitchen sinks, and old people push themselves off their
porches. Everyone lines up in front of the little window for a hot
dog, green beans, Ruffles, bagged granny cookies.

“How many meals would you like?” the lady asks. Her bright
smile fills me with loneliness. Just being here doesn’t always feel
heroic.

Helen Scully



W. LEWIS GARVIN

Dark Crescent

The only paradise is paradise lost.—Marcel Proust

Far enough from the high ground near the river and St. Charles to
be in standing water, three blocks from the Garden District side of
Napoleon on an intersecting street named South Saratoga, our 1895
cottage awaits, the home we lived in for almost a decade, and left be-
hind when we moved to Houston in 1980. Once metallic tape traced
right angles on its handmade glass. When the present owners set
their electronic alarm to evacuate, they must have stared down the
long hall and beyond the back filler glass, a central pane surrounded
by side yellow and corner red ones etched with fleurs de lis, into the
fig leaves of the cypress-fenced back garden. Perhaps they thought
a two-day supply of clothes would be enough. Perhaps they later
wished they had rolled up the Heriz, bagged the cloisonné, and
brought the portraits and photographs. Perhaps they wonder as I
do this Sunday morning, six days after the hurricane and failure of
the levees, whether the water reaches above the brick piers, softens
the sheetrock that replaced the broken plaster, destroys the wiring.
Perhaps they wonder as I do this Sunday morning whether yet once
more a thief enters their home.

An insurance settlement would not have erased our grief after
the first thief broke an unlocked old wooden family letter box,
nor could we completely regain our sense of well being after the
second tried to enter at night while we were asleep. The landlady
of my first apartment on Lowerline near Tulane, Mme. Marcelle
Peret, now deceased teacher of art and French at Newman, told me,
long before I read any Proust, that whatever pleases us either itself
changes or we lose the capacity to enjoy it. I remember the walks
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down our long hall, the wrinkles and ripples of the windows mak-
ing the leaves of sweet olive, of ligustrum, of magnolia dance as my
gait moved me past them. We possessed that lovely cottage only for
a time, but talked of wanting our ashes scattered under its fig trees.
We could not foresee the lure of jobs in Houston, and our eventual
divorce; we could not imagine life beyond it.

Sarah, our son, and I rejoined one another from our separate
cities, met in New Orleans close to Christmas of year before last.
As we walked through familiar neighborhoods, rode the streetcar,
and ate at the Gumbo Shop, Napoleon House, and Galatoire’s, we
experienced a sense of our paradise lost. The thick dawn light still
invested its heavy colors on ironwork, slate roofs, and chimneys.
That trip has become even more important after Katrina and as I
look through generic metal windows with machine made glass onto
a city where people do not walk and are usually too over-scheduled
to relax. This spring the musicians from Preservation Hall perform
in Houston. As I revel in their sad and joyful jazz, I will grieve with
them, but will also rejoice that their kind of energy may eventually
relight the crescent.

Marcelle Peret hung her painting of a Mardi Gras scene in the
entrance to my furnished apartment beneath her raised cottage. I
recognized the style, one similar to the thirties illustrations in my
childhood books. A harlequin in the foreground watches masquer-
aders parade. Her paintings displayed on the Napoleon House walls
sold, but I did not think to buy this one, and left it when I moved.
I did not realize then how much pleasure its memory would give.
According to Proust, we never have completely what we desire, but
our desires change. The painting may or may not have survived, but
it and the bright crescent I knew still shape both my present and my
sense of paradise.

W. Lewis Garvin
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JEFFREY CHAN

Sleeping With Poppy Z. Brite

Sitting here in Austin in the shadow of great change, it feels almost
the way it felt the early spring of 2002 on a day back in New Or-
leans, a day when the weather had taken a turn for the better as a
cool front had broken the growing humidity. It was a day when peo-
ple in New York were still exhuming a mass grave in Lower Manhat-
tan, using bulldozers, buckets, and blowtorches, and the war was on
(when was it ever off?). The image of that second goddamned plane
hitting the building is still too fresh, even now, an infernal apparition
rising out from the national campfire of television. But only months
later, I was writing about how things were pretty good, even though
the Super Bowl was scheduled for the Superdome, and I wondered,
does that make us a super target?

I wrote about how New Orleans orbits anarchy and flirts with
chaos, and how perhaps this is related to the weather somehow. On
that cool day in 2002 I saw the city as New York’s idiot savant little
brother. Mayor Morial was pushing for re-election despite term lim-
its, just as Guliani had considered doing. Close your eyes in some
parts of town and you'd swear you were in Brooklyn. I used to
drink with friends in the revolving bar that sat atop the World Trade
Center building, right off the French Quarter. And then there’s that
word that we share. Of course, back then, we needed a new war
to avenge New York; even a hopeful case like me, sitting dazed and
drunk in New Orleans, could see that, could see that the shadow
falls down and west and all the way to the end.

And now this hurricane business. I'm in Austin, dazed, and things
don’t look as clear anymore. I almost feel that New Orleans way, but
not quite. Mayor Nagin could have been a Guliani. Federal aid could
have arrived sooner, as quick as fighter jets in the forenoon sky.
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Maybe it’s because I'm not in New Orleans now that I feel the
shade of the shadow a bit more. Which leads me to think about
how, despite our grim recent days, the city can still party. [ am look-
ing forward to Mardi Gras this year, the first since the storm. It will
be sad and glorious; we’ll all be skeleton dancers, aware and alive.

I missed the Krewe de Vieux parade back in 2002. I had friends
in the Krewe who had invited me and my girlfriend to parade with
them. We had a friend in town. I even had a costume. But no. Some-
times, things just don’t work out the way you want them to. Certain
persons couldn’t handle the chill wet winds that were blowing that
late January night. Others imbibed too much smoke and drink to
move much beyond the couch and Saturday Night Live (with Jack
Black hosting, it was a good one—some measly consolation).

The Krewe de Vieux’s Marigny and Bywater street parade kicks
off Mardi Gras season. It’s the freak parade whose goal is the Quar-
ter. And that year’s theme was “Depraved New World,” and its
royalty included a famous New Orleans author, the famous New
Orleans author in some people’s opinion.

And I'm not talking about Anne Rice. Or Poppy Z. Brite. Though
I will admit at this juncture that I have a collection of photos of
Poppy in the nude, culled from magazines over the years. P’oppy, if
you're reading this, please send more! I remember back in '95, you
gave me a salacious look at a book signing in Austin. Oh yes. Poppy!
Surely you remember me! You signed my copy of Book of the Dead
at Adventures in Crime and Space Bookstore on Sixth Street, all
saucy-like, remember? You entreated me to praise Kali. And now
I’'m back in Austin, and New Orleans has survived it’s own kind of
zombie apocalypse.

No, the scribe I'm talking about is Andrei Codrescu, one of New
Orleans’ literati and editor of a terminally hip pub called Exquisite
Corpse. His distinctive Romanian accent can be heard on NPR,
where he is a regular commentator. I think he’s in the Ozarks now.
He’s written several books of fiction and poetry and essays, includ-
ing Road Scholar, the mandatory haywire road trip book which takes
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him across this oh-so-kooky country. It was the first thing of his I
ever read and it was quite a bore, actually (I'm enjoying his recent
The Disappearance of the Outside: A Manifesto for Escape more).

Codrescu sat in on a panel discussion at the Hotel Monteleone
in the Quarter a few years back, a panel composed of writers who
discussed literary bohemianism. He was the only one who took the
time and effort to look the part, slouch and all. Poet, editor, and
City Lights Bookstore founder Lawrence Ferlinghetti, who was also
on the panel, should have and would have kicked his ass, if given the
chance—but I digress. I guess I should just accept that I am plugged
into the iibermind whether I like it or not, just like Codrescu and ev-
ery other American who gives a damn. Poppy! Where are your hard
words and soft thighs to comfort me!

At least he got one thing right on that panel. There was still a bo-
hemian element alive in this town. There is one alive today. There
will be tomorrow. It’s hardwired into the city. The genuine article
is there. Witness the following, two books published by local small
DIY presses prior to Katrina, a post-Katrina website of wit, and an
online archive of street-level articles exploring the city.

New Mouth From the Dirty South has an interesting little
book in circulation called Tales of a Punk Rock Nothing, a miniatur-
ized Invisible Man for punk scenesters. Written by Abram Shalom
Himelstein and Jamie Schweser, both principles in New Mouth, this
book was originally sold, according to the authors, on the street be-
fore being appended with a very un-punk bar code and ISBN num-
ber and sold in local bookstores. Good for them I say. This clever
and funny book is classic high-school journaling raised to the next
level of twenty-something self awareness, a heteroglossia of journal
entries, issues of Eliot’s ‘zine Mindcleaner, and letters. The earnest-
ness of our youthful narrator may turn off some readers, but its
charm overwelms. The book documents well the DIY ’zine making,
hellraising, low-job working, punk show arranging, political activ-
ism engaging, sex pursuing, guitar playing, angst ridden straight-
edge D. C. scene of the nineties.
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Specters of bohemia gone by still linger in this city of ghosts.
There’s a press here in town called Surregional Press, run by poet
Dennis Formento, whose inspiration comes from the Beats, the San
Francisco Renaissance, and the Black Mountain poets. The journal
he edits, Mesechabe, reflects these inspirations, publishing folk like
Gary Snyder and other nature poet holdovers (bohemians, if you
will—yes, Mesechabe has published Andrei Codrescu, too).

Portraits from Memory: New Orleans in the Sixties by Darlene Fife,
published by Surregional, reflects this countercultural bent, es-
sentially telling the story of NOLA Express, an anti-war newspaper
published in New Orleans in the late sixties and early seventies,
and the circle of people associated with it and the larger counter-
culture scene happening at the time. The story is told circuitously.
Fife relates the story in a casual memoir style, using as touchstones
several colorful individuals who ran in the French Quarter-based
counterculture. She wanders from year to year, moving back and
forth as the memories dictate and lead, recounting bits of long-ago
conversation and snippets of scenes, accounts of the in-fighting
between the SDS-affiliated publishers and anti-war activists, and
the ideology-mad Sparticists and Progressive Labor members. Fife
also discusses informers who infiltrated the groups, the harassment
meted out by the N. O. P. D. against vendors of the newspaper, and
the court injunction against the cops. Included are photographs,
drawings, poems and pictures from NOLA Express (including a letter
from Charles Bukowski, a regular contributor).

Altogether these compose a loose mosaic of memory which hints
at a history. This book certainly does evoke the spirit of the sixties
revolution, and is a worthy contribution to the primary source ma-
terial on the era. It also places New Orleans, and the French Quarter
of Easy Rider, into a revolutionary context.

Some of those living New Orleans writers still in New Orleans
that I mentioned earlier? Some of them are writing for a post-Ka-
trina website called NOLAFugees.com. Taking a laissez-faire, fuck-
all fatalistic stance (rather, slouch) on life post-apocalypse N. O,
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the brief pieces by such writers as Sarah Inman, Adam Peltz, David
Dykes, and Joel Dailey offer tragicomic commentary, black humor
insight, some Onion-esque wit—stupid fun for stupid times.

While you're online, check out Scat Magazine, another venue of
New Orleans writers. The digest-sized print edition, which had been
distributed for free around New Orleans regularly before the storm,
featured “Talk of the Town” style essays by local writers, offering
lively glimpses into some unique corners of New Orleans. Unforty.
nately, Scat did not survive the storm, but you can find back issues
online at www.scatmagazine.com.

Finally, let me say a few words about Garrett County Press. |
love Garrett County Press. When it was out of New Orleans (the
press relocated to Philadelphia before the storm), Garrett County
and principle G. K. Darby were instrumental in realizing the New
Orleans Bookfair, a remarkable convergence of DIY publishers,
presses, and authors from around the country. Garrett County Press
also published The Garrett County Press Guide to New Orleans, a city
guide as "zine with sections headed “Sleep for Cheap,” “Hospitals,”
“Late Night Food,” “Sex,” and “Misc. Shit,” all biased listings geared
toward travel as a means of “serious, intellectual boozing.” Hostel
info, secret taxi phone numbers, substance abuse hotlines, inside tips
on what the 3-for-1 drink specials really mean on Bourbon Street and
why the “Live Nude Orgies” ads are a sham—this little guidebook
was freaking great. Just try to find one now.

Change, turn, and face the strange. No more zombies for Poppy.
These days, she’s writing about the New Orleans service industry.
But baby, I read that obit of William Burroughs, a few years back.
Poppy! What has Burroughs’s corpse got that I haven't got! You felt
it too, I know it. As for you, Codrescu....oh, whatever. You get pub-
lished, get on the air, get to be king of the freak parade, and slouch
for Ferlinghetti. More power to you.

Just remember, I get to sleep with Poppy, whenever I want to.
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LAURA CAMILLE TULEY

Beyond Beauty:
David Rae Morris’ Do You Know What It Means?:
The Aftermath of Hurricane Katrina

In his Critique of Judgment, the late eighteenth-century philosopher
Immanuel Kant describes an aesthetic that, as both more awful and
more awesome than our experience of beauty, defies judgment.
He refers to this aesthetic as the sublime. “In what we usually call
sublime in nature there is such an utter lack of anything leading to
particular objective principles and to forms of nature conforming
to them, that it is rather in its chaos that nature most arouses our
ideas of the sublime, or in its wildest and most ruleless disarray
and devastation, provided it displays magnitude and might.” Un-
like the “restful contemplation” and “positive pleasure” of beautiful
forms, Kant’s sublime chaos, in nature as in art, produces a “mental
agitation” and “negative pleasure” that commands admiration and
respect.

In his exhibit, “Do you Know What It Means?: The Aftermath of
Hurricane Katrina” (November 19, 2005 to March 22, 2006, The Og-
den Museum of Southern Art, New Orleans), photographer David
Rae Morris captures something of the Kantian sublime wrought by
Katrina and her aftermath, evoking with his camera the confound-
ing magnitude of this monstrous event. While Morris appears to
seek understanding with his title, playing on the song (“Do You
Know What it Means to Miss New Orleans?”), his art, as an echo of
the event, resists.

Upon entering the gallery, one is brought up short, emotionally
ambushed, by the haunting and miraculous pictures that populate
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this show. There are the many stirring images of humanity, at once
tragic and enduring. In “Reunion,” Keith and Sandy embrace in
Molly’s at the Market on Decatur Street. We see only Keith’s face

and momentum, eyes squeezed tight, face flushed, pipe in hand, as

if the gesture were sudden and spontaneous, an unexpected gift. Be-
hind the couple we glimpse the profile of an unnamed woman with
tattoo and cap, beside a dim bar that is packed with liquor. “Live
Music” illuminates Coco Robicheaux, guitar in his lap, bent low
over the glow of a match as he lights a cigar, during one of the first,
perhaps the first, amplified gigs in the Quarter after the hurricane
made landfall.

In “Fresh Ink,” Joshua, framed from his chin down, pulls up his
purple t-shirt, a beer bottle opener dangling from his hand, to show
off his new tattoo, the name “Katrina” inked in fancy script on his
boyish torso. “First Look #2” captures the profile of Sharon Patter-
son, who sits aboard a bus, one of the first to ferry residents (who
were not allowed to disembark) to the site of their homes in the
lower Ninth Ward. Though Patterson’s face appears set with grim
resignation, her eyes belie an ancient grief. “Tryptich #1” documents
the poignant evacuation of eighty-six-year-old Clara DeWitt from
her Bywater home. This visual spectacle of a large and tired-looking
search-and-rescue worker moving the painfully frail DeWitt, dressed
in a faded yellow nightgown, away from her doorway, his massive
hand gripping her upper arm in one frame, and scooping her up, in
the next, as she maintains throughout the same desperately gaping
mouth and sorrowful expression (one imagines her wails), is at once
embarrassing and heartwrenching. In dark contrast, “Neighborhood
Guard” presents the defiant “Rob Z,” seated on his grandmother’s
front stoop, a rifle held alertly across his lap, as he peers, squint
eyed, to one side, while his dog Terra cowers beneath his knees.

And then there are the images of armed soldiers patrolling the
streets of an American city, misfitted saviors in a fearsome land. “Do
You Know What It Means?” presents the jarring specter of a military
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convoy speeding down St. Charles Avenue past a hand-painted sign
that reads: “Do You Know What It Means To Miss New Orleans?
Welcome Home.” “Guard Patrol” frames the sober and determined
expression of an Oregon National Guardsman, flanked by his patrol,
as he marches along St. Claude Avenue.

Finally, there are those disorienting, yet perversely appealing,
photographs of the post-apocalyptic landscape of New Orleans
and the Gulf; a Jandscape tortured and refashioned by the storm.
“Road Warrior” features the dust-covered, yet still elegant grill of
a rose-colored antique automobile in a cracked and drying yard of
muck near the breach in the Industrial Canal of the Ninth Ward. In
“Stray” a lone German Shepherd stands uncertainly before the fallen
and mud-bedecked Jourdain Street sign, framed by the silent desola-
tion of the lower Ninth Ward. “Burned-Out Warehouse™ provides a
panoramic view of a burnt and twisted warehouse in the Bywater
with the darkened downtown skyline of New Orleans as backdrop.
“Fence Posts” renders aesthetic a row of traditionally crafted fence
post tips protruding from the smooth surface of floodwater, their
graceful curves mirrored by their downward-facing reflection in
the water. And perhaps the show’s most masterful feat of composi-
tion, “Tryptich #2” transforms the dreaded toxic muck and mold of
flooded neighborhoods into a three-part mosaic of subtley varied
tones. The first frame displays the forbiddingly black and drying
muck of the lower Ninth Ward. The second frame, also from the
lower Ninth Ward, evokes in paint-like spots of mold a beautiful
patina of black and gold. The third frame exhibits the muck in its
final stages of dryness, lined and ancient, a symbol of death or the
passage of all things to dusty gray.

“Do you know what it means?” the photographer seems to chal-
lenge his viewer, through this painfully attentive and poetic docu-
mentation. “Because [ sure as hell do not....”
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RALPH ADAMO has lived in New Orleans most of his life, and has
taught at most of the area universities, including Loyola, where he
edited New Orleans Review in the 1990s. Katrina cost him all of his
current jobs and he is now an unemployed New Orleanian, look-
ing for work here or anywhere else. He has published six books of
poems and, in 2003, received an Individual Artist grant for Creative
Writing from the NEA. “New Orleans Elegies” first appeared in
Waterblind: New & Selected Poems (Portals Press, 2002), in The Ashville
Review and in the NEA website Features Section.

MORGAN BABST is a New Orleans native. She attended the Acad-
emy of the Sacred Heart and NOCCA, where she studied writing
with Brad Richard, Anne Gisleson, and Tom Whalen, all of whom
she’d like to thank upon this, her first journal publication. A recent
Yale grad, she is currently living in New York, where she spends
most of her time sitting in cafés, revising her first novel, The Girl of
His Fancy, and eating too many scones.

BRAD BENISCHEK lives and makes art in New Orleans. He is cur-
rently working on an illustrated book titled Revacuation.

ANDREA BOLL, before her house flooded with the waters of bro-
ken levees, lived eight feet below sea level in the Gentilly neighbor-
hood of New Orleans. She was a professor of English at Dillard
Unversity. She swam in Lake Ponchatrain, drank beers by the Missis-
sippi. She sweated and tried to avoid the cockroaches. After Katrina,
she found herself five thousand feet above sea level in Salt Lake City.
She thought New Orleans didn’t want her anymore...but she was
wrong. Currently she awaits her FEMA trailer on the sixth floor of
the Marriot on the edge of the French Quarter.

DAVE BRINKS is @ New Orleans poet and lives with his poet-wife
and their two children in the French Quarter. He is the editor of
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YAWP: A Journal of Poetry ¢~ Art, publisher of Trembling Pillow
Press, director of the 17 Poets! Reading Series (www.17poets.com)
and founder of The New Orleans School for the Imagination. His
poetry has appeared in Exquisite Corpse, Fell Swoop, La Reata, Meena,
New Laurel Review, $lavery, and Xavier Review. His collections of poet-
ry include The Caveat Onus, The Light on Earth Street, The Secret Brain,
How Birds Fly, The Snow Poems, Trial And Eros, and A Pot of Lips.

ABRAHAM BURICKSON was trained in architecture and is currently
a fellow at the Michener Center for Writers in Austin, Texas. After
visiting many times over the last decade, he moved to New Orleans
just after the storm. His work has been published in Gumball Poetry,
Hubbub, and Epicenter.

KATHLEEN BURK, Ph.D. is Associate Academic Dean of the Con-
stantin College of Liberal Arts of the University of Dallas. She
called New Orleans home from 1963-1984, graduating from St.
Mary’s Dominican High School and Spring Hill College.

c. w. CANNON’s first night in New Orleans was the night of Hurri-
cane Camille, August 17, 1969. He grew up in the Faubourg Marigny
and attended the New Orleans Public Schools, incuding McDonogh
15, Gregory, Franklin, and NOCCA (where he studied music with
Bert Braud and Ellis Marsalis). His first novel, Soul Resin (FC2 Press,
2002) is an apocalyptic ghost story set in the city. He teaches writing
at the University of New Orleans.

TARA JILL CICCARONE was once abandoned in New Orleans by a
scorned lover. She has since received her MFA in Creative Writing
from the University of New Orleans. She now spends her time pick-
ing through flooded houses and painting images of mold patterns.
There is nowhere else in the country she can see herself living.
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josHUA cLARK, founder of Light of New Orleans Publishing,
edited French Quarter Fiction: The Newest Stories of America’s Oldest
Bohemia, as well as Judy Conner’s Southern Fried Divorce, and other
books. He regularly contributes fiction, travel, and photographs to
various national publications from the Los Angeles Times to the Mi-
ami Herald, and has covered New Orleans for Salon.com and NPR.
He lives in the French Quarter.

ANDREI CODRESCU’s new book is New Orleans, Mon Amour: Twenty
Years of Writing from the City (Algonquin Books). He is the editor
of the online journal, Exquisite Corpse (www.corpse.org) and Mac-
Curdy Distinguished Professor of English at LSU in Baton Rouge.
He is also a regular columnist for Gambit, the New Orleans weekly.

PETER COOLEY has published seven books of poetry, six of them
with Carnegie Mellon, which will publish his eighth, Divine Margins,
next year. He has lived in New Orleans since 1975 and taught cre-
ative writing at Tulane that long. Though not from New Orleans,
it is indisputably home for him and he will not leave unless swept
away—which was the rumor during Katrina, though he and his wife
were hiding in St. Andrews Episcopal Church and were and are just
fine.

KENNETH COOPER grew up in Gentilly where he lived for the first
twenty-five years of his life. He spent a year on the West Bank in
Algiers, and now lives with his wife in LaPlace. He is currently a
sophomore at the University of New Orleans, majoring in English
with a focus on Creative Writing. This is his first publication.

MARLENA CORCORAN now lives in Munich, but she remembers
living on a Decatur Street that, even before Katrina, had disappeared
forever. Her play, “The Birth of the Christ Child: A Divine Come-
dy,” appeared in PAJ: A Journal of Performance and Art. Her electronic
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narratives have been broadcast in Berlin and Vienna, performed in
Munich and exhibited in New York. She performs in online improvi-
sational theater, and has published two novels in Germany.

JOHN WILLIAM CORRINGTON's first collection of poetry, Where
We Are, appeared in 1962. Three more collections followed: The
Anatomy of Love and Other Poems (1964); Mr. Clean and Other Poems
(1964); and Lines to the South and Other Poems (1965). In 1966, he
moved to Loyola University as Associate Professor of English,
where, with Miller Williams, he was instrumental in founding the
New Orleans Review. At age forty, he decided to study law, and he ob-
tained his J. D. from Tulane Law School in 1975. He practiced law in
New Ortleans for three years, and the influence of his legal training
and law practice found a place in his fiction. Corrington’s legal fic-
tion consists of six short stories, and two novellas published under
the title All My Trials by the University of Arkansas Press in 1987.
Corrington gave up the practice of law to pursue Tv, literary and in-
tellectual history writing projects. He wrote crime/detective fiction
and screenplays in collaboration with his wife, Joyce Corrington. He
died in Malibu, California in 1988.

MOIRA CRONE is the author of four books of fiction, including
What Gets Into Us (2006), a novel-in-stories. Her story, “The Ice
Garden” won the Faulkner Wisdom Prize for Novella in 2004. The
“Great Sunken Quarter” is from a novel-in-progress, Elysiana, which
describes a New Orleans where the wealthiest have life spans over
one-hundred-fifty years while the rest barely survive. It was begun
long before Katrina—the original sketches appeared in the New
Orleans Review in 1997 and 1998—but there are post-K updates. She
had the uncanny experience in late August of watching things hap-
pening in real time on Tv that she had imagined and written years
before.
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MICHAEL TOD EDGERTON, while in New Orleans, lived Uptown, in
Central City, and in the French Quarter. He co-directed the Lit City
poetry series with Bill Lavender and Camille Martin. To pay the
rent, he worked as a telemarketer, the manager of the Cyber Bar &
Café at the Contemporary Arts Center, a clerk at the Tulane book-
store (from which he was fired for dyeing his hair blue), a “Camel
Fairy,” and as an extra in the film Double Jeopardy. His poems have
appeared or are forthcoming in Boston Review, Chelsea, Denver Quar-
terly, Exquisite Corpse, Fell Swoop, Five Fingers Review, Wild Strawber-
ries, Word For/Word, and Yawp. He’s currently pursuing an MFA at
Brown University.

UTAHNA FAITH has lived in New Orleans for six years, most recently
in a cottage in the Lower Ninth Ward. She is now in Austin, Texas.
Utahna’s writing appears in Exquisite Corpse and French Quarter Fic-
tion, and is forthcoming in the Norton anthology of flash fiction.
She is a co-editor for London-based 3: AM Magazine and is editor of
Wild Strawberries, a journal of flash fiction and prose poetry.

KENNETH H. FRENCH lived in New Orleans the last twenty-five years
in the French Quarter with his partner, John Moran. “I was often
inspired to write while walking our dogs, Betty-Van and Zola, on
the neutral grounds of North Rampart by the characters I encoun-
tered.”

PATTY FRIEDMANN was born in New Orleans, and has always lived
here except for slight interruptions for education and natural di-
sasters. All of her five darkly comic novels are set in New Orleans,
among them Eleanor Rushing, Secondhand Smoke, and this year’s Side
Effects. Her works have been Discover Great New Writers, Original
Voices, and BookSense 76 selections. She is also an essayist, review-
er, and short-story writer. Eventually rescued from her Carrollton
neighborhood, she spent seven egregiously antiseptic weeks in
Houston, returning home before she had electricity, gas, or phone.
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W. LEWIS GARVIN is from dairy farm country near Dallas, and went
to SMU. After instructing at the University of Southern Mississippi,
and at William and Mary, he attended Tulane, and taught English at
the University of New Orleans and at Metairie Park Country Day.
While in New Orleans, he resided on Lowerline, Royal, Bourbon,
Napoleon, Soniat, Rosa (old Metairie), and South Saratoga.

JOHN GERY, a New Orleans resident since 1979, is the author of
five books of poetry, including Davenport’s Version (Portals Press), a
narrative poem of Civil War New Orleans, and A Gallery of Ghosts
(Story Line). He is a Research Professor of English at the University
of New Orleans and directs the Ezra Pound Center for Literature
at Brunnenburg, Italy. With his wife, poet Biljana Obradovic, and
their son as part of the Katrina diaspora, he is a Research Fellow at
the Institute for Advanced Study at the University of Minnesota for
Spring 2006.

ANNE GISLESON directs the Creative Writing Program at the New
Orleans Center for Creative Arts, Louisiana’s arts conservatory for
high school students, and helps run Press Street, a literary and arts
collective and publishing concern in New Orleans.

ANN GOETHE lives in Virginia, but spent most of her formative years
in south Louisiana; her novel Midnight Lemonade (Delacorte) was a
finalist for the Barnes and Nobel Discovery prize.

ELIZABETH GROSS lives in New Orleans.

CAROLYN HEMBREE and Jonathan Padgett spent their December
honeymoon in New Orleans in 1999. In 2001—sans vocations, sans
acquaintanceships—they moved to the city for good. When she was
a kid, her parents annually traveled to New Orleans for beignets at
Café du Monde, meals at Galatoire’s, and jazz at Preservation Hall.

New Orleans Review

233




234

Carolyn has poems in Colorado Review, Forklift Ohio, Indiana Review,
Jubilat, New Orleans Review; Poetry Daily, and Puerto del Sol, among
others. A Pushcart Prize nominee, she received a 2005 Individual
Artist Fellowship from the Louisiana Division of the Arts. She is
currently looking for a teaching job.

RODGER KAMENETZ is a poet and writer. His last book was The Low-
ercase Jew (Northwestern, 2003). He is working on a book about the
revelation dream for Harper Collins. You can reach him at www.
talkingdream.com

ROBIN KEMP is a native New Orleanian, born on Mardi Gras Day
and raised by NOPSI, Jazz Fest, Newscene 8, and the OPSB. Her
poetry appears in Mesechabe, Texas Poetry Journal, Texas Review, Verse
Daily, and elsewhere. In 2000, Gambit named her “Best Poet in New
Orleans.” She co-founded the Women’s Poetry Conspiracy reading
series, and graduated from the University of New Orleans Creative
Writing Workshop in 2002. She lives in Atlanta, and volunteered in
Mississippi as a ham radio operator in the days following Katrina,
and coordinated direct aid to New Orleans poets and writers. Along
with Dave Brinks, Kalamu ya Salaam, and Kysha N. Brown-Robin-
son, she is editing a collection of New Orleans poets post-Katrina.

BILL LAVENDER has an MFA in Creative Writing from the University
of New Orleans, where he is an adjunct Assistant Professor of Eng-
lish. He works for the Division of International Education in the
Metropolitan College as the director of the Low Residency Creative
Writing program and coordinator of the Madrid Summer Semi-
nars. His books of poetry include While Sleeping (Chax Press 2004),
look the universe is dreaming (Potes and Poets 2002), and Guest Chain
(Lavender Ink, 1999). His poetry and essays have appeared in Jubilat,
New Orleans Review, Gulf Coast Review, Skanky Possum, YAWP, and Fell
Swoop, and online in Exquisite Corpse, Muse Apprentice Guild, CanWe-
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HaveOurBallBack, Moria, Baddog, Poets Against the War, Big Bridge, and
Nolafugees. “There are no accidents” is an excerpt from “After the
Storm: A Primer of American Politics from the Isle of Denial.”

DAVID RAE MORRIS has served as a contributing photographer
for Associated Press, Reuters, and Agency France Presse. His pho-
tographs have been published in such diverse publications as Time
Magazine, The New York Times, and the Angolite, the official magazine
of the Louisiana State Penitentiary at Angola, and Love and Rage, a
national anarchist weekly. An exhibit of his photographs of New
Orleans and the Mississippi Gulf Coast after Hurricane Katrina is on
exhibit at the Ogden Museum of Southern Art in New Orleans this

spring.

GLENN MOTT lived in New Orleans in the 1980s, on Magazine Street
and then on Magnolia. Fulcrum, an annual out of Cambridge, MA,
will publish his interview with Italian poet Andrea Zanzotto, along
with a translation of his poetry, this spring. He lives in Brooklyn.

JAMES NOLAN was born during the hurricane that devastated New
Orleans in September of 1947. A fifth-generation native, he is a
widely-published poet, fiction writer, essayist, and translator. His
two collections of poems are Why I Live in the Forest and What Moves
Is Not the Wind (both from Wesleyan University Press), and he has
translated volumes of Pablo Neruda (Stones of the Sky, Copper Can-
yon Press) and Jaime Gil de Biedma (Longing, City Lights Books). He
directs the Loyola Writing Institute at Loyola University.

WALKER PERCY, although a prolific essayist, is best known for his
philosophical novels, the first of which, The Moviegoer, won the Na-
tional Book Award for Fiction in 1962. He taught at Loyola Univer-
sity in the 1970s, and was a Contributing Editor of the New Orleans
Review from 1968 until his death in 1990.
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BRAD RICHARD has lived most of his life in New Orleans, having
moved here in 1975 with his father, the painter Jim Richard. A cre-
ative writing teacher at NOCCA | Riverfront, he lives uptown near
Palmer Park, which flooded, although his second story apartment
did not. In Gentilly, which flooded heavily, his father’s home and
studio were destroyed. The St. Roch chapel described in his poem
took on about three feet of water, and the fate of the objects of-
fered there as testimony to the Saint’s intercession is uncertain. Brad
notes, however, that the city is now littered with testimonials.

DAVID RODRIGUEZ says: I lived my entire life in New Orleans until
fourteen days before Hurricane Katrina, when I moved to Cleve-
land, Ohio. I didn’t get to see my hometown again until December
24, when I found that what I love about the city is still here, but the
illusion that we, its citizens, are in control is gone. As a resul, I feel
as if I've lost the profound connection I once had, the same as if I'd
lost a lover. At least, the questions are the same. Is she okay without
me? Is she being taken care of? What can my role in her life be now?
Every day, I wish for a better New Orleans that will retain its essen-
tial camaraderie and emphasis on celebration and gratitude. The
only way to do that is to give the people who possess those qualities
a reason to come back.

ALIISA ROSENTHAL was born and raised in uptown New Orleans.
She attended Isidore Newman School from kindergarten through
2th grade, where she was the winner of the William Faulkner Prize
for Best Short Story by a High School Student. She attended Brown
University, graduating with a degree in International Relations. She
now lives and works in Manhattan.

HELEN SCULLY is the author of In the Hope of Rising Again. She has
lived in New Orleans since 2002.
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ED $K00G lived in New Orleans from May 1998 to August 2005, and
worked at various times for the New Orleans Museum of Art, New
Orleans Center for the Creative Arts|Riverfront, UNO and Tulane.
He and his wife, Jill Marquis, still have a place in Hollygrove but for
now are in Idyllwild, California, working at Idyllwild Arts Academy.
His poems have appeared in Poetry, Slate.com, The New Republic, NO:
a journal of the arts, and previously in New Orleans Review. “Season
Finale” is part of the Epistolary project at www.sidebrow.net.

MARIE SLAIGHT has been living in New Orleans off and on since the
late 1980s, with time spent also in Buenos Aires, Montreal, and Syd-
ney, Australia. She has worked with musicians, taught acting, raised
three sons in the French Quarter, written, married, divorced, got
mugged, and last left New Orleans a week before the hurricane.

SRDJAN sMAJIC was born in Belgrade, Yugoslavia in 1974. From
1997 to 2005 he lived in New Orleans, where he got his Ph.D. in Eng-
lish from Tulane University and taught for two years at the Univer-
sity of New Orleans. He now lives in Asheville, North Carolina, and
teaches English at Furman University in Greenville, South Carolina.

KATHERINE SONIAT's The Fire Setters is available through Web Del
Sol online Chapbook Series. Her fourth collection, Alluvial, was pub-
lished by Bucknell University Press, and A Shared Life won the Iowa
Poetry Prize. Work is in recent issues of Willow Springs, Iowa Review,
Hotel Amerika, Virginia Quarterly Review and Arts and Letters. She lived
in New Orleans until 1984, but did not focus on it in her writing un-
til she arrived in Virginia. The poem in this issue is from Alluvial.

JULIA SORRENTINO has lived in New Orleans for the past three
years, where she received her BA in English Writing at Loyola Uni-
versity. “Skeletons” is her first published poem, and with continued
inspiration from New Orleans, she hopes to share the city’s magic
and authenticity with readers.
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DAVID TOLAR was born in New Orleans and brought up in its
sprawling suburbs. He is currently studying writing at Warren Wil-
son College in North Carolina.

MICHEL VARIscoO, a New Orleans native, has lived in Mid-City for
years and only recently, post-flood, has relocated to the Irish Chan-
nel. She has received a B.A. from Loyola University and an MFA
from Tulane University, and teaches at the New Orleans Center for
Creative Arts. Her recent work explores post-industrial remnants
of rural and urban areas in the South. Varisco’s work has been pub-
lished in Adbusters, USA Today, Common Ground Archeology, Cultural
Vistas, New Orleans Review, The Gambit, the Times Picayune, Louisiana
Weekly, New Orleans Tribune, New Orleans Magazine, The New Orleans
Art Review, and New Orleans River Region Renaissance. Her work has
been exhibited nationally and is in private and corporate collections.

PEGGY VARNADO taught in the New Orleans Public Schools and
earned a Master’s degree from Loyola University before mov-
ing home to Hattiesburg, Mississippi, where she is an educational
consultant and college instructor. Her work has appeared in New
Orleans Magazine, Calyx, the Magnolia Quarterly, and Voices, a literary
publication of Duke University.

OWENE HALL WEBER attended Newcomb College, as did her moth-
er and daughter. She is a retired Assistant Professor from Flagler
College in St. Augustine, Florida.

MICHAEL PATRICK WELCH is the author of the New Orleans novel
The Donkey Show (Equator Books), and the Floridian diary, Common-
place (Screw Music Forever). He pioneered OffBEAT magazine’s first
ever alternative music column, Alt N. O., which he believes sheds
light on the real musical soul of the city, while the tourist board con-
tinues to shove the past down y’all’s throat. His one-man electronic
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rock and R&B band, The White Bitch, was nominated “Best Electron-
ic Act’ at Gambit’s 2005 Big Easy Awards. He recently ruined his only
pair of good shoes, painting the entire lead float in the 2006 Krewe-
de-Tat parade, all by himself.

EVE WONG is a New Orleans designer/writer/photograher current-
ly living in New York City. Her work appears in various anthologies,

websites, and literary journals.

ANDY YOUNG is the co-editor of Meena, a bilingual Arabic/English
literary journal based in New Orleans and Alexandria, Egypt. She is
an artist/teacher at the New Orleans Center for Creative Arts and
has lived in New Orleans for the past eight years. She recently re-

ceived a Surdna Fellowship.

New Orleans Review

239




ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

The New Orleans Review is made possible thanks to the support of
the Department of English, and the College of Arts & Sciences, at
Loyola University New Orleans. Our special thanks to all of those
who helped make this issue happen in spite of the difficult circum-
stances.
Nikki Barringer
Shannon Cain
Grace Clerihew
Joyce Hooper-Corrington
Douglas Ebbitt
James R. Elkins
Brian Fitzgerald
Carey Herman
Peter Hodgson
InPrint, Houston
Mary Bernice Percy
Ashley Schaffer
St. Stephen’s Episcopal School, Houston
Aaron and Brenda Tuley
Debra Woodfork

“New Orleans Elegies” by Ralph Adamo appeared in Asheville Poetry Review,
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