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"nomads-by-choice in the welfare of settled rings"  





Allen Fisher, Dispossession & Cure








I'm not the nomad









searches for the well









the sedentary has dug.









I drink little water









and walk









apart from the caravan.








Abdellatif Laâbi

Permanent diaspora — the ideal state.



Anselm Hollo

The days of anything static, form, content, state are over. The past century has shown that anything not involved in continuous transformation hardens and dies. All revolutions have done just that: those that tried to deal with the state as much as those that tried to deal with the state of poetry. 

BRIAN MASSUMI
: They come like fate, without reason, consideration or pretext; they appear as lightning appears, too terrible, too sudden, too convincing, too ‘different’ even to be hated. Their work is an instinctive creation and imposition of forms ... That is after all how the ‘state’ began on earth. -- Nietzsche

A nomadic poetics is a war machine, always on the move, always changing, 
morphing, moving through languages, cultures, terrains, times without 
stopping. Refueling halts are called poases; they last a night or a day, the 
time of a poem, & then move on. The Sufi poets spoke of mawqif — we will 
come back to this.

A nomadic poetics needs mindfulness. In & of the drift (dérive) there is no at-
home-ness here but only an ever more displaced drifting. The fallacy 
would be to think of language as at-home-ness while "all else" drifts, 
because for language to be accurate to the condition of nomadicity, it too has 
to be drifting, to be "on the way" as Celan puts it.


[Think through Heidegger's Abgeschiedenheit, apartness as the free 
domain or land where such nomadic drifting takes place. But that domain 
is always here & not somewhere else. It is the smooth space in D&G that 
deterritorializes all striated spaces.]

nomadics: the poet as comet. See Hölderlin's "In lovely blue" & thus to escape the 
metaphor of sun, center, etc.

10/25/94 If the mind is only the body's invisibility (Merleau-Ponty) then the poem 
is merely the unreadability, the non-transparency, the opaqueness of that 
mind. An opacity grounded in the materiality of language as much / if not 
more than in the viscosity of psyche. A turbulent opacity — not a 
monumental, laminary, marble-or-granite opaqueness.

BM: The State-form is not a form. It is an abstract process: a drive to "unity." To the extent that empirical States concretize that drive, they are one and the same. Every State is the State. The State does not evolve, nor even have an origin. It arrives, like fate, in a single stroke and fully formed, from a place that cannot be located. Over and over. For "unity" is unac​tualizable. The Emper​or's conundrum: if the Great Unifier unifies the empire, is he a part of his own whole? If he is, then the empire is not unified: it is divisible into a subject and an object of unification. If he isn't, then the unity is not an empire: it is sovereignless. Any drive to unity is neces​sarily a drive to dominion, and necessarily fails. There is always a remainder and an excess of power: an object of regimentation that escapes, a subject of regimentation that recedes. If the State-form cannot be whole, it cannot be. It does not abide, it only arrives. The State is an Idea.

Robin Blaser:
"The muse requires a politics




where the tongue meets




in the thick of it




the sour sweat."

[Cups, 1960]

If Empedoklean terms or reveries may be taken as valid, then the two major modes of poesis would also involve love (eros) & strife (nike). To see the poetics of the century thus would divide them between, say, Pound/nike and Duncan/eros. But somewhere else — here, now, later & beyond this fin-de-siècle identikit — eros & nike are both less & more than self-sufficient modes, are both simply that tiny deviation from equilibrium, stasis that makes movement, i.e. life, i.e. poetry, possible: they are the clinamen, thus in a poem from the early eighties:

One moment earlier

something had deviated

moving


obliquely.

This is local fortuity

the clinamen exactly

& more exactly

deviation from equilibrium

the incline

the streak of lightning

bars the clouds

immediately a shape happens

roughly (&) circular

no need for more

a little hole around which people gather like bees

a dead body at center

a world where accident is rule

BM: Unless the people are made one, there is no way to make them attain their desire. Therefore, they are made one; as a result of this unification, their strength is consoli​dated, and in conse​quence of this consolidation, they are strong. . . . A country that knows how to produce strength . . . bars all private roads for gratifying their ambition and opens only one hole through which they can attain their desire . . . It can make the people do what they hate in order to reach what they desire. ... [The wise ruler] causes others to love. -- Lord Shang, 4th Century B.C.

A weak people means a strong state and a strong state means a weak people. Therefore, a country which has the right way is concerned with weakening the people. ... A country which knows how to produce strength but not how to reduce it may be said to be a country that attacks itself, and it is certain that it will be dismembered. -- Lord Shang

& now these five points:

1) that language has always to do with the other, in fact, for the writer is the other.

2) that there is no single other, there are only a multitude of them — plurality; even multitudes of different multitudes — hetero-pluralities.

3) language others itself always again —> nomadic writing is always "the practice of outside"; writing as nomadic practice — on the move from one other to another other.

[3a: the critic/theorist: the dog that barks as the caravan passes]

4) poetry is always, then, "on the way" — yes, on the road, as Kerouac has it here in these States where, as Sun Ra has it, "space is the place." It is also unterwegs, (underway) as Celan writes, where I hear the unter also as under the Weg, the way. (& pace, the Schwarzwälder's Holzwege!),

    underway

          +

under the way

a between-ness as essential nomadic condition, thus always a moving forward, a reaching, a tending. (I hear the need for both tension & tenderness). & an absence of rest, always a becoming, a line-of-flight [as against Being, which is always a being-toward-death, stillness].

[4a: insert here a critique of Buddhism, of any spiritualism as quietism — certainly Euro-Am adaptations of Buddhism are transcendental — while only a truly immanent spirituality is viable. Cf. Janus]

5: Celan: "Reality is not. It has to be searched for and won." Replace "reality" with "poetry" or "millennium."


That is the fin mot, last words, toward the fin-de-siècle, or a poetics thereof. (Celan's phrase is the quest, as it includes the critique of the "society of the spectacle" — & of the whole specular natures of our mis-takes on the real.)

BM: The motor of the move toward empire is a collective drive for a synthesis of the disparate elements of the social and physical environ​ments into a unified whole belonging to a single body. Since that  goal is impossible, it must be treated as Ideal--provid​ed that ideality is not understood as a final cause inhabiting a realm apart from physicali​ty. This is less trans​cendence as tradition​ally understood than a manically accelerat​ing alter​na​tion of bodily states striving to blur, like the spokes of a wheel, into an optical illusion of unity overcoming dismember​ment. That optical il​lusion is the "State Idea," or, expressing its reality as a limit-state never attained, the "State-Extreme" (what Deleuze and Guattari call the "Ur​staat" [1977:217-221]). The drive con​stituting it can be called many things. "Absolutism" would do fine, or "despotism," or "fas​cism." As long as these are under​stood not as empiri​cal modes of produc​tion or political systems but as a desire common to many forma​tions. Best for our purposes would be the term "State desire." That desire is material, but not empiri​cal, since it can express itself only in the in-between of a multi​plicity of things and states of things in motion. It is a Way: the way in which disparate elements hold together, and the road they travel together, their mutually deter​mined direction. Con​sistency plus vector. Although state desire may tend toward transcen​dence, its functioning is always immanent to the parts it tries to over​come. It is the expres​sion of a tendency in the Bergsonian sense: a self-propelling drive in​scribed in matter.

We can still use notions such as Burroughs "astronaut of inner space," or Dorn's "inside real and outsidereal," though we must be aware that for the nomad-poet, the NOET, even those distinctions have to be abolished. There is no difference between inside & outside at the poem's warp speed. We can still use Olson's statement that the need is to move, instanter, on — but no Interzone for us, no Idaho, in or out, no Gloucester hankering for a more perfect past.

NOET:  NO stands for play, for no-saying & guerrilla war techniques, for gNOsis & NOetics. ET stands for etcetera, the always ongoing process, the no closure: it stands for ExtraTerritorial, for the continuous state of being outside (not a margin that would be always definable as the margin of something called the real (territory). ET stands for Electronic Terrain, where the poem composes, recomposes, decomposes before your eyes, de- & re-territorializing at will or chance — without there being the ability to tell which of those two determinants it is. 

(The WE here is not-I, or if you prefer, the Wild East)

As far as moral or social values are concerned, total miscegenation is the only goal we believe in. Purity is the root of all evil.

We will make good use of Nathaniel Mackey's sense of a DISCREPANT ENGAGEMENT, which he circumscribes as follows:


“The title of this book is taken from one of the essays on Wilson Harris's work, ‘Poseidon (Dub Version).’ It is an expression coined in reference to practices that, in the interest of opening presumably closed orders of identity and signification, accent fissure, fracture, incongruity, the rick​ety, imperfect fit between word and world. Such practices highlight — indeed inhabit - discrepancy, engage rather than seek to ignore it. Re​calling the derivation of the word discrepant from a root meaning ‘to rattle, creak,’ I relate discrepant engagement to the name the Dogon of West Africa give their weaving block, the base on which the loom they weave upon sits. They call it the ‘creaking of the word.’ It is the noise upon which the word is based, the discrepant foundation of all coherence and articulation, of the purchase upon the world fabrication affords. Discrepant engagement, rather than suppressing or seeking to silence that noise, acknowledges it. In its anti-foundational acknowledgment of founding noise, discrepant engagement sings ‘base,’ voicing reminders of the axiomatic exclusions upon which positings of identity and meaning depend.”
From Pound we will retain that a poem has to include history. And we will add that a poem and its poet are included in history, which he seems to have forgotten at times. We also need to keep in mind that what Bataille called “la tentation fasciste” is not only a 20th century aberration, but a species-specific permanent risk for homo sapiens.

We will keep all of Valère Novarina's theatre for its ludic nomadology of names that dissolves character into a fluidity...

We will cherish Robert Kelly's notion of "ta'wil of the first line," the poem as nomadic/rhizomatic extension of some given or found beginning, but a ta'wil reduced to immanence, to a "writing through." As he tells it otherwise in A MY NAME (RA 185) "This chant was my first news of the Great Trade Route along which scarce and isolate merchant-poet-nomads carried goods from tribe to tribe, over the mountains and under the sun, bringing the only news."

We will reread Melvin Tolson's The Harlem Gallery  & ponder it's "bifacial" multiphasic poet Hideho Heights & ponder Tolson's statement on the poet's place, a statement which still startles: "The most violent revolution in the world is taking place — not in Russia, not in China, but in American poetry." 

We will remain breathless before Gertrude Stein’s nomadic syntax, an endless trace multistepping through this century’s desert geography of anybody.

We will meditate on Henri Michaux's drawing-poems, scribe of the post-semantic nomadic condition, which is ours.

We will always again read & learn from Kateb Yacine’s multiple life-long text Nedjma, his Nedjma metamorphosed into poems proses plays, and meditate on that major Maghrebian figure Kateb brought back into the people’s consciousness — La Kahina, the Berber nomad warrior queen who fought the first post-Roman wave of imperialist invaders, the Islamic armies of Sidi Oqba.

Of  Rothenberg's work we will keep everything, because his immigrant/emigrant nomadology of translation, poetry-making, anthologizing is an exemplary process at this end of the century.

We will attend to Don Byrd's Nomad Encyclopedia, he'll lead us through what he calls the “mesocosm — the dense locale of the common, that is absorbed by the exaggeration of symbolism, on the one hand, and by mere biology, on the other.”

I for one will keep navigating the phrasal syntax of Leslie Scalapino with a breathless & at times bemused pleasure, as she says “so reading, focusing only on itself, can slow to be only apprehension / reading as apprehension per se, so it is slow / has no content but that / Motion is a thing in itself; it is a reality…” and again:


“Its own self chases in utter conflict


But opens; this is when one is awake


It’s to be driven into being


A nomad.”

We will study the poetry & thought of Edouard Glissant & spent long evenings reading & sharing his Poetics of the Diverse.

We will take the whole of the new century to finally read Allen Fisher’s vast investigation into all our knowledges, the great serial constructive dérive he calls Gravity as a consequence of shape.  From his Introduction of Brixton Fractals: "Imagination and action. My knowledge of the world exists validly only in the moment when I am transforming it. In this moment, in action, the imagination functions, unblocks passivity, refuses an overview. Discontinuities, wave breaks, cell divisions, collapsed structures, boundaries between tissue kinds: where inner workings are unknown, the only reliable participations are imaginative. The complex of state and control variables. The number of configurations depends on the latter: properties typical of cusp catastrophes: sudden jumps; hysteresis; divergence; inaccessibility. Boiling water's phase change where the potential is the same as condensing steam. Random motion of particles in phase space allows a process to find a minimum potential. What is this all about? It’s a matter of rage and fear, where the moving grass or built suburbia frontier is a wave prison; where depth perception reverses; caged flight. With ambiguous vases it’s as if part of the brain is unable to reach a firm conclusion and passes alternatives along for a decision on other grounds. The goblet-and-face contour moves as it forms in your seeing.”


The result of which is a poetry of use, though the uses be not your usual aesthetic jouissance and/or socio-political alibis: “Brixton Fractals provides a technique of memory and perception analysis. It can be used to sharpen out-of-focus photographs; to make maps of the radio sky; to generate images from human energy; to calculate spectra; to reconstruct densities; to provide probability factors from local depression climates. It becomes applicable to reading; to estimate a vector of survival from seriously incomplete or hidden data, and select the different structures needed. It can provide a participatory invention different from that which most persists.”
There is, I'll maintain, a profound rime between the sense of the nomadic/ rhizomatic and Lynn Hejinian's thinking of the poet as a border-worker, a xenos-figure. As she writes: "The border is not an edge along the fringe of society and experience but rather their very middle — their between; it names the conditions of doubt and encounter which being foreign to a situation (which may be life itself) provokes — a condition which is simultaneously an impasse and a passage, limbo and transit zone, with checkpoints and bureaus of exchange, a meeting place and a realm of confusion….[T]he border landscape is unstable and perpetually incomplete. It is a landscape of discontinuities, incongruities, displacements, dispossession. The border is occupied by ever-shifting images, involving objects and events constantly in need of redefinition and even literal renaming, and viewed against a constantly changing background."

We will be frequent guests in Michel Deguy’s work, to try & think along with him what a po&sie can be. The place in which to think this, between airplanes, between Paris & Terra del Fuego (he goes to find the fire in all the places he traverses), with The Energy of Despair — the title of a recent offering — with a desire for a “poétique continuée par tous les moyens,” is the place we (hope to) come to after a long day of moving, of doing the work of becoming like, comme, human: “The principle of poetry is the principle of hospitality. Poetry is the host (of the poem) of the circumstance. What is this circumstance? Such perhaps is the essence of the host: one doesn’t know who it is. The host is always unknown; without identity. ‘C’est la vieille Déméter au foyer brillant de Celéos / Qui trempe en secret l’enfant dans un bain de braise.’”

Abdelwahab Meddeb's practice of  "allography" that inscribes an "Islamic" calligraphic textuality into a Western — French in his case — system of writing is a fundamental version of Nomadic poesis. 

Muriel Rukeyser (“I lived in the first century of world wars. Most mornings I would be more or less insane”) will always be in back of us, courage-giver, conscience of the poem, no, of life, as necessarily political, as needing to be engaged at all levels, from head to sex to feet. Besides the poems we need to reread (republish!) her Traces of Thomas Harriot — & meanwhile take to heart this sentence: “The relations of poetry are, for our period, very close to the relations of science. It is not a mat​ter of using the results of science, but of seeing that there is a meeting place between all the kinds of imagination. Poetry can provide that meeting place.” This period is still with us, even or only more so. 

Nicole Brossard has told us: “Reality is what matters and as a writer I have to deal with it as fiction because I know that twenty-first century reality will be about the worst and best of our fictions.” We need her sense exploring feminine & lesbian identity as simultaneously “quest for and conquest of meaning." To which she adds the nomadic, changeling, thought following which "identity becomes project when the border between the tolerable and the intolerable breaks down... that is when words lose their meaning or else take on a different meaning, another turn in the events of thought. The words begin to turn on themselves, inciting reflection, inciting thought to new approaches to reality."
Right here 52 pages of commentaries on the century have been deleted to be summed up now:

From the 20C we will retain everything — in memory. We will forget nothing and we will forgive nothing.

We will also remember that the twentieth century was the tail wagged by the nineteenth century dog.

BM: The individual as twentieth-century western civili​za​tion understands it is a miniaturi​za​tion of the organ-ization of despotic desire to fit the contours of a single human body. Actually, to fit the confines of the family. Western organs may seem to coincide with the actual limbs and other physical body parts of an individual body, but it is only apparently so. The Oedipal process that defines the modern western individual re​quires a differen​tial, and this en​tails the participa​tion of more than one body (con​ven​iently grouped into a single house​hold). The phallus as differential marker in the family context denotes less the penis as body part than an interbody dialectic--the same dialectic of presence and absence that finds its synthesis in the the optical illusion of the unity-in-dismemberment that was Empire. The phallus is an after-image of the emper​or's body (not the re​verse). It is a scaled-down State Idea plotted back onto the body part it ancient​ly abstract​ed. The latter-day phallus is the penis trans​formed into a per​sonal​ized organ of the state by a mini​aturiz​ing overlay onto the family of a society-wide func​tion.


Oedipus is a reincarnation of Empire, by way of God. The monotheistic god represents the completion of the spiritualiza​tion tenden​cy of despot​ism (the perfec​tion of the trick of simultaneous absence and omnipresence; pure tran​scen​dence). This spiritu​alization is a necessary condition for the ap​plication of state desire to the individual body, in which the Law laid down by the emper​or-god takes the form of a con​science or super​ego: mind over body. The develop​ment of the superego is a neces​sary condi​tion for capi​talism, whose fluctu​a​tion re​quire​ments neces​sitate a complex scatter​ing of ground-level command centers through​out the social field. Thus begins the reign of self-dic​tator​ship classically known as 'demo​cracy.' 

04/05/96 a nomadic poetics' method will be rhizomatic: which is different from that core 20C technique, collage, i.e. a rhizomatic is not an aesthetics of the fragment, which aesthetic has dominated poetics since the romantics even as transmogrified by modernism, high & low, & more recently retooled in the neo-classical form of the citation — ironic &/or decorative — throughout what is called "post-modernism."

& remember that the romantic is the anti-nomadic par excellence,  i.e. Wordsworth's "emotion recollected in tranquility." 

A nomadic poetics will cross languages, not just translate, but write in all or any of them. If Pound, Joyce & others have shown the way, it is essential now to push this matter further, again, not as "collage" but as a material flux of language matter, moving in & out of semantic & non-semantic spaces, moving around & through the features accreting as poem, a lingo-cubism that is no longer an "explosante fixe" as Breton defined the poem, but an "explosante mouvante." 

Useful in this context too is Charles Bernstein thinking about idiolects: "English languages, set adrift from the sight/sound sensorium of the concrete experiences of the English people, are at their hearts uprooted and translated: nomadic in origin, absolutely particular in practice.  Invention in this context is not a matter of choice: it is as necessary as the ground we walk on." Replace "English" here with "all" or "any" & you have a nomadic idiolectal stance.

Not the end of man, pace the twisted French desire for disappearance, but, possibly the end of the alphabet needs to be envisaged qua millennial scenario. As Don Byrd speculates:

        The great poetry of the 1960's was created in resistance to the 

alphabet as a medium that had become dangerously fluent.  By the 

1970's, no one could resist.  For the time being poiesis is in abeyance.  

        Now we gather the resources of modernism for the new medium as the poets of the sixteenth century gathered the resources of the classical tradition.  Digital speech, musical sound, and image all merge in one grammar.  The alphabet will continue in this mix for some time, but, in popular discourse, this obsolete mnemonic is even now largely decorative. 

        It remains to be found out if IBM, Microsoft, and the Turner            

Boardcasting Corporation have already coopted the renaissance.                  

The alphabet thus done & over with. "We'll keep it for the sake of a one-day classicism." It belongs to a brief 2000-year history of parcellisation, hierarchization. It's most useful fringe, its last binge being the Mac Low/ Cage investigatory methods. The suggestion here is that our space rather than being visual is much more profoundly "haptic." 

BM: The Way of nomadism: the countervailing tendency to that ex​pressed by the State-Extreme. It too follows a path toward an impossible Ideal. That ideal is not dialec​tical but rather fluc​tual: Fluidity. Fluidity is unity minus the dictate to form a single body, separated from the unidirectional drive to dominion. It is the unity in fluctuation of a collec​tion of disparate elements whose disparateness is not denied. It ​is a unity liberated from the organic ideal of the State-extreme unity, one that does not preclude diver​gence. ​If the coun​ter-ideal of the Nomadic-Extreme is impos​sible, it is not due to a con​tradic​tion in its logic but to resis​tances inherent in the material​ity of its con​stituent ele​ments (even the sea has a shore).


Nomadism, like its statist counter-extreme, is not reducible to a par​ticular economic or political system. It is a mode of being in geosocial space that may assume many forms, all of which neverthe​less share a common dynamic. Nomadic formations are those which value motion over fixation, varia​tion over order; which affirm the spaces between stops rather than beelining to a promis​ed land; which reach a resting point only to use it as a relay to a future move; which have no finality, only process; which skim the surface rather than implanting a sym​bolic edifice or superimpos​ing a code or statistical grid; which "oc​cupy space without counting it" rather than "counting space in order to occupy it" (Deleuze and Guattari); which involve "arraying oneself in an open space" rather than arrang​ing a closed space around oneself; which smooth without striat​ing. 


No social formation can ever effectively reach either extreme. Even the nomads of the steppes, even the superfascist First Empire of China, were mixed formations. They stand out as examples of societies that fol​lowed their desires to a point un​usually close to their respective ideals, but they were in no way pure of opposite attractions. In fact, the State-Extreme by definition includes its opposite, nomadic smoothness--translated as organic unity. Conversely, it may be argued that even the most fluid of nomadic formation contain the germs of a State.

The visual thus a special case only & to be revisited as such: The nomad eye of cubism (& dada/surrealism) as against the sedentary perception of perspective.  As James J. Gibson (The Ecological approach to Vision Perception) suggests, motion is the natural mode of human and animal vision: "We must perceive in order to move, but we must also move in order to perceive." Thus the usefulness of writing in painting, Cy Twombly, etc. ...

BM: Capitalism, like the State itself, is a mode of desire. Since capitalism requires a complex pattern of independent flows, the desire it embodies militates against the State-Extreme. Under late capitalism, even the miniatured, dispersed despotism of the individual begins to break down. It is dispersed to the breaking point by technologization. H​​​uman perception and judgment are relegated by degrees to the periphery of integrated circuits acting more and more automa​tically: poll responses relayed into computer analysis relayed into the mass media; satel​lite spy images relayed into computer analysis relayed into missile guidance systems. As human mental and perceptual functions are supplemented or even supplanted by technological translations of them, the leader and his subjects become increasingly peripheral to their own activi​ties. The apparatus is expelling them. The human is less and less central, occupying instead the end-points of autonomic circuits: the human gives the poll respon​se, and receives the results in the next day's paper; a human presses a button and a "soft target" blows (“soft target” was Gulf War lingo for “soldier”).


The human is expelled from the apparatus only to be incor​porated all the more fully into it, as a relay point in increas​ingly integrated autonomic systems. Expelled as commander to be integrated as connector, the human is transformed by its own works from a brain legislating life to a ligament bindng machine cycles. Human rule ceases to be the measure of the universe as the human is adjoined to machinic processes capable of operating on scales infinitely smaller or larger than any single human being can comprehend or control: from despotic overcoding to cosmic adjunction. The human organism has been most successfully subsumed not in the overarching name of global unifica​tion, but by forms of inorganic life that can tap into cosmic energies, and limit human participation to local adjacen​cy to them.


Ultimately, the history of the State is the endocolonization of the earth by the apparatus. While this may mark the end of human sovereignty, it will not mark the end of power. It may be a new form of power, perhaps more effective than any yet seen.
…Or for me right now, the work of painter / singer / performance artist Nicole Peyrafitte, her ink drawings, those shapes & figures crossing & recrossing animal & vegetal, human & non-human, combining in a wild metonymic grammar of desire, & through that pictorial space, these thin lines of near-microscopic writing, in red or black ink, traversing, circumventing, circumscribing, separating, piercing, splicing, connecting the figural volumes & the smooth space of the paper. The attraction of language, the desire to read the lines, pushes the onlooker to move in, to close in on the drawing in order to decipher the text. The lines move freely & the reader cranes her neck, twist herself around in order to follow the contour of the lines of writing, then steps back to grasp a figure, moves in again to read — & while reading can no longer "see" the organized, striated space of the figural volumes which themselves now dissolve into lines-of-flight. This constant destabilization of view-point, this continuous eye-&-body-act of de- & re-territorializing the spaces of the drawing keep the viewer from ever being able to find that fictional single static point, that center outside the painting/drawing that would organize a fixed, rectilinear, thus hierarchical world & gaze, as was the aim of Renaissance perspective. (Go to url: http://www.nicolepeyrafitte.com/ for more.


The nomad poet, the NOET, gives allegiance to INDRA the warrior god as that is the point of entry to break open the unholy trinity that, so Dumézil, has ruled the Indo-European organizations, from Asian days to Xtian America. If Varuna and Mitra, king and priest, constitute the double points of power they need Indra to consolidate the static state (of everything) — but Indra always escapes, exceeds. Write D/G: "Indra, the warrior god is in opposition to Varuna no less than to Mitra. He can no more be reduced to one or the other than he can constitute a third of their kind. Rather, he is like a pure and immeasurable multiplicity, a pack, and irruption of the ephemeral and the power of metamorphosis. He unties the bond just as he betrays the pact. He brings a furor to bear against sovereignty, a celerity against gravity, secrecy against the public, a power (puissance) against sovereignty, a machine against the apparatus."


One of the new machines of a nomadic poetry — & we are not afraid of technology, all poetry has been techno-bonded from the beginning — one of the new machines is the computer. Interestingly enough, one of those investigating cyberpoetics — one incarnation of nomadic poetics — is John Cayley whose ongoing work is called INDRA'S NET. Here is what he has to say concerning his project:


"Indra's Net pieces employ generative algorithms and semi-aleatory processes and the composition of the algorithm is seen as an integral if normally invisible part of the composition of the piece. One of the unique facilities offered by the computer in this context is the ability to set up a feedback loop. 'Experimental' texts can be generated and the results reviewed quickly and painlessly enough to allow the processes to be modified and improved. Once distributed, the pieces 'run' and generate text for a reader. The reader can interact but does not choose pathways between words directly in the way that she might choose a pathway through the spaces of hypertext fiction. However in my most recent distributed piece, readers can alter the work itself (irreversibly), collecting generated lines or phrases for themselves and adding them to the hidden given text so that eventually their selections come to dominate the generative process. The reader's copy may then reach a state of chaotic stability, strangely attracted to one particular modulated reading of its original seed text. [NB] Work in progress is towards a series of '(Plastic) Literary Objects' which will be both generative and responsive, triggered by as many as possible of the program- and user-generated events that are accessible using a standard computer system. This latest object will be a far cry from the average web page.                                                                                                               -- John Cayley."

THE NOET AS INDRA AND INDRA AS PACK, AS MULTITUDE or multiplicty, lays to rest another fundamental misconception recently inherited from France. Barthes' doleful sense that "the author is dead." Were it so, that would only transcendentalize him or her, for who else is god but the dead author, deus absconditus? The binary on-off logic of Descartian discourse haunts even the most sensible of the French to this day. No, what has happened is that the author has multiplied, has lost its his her identity as singular subject. Rimbaud accurately said, way back towards another fin-de-siècle, "I is another." We now have to say: "I is many others". A nomadic poetics will thus explore ways in which to make — & think about — a poetry that takes into account not only the manifold of languages & locations but also of selves each one of us is constantly becoming. The nomadic poem as ongoing & open-ended chart of the turbulent fluxes the dispersive nature of our realities make inevitable.

BM:

From blinding light

to disappearance

from the irruption of the State

to the effacement of its subject.

We return to late-capitalist America

by way of the most ancient of desires

following the self-dispersing body of the

Despot.

Our face

which we cannot countenance

is his.

After all.

Leave it to the bureaucrats.

A history of the present

for a leaderless future

these eyes will never see.

Do not ask us to remain the same.
This French Trouble, which has colonized English departments in the American University, needs further & ongoing critique. Theory is late, & belongs to the imperial city construct, the sedentary revenge of  the ronds de cuir, those who have leather as pant seats, rather than as saddle — those who do not dare enlist on Rimbaud's "Drunken Boat," those who are not Ishmael, who remain scared of Queequeq who is all writing, whose body is the book of nomad inscription. Such a critique will come from the NPLF, the Nomadic Poetic Liberation Front. Here's how Don Byrd & Jed Rasula (in an, unhappily, still unpublished essay) deal with, and "détournent," deturn (to use that tactical situationist word), among many other things, another such sacred cow — the Lacanian axiom according to which "the unconscious is structured like a language:" "Lacan's attempt to make the unconscious homologous with language is a bid for escaping the vicious circle of representation by affirming a principle of unconscious as all surface. Where Lacan says, 'the unconscious is like a language' we might well substitute: the unconscious likes language. The libidinal hunger, the drive or Trieb that Freud finds lurking as a primal disposition of the unconscious, thus assumes an amatory/predatory  relation to the constitutive grounds of consciousness as such." This opens up the possibility of thinking the unconscious as a nomadic war-machine. Freud's hyper-cathexed erotico-thanatosian one-way "drives" have been reconfigured as what D/G call "affects." These represent the ability to affect & be affected rather than a personal feeling. An affect is "a prepersonal intensity corresponding to the passage from one experiential state of the body to another and implying an augmentation or diminution in that body's capacity to act." "It is the active discharge of emotion, whereas feeling is an always displaced, retarded, resisting emotion." Amatory/predatory affects are nomadic lines of intensity having to do with ways of moving between different strata such as consciousness/ unconsciousness, etc.

The NOET learns & then writes in foreign languages (real or made-up ones) in order to come to the realization that all languages are foreign. Do away with the prison-house of the mother-tongue, as I have written elsewhere (go back to page 000, point 6 of the opening essay: BAROCCO. Which allows me now to bring up here unfinished project — I'm offering it here to anyone who wants to pick it up — I had concocted in the late seventies with my sadly departed old friend, the Swiss-Italian poet Franco Beltrametti (another true nomad poet): an anthology to be called BLOWS AGAINST THE MOTHER-TONGUE & which would gather the work of poets who had written nomadically in a language that was not their mother-tongue: from Ovid, say, to Anselm Hollo.

Jerome Rothenberg & I spent most of the final decade of the past century putting together a large work called POEMS FOR THE MILLENNIUM. Talking about it in Chicago shortly after its publication I said: "Sometimes I say I. Sometimes I say we: Jerry may or may not agree. We are two authors but already an anthology in ourselves. To quote Deleuze & Guattari at the opening of A THOUSAND PLATEAUS: 'The two of us wrote Anti-Oedipus together. Since each of us were several, there was already quite a crowd.'" The authors are, pace Blake, both in eternity & in time. And that vast assemblage we called POEMS FOR THE MILLENNIUM, & which on the face of it looks like an anthology edited by two poets, should maybe better be seen as a nomadology in action, an event authored by us, which means the two multitudes that Jerry & I are, plus the multiplicities the poets in the book make. 

the tent, the text

philosophy is the enemy of the nomad because, as Novalis knew, philosophy is only a sort of home sickness, a need to feel everywhere at home. Poetry is the opposite: a desire to feel everywhere estranged, in touch with or at least reaching for the other, out of house & home. Poetry is to be out of house & home. In a tent, maybe, in the text, maybe, intent on the texture underhand, underfoot. The basic desire of poetry is therefore nomadic.

But if it is all flux, all nomad wandering, when & how to write. How not to stop & yet do the poem? At the beginning of this text I had referred to the poem as a poasis, an poem-oasis, i.e. a stop in the moving along the nomad line-of-flight. Recently the Tunisian poet Abdelwahab Meddeb brought my attention to a term used by the 10C Sufi poet Niffari who introduced the concept of  "mawqif" (plural: mawâqif) — into his poetics in order to define what the poem is: The mawqif is the pause, the stop-over, the rest, the stay of the wanderer between two moments of movement, two runs, two sites, two places, two states. Writes Meddeb: "It enjoys a rest, raises itself upright; between two durations it scrutinizes briefly the instant when from its height it confronts the vision or the word exteriorizing itself." 


Of course that notion of the stop-over, of the resting place or moment of the weary nomadic traveler between two travels or travails gets hypostasized in Christianity as the stations of the Cross and in the medieval imperial church reduced from a nomadic line-of-flight to a circular, domesticated movement — the procession — inside or around the church or cathedral. (Just as in official, imperial Islam the nomadic line of flight gets domesticated into the circular movement, the circumambulation of the Ka'aba). It is fascinating to note that one of the early texts of modern poetry, along the noetic line-of-flight of blasphemy & comedy, of universal convertibility of all principles, goes straight for the jugular of that corralled hypostasis of the Christian stations of the cross, liberating its movement in a belly-laugh of the blasphemous & absurd. I am of course referring to Alfred Jarry's THE PASSION OF JESUS CONSIDERED AS AN UPHILL BYCICLE RACE.

The mawqif has to be conceived as a tension, a movement of a peculiar kind, & not as some static resting point — it is a momentary, moving placement on a smooth space, metonymic in relation to before & after, and not a resting place, metaphor for the final resting place, that transcendental parking lot, above or below. It is a (momentary) stance in relation to & with space, the horizonal, thus active, in motion, even if of a different motion than that before or after. A whirling motion, making for the connection (rhizomatic) between today's & tomorrow's nomadic moves, whirling dervish, or that dance/stance, as Charles Olson once put it: "How to dance / sitting down." 

Here is Niffari in a poem in which God argues with the poet-seeker,  

STOPPING IN THE NAME OF GOD 

He stopped me & said to me:

All you have shown is your veil

& all you have hidden is your veil

& all you have inscribed is your veil

& all you have effaced is your veil

& all you have covered is also your veil.

& He said to me:

Your veil is your soul

It is the veil of veils

If you leave it, you leave the veils

If you veil yourself with it

All the veils will veil you.

& He said to me:

Leave your soul only through My light

It will traverse the veil, My light

Only then will you see how it veils

& through what it veils.

& He said to me:

If your essence leaves you, every veil will follow it

If your sojourn is inside a veil, it will reside there.

& He said to me:

He, He said: O Master

For my essence I have always been jailer

Its sojourn is in me

Give it back to its jail, re-establish it in its sojourn!

That's when I said: O my soul!

Come back to your jail

Re-establish yourself in your sojourn!

& He said to me:

Man!

He who has seen Me and has gazed on My "mawqif" 

illicit will be for him, inside My veil, licit food.

& He said to me:

Man!

You will not make a resting place inside My veil.

 .....

This "mawqif," or station or "poasis," this moment of movement- in-rest, of movement on another plane or plateau, between today's & tomorrow's lines of flight. 

1/15/00

The word is/as the mawqif, the station, the oasis, the momentary resting place.

The caravan of syntax discovers it, the new word, as it, the sentence, pushes into the not-yet-written, the word comes, or is given — becomes to itself, as may be, however it happens. 

And I stop, and if the word is new or renewed, I will be surprised & delighted & will rest in it, for a moment, for the briefest of pauses, then push on, then the push of ta’wil will get the sentence or line or caravan on trek again, into the great desert ahead, in time, in search of another oasis-word, resting place, station.

To close with, let’s open an older book to look at how such a nomadic poetics is profoundly at work in the great Bedouin poetries — the pre-islamic mu'allaqat or odes — that are so often described as stilted, over determined, static poems because of their presumably predetermined closed structures and monorhymes. In fact, these poems can be seen exactly as nomadic derives, or as rhizomatic structures.

There are 10 — in some more restricted canons only 7 — poems, mu'allaqat, or odes that make up the established, exemplary corpus of pre-islamic poetry.   Of greatly varying length, the odes usually start in the same place (the atla'l, or meditation on the traces of an old camp the poet comes across in his wanderings), then goes on to a hymn to his camel (a moment of stasis & then precipitous movement) after which it will often laud the poet's lady, then his weapons & exploits in the manner of the praise poem, & go on to tell of the tribe's great feats. What is fascinating is the rhizomatic way in which the poem, inside of that set structure, proceeds via series of images, moving from realm to realm, human — animal — vegetable — mineral, & back up, away & around & through, horizontal & vertical, taproots, transfers. Writes Jacques Berque: "This process, where one or the other series alternate, does not worry about coherency. Its most moving aspect, I mean its most mobilizing aspect, is the heteroclite richness of its calls [appels], much more so than their respective compatibility or their mutual cohesion. What is important for this process is, literally, to transfer. It takes the trope seriously, or at least has not yet had the time to reduce it exclusively to a rhetoric. And that rhetoric is also present in some of these poems, permitting the outrageous, the ironic and the precious to come through, as well as the reflexive from the instinctive, the factive from the originary, — it is that dérive, no, that perpetual hunt from realm to realm, from stadium to stadium, from genre to genre, that could appear as specifically Arabic."


The monorhyme scheme (something obviously impossible to reproduce or use in English — though some dub poetry tries something similar but with great constricting, limiting results) is interesting, however, for nomad thought. It is pure repetition & not pattern.

One of these, & maybe my personal favorite, is Ibn Tarafah's ode, on which I worked with an Iraqi friend in the late seventies, & which has been much on my mind again lately. He is the most modern, rebel of the nomad poets, an early Rimbaud.

And an exemplary political poet: in Tarafah we witness the clash of the nomadic war-machine, its poetic line of flight & attack in this case, with the hierarchical sedentary orders of king & governor, arbitrary law & executioner. Here's his VIDA (to borrow nomadically from the bio-form of those later wandering-poets, the troubadours):


Tarafah ibn al ‘Abd ben Sufyan ben Malik al Bakri of the tribe of the Bakr ben Wa’il was born in 543 AD in Bahrein on the Persian Gulf. His father died when he was still a child.  His mother’s brothers, bound by law & custom to take him in, were greedy & scornful men who neglected his education & robbed him of his rightful inheritance.


As soon as he was old enough, Tarafah took to women, wine & gambling.  He got so crazy his scandalized tribe kicked him out. So he took to the road with his camel, erring from country to country. Some said he went as far as Abyssinia. According to the tales, he divided his time between raiding the livestock & women of other tribes, & stopping in oases to meditate on the meaning of life. After a disastrous attempt to reintegrate his tribe he went back to his nomadic-bohemian ways, now adding poetry to his activities. He became known as a poet, a sha’ir — literally, “one who knows.” 


This nomads' nomad came one day to the court of Hira where he met up with his uncle, Al Mutalammis and his brother-in-law, Abd Amr ben Bichr, both renowned poets. Amr ben Hind, the king, has heard that Tarafah was a sha'ir & thus received him well & made him one of his familiars. Hira was in those days a rich & opulent city, burning like a star & drawing people like a magnet. But Tarafah, the nomad-poet & free Beduin was to have a rough time of it among the sedentary hierachies. "The butterfly was to burn his wings on this flame," as one commentator put it. Unable — & unwilling — not to speak out. First he antagonized his brother-in-law, accusing him of mistreating his sister, Al Khirniq. Then he composed a satire on king Amr himself & on the latter's brother, prince Qabus. The enraged brother-in-law used the occasion to turn the king against Tarafah, who, as they say, thus "dug his grave with his tongue."


The royal revenge against the poet was not long in coming. Tarafah & his uncle received letters from the king to be taken to the latter's governor in Bahrain. On the road Al Mutalammi became suspicious, broke the seal & read the letter: it was his death warrant. He tore it to pieces & told his nephew to do the same, but Tarafah refused to even open his letter. When they reached Bahrein they went to see the governor who happened to belong to the Bakr, Tarafah's own tribe.  The governor read the letter & told Tarafah to get out as fast as his camel could run. The nomad-poet refused so the governor has him thrown in jail & wrote the king: "Name another governor. I refuse to have this young man executed."


The king complied with this request, naming a new governor who belonged to the tribe of the Beni Taghli who had long lived in enmity with the Bakr. This man told Tarafah:" I have to kill you one way or the other. Which way would you prefer to die. The choice is yours." 


Tarafah's answer was: "Fill me with wine all the way up to the throat. Then bleed me." Which is what happened: Tarafah shed his life like a punctured goatskin sheds its wine. That was in 569 AD, & Tarafah wasn't thirty yet. His tribe bemoaned his death & his sister, the poet Al Khirniq, composed a glorious ode in his memory.


The translation of the ode (incomplete, here) is itself a nomadic process: obviously incapable of rendering the form — not only the monorhyme scheme & the complex meters are impossible in English, but even more troublesome is the structure of high rhetoric, something so alien to contemporary American poetry & voice as to be inadmissible. In fact translations that try to reproduce it sound like bad late Victorian or Tennysonian orientalism. My nomadic translation then comes via a nearly Japanese, haiku-ess decision to lop off the rhetoric, leave the image clusters & organize them (shades of Williams' three stepped lines) into short stanzas. Here it is:

Khawla’s abandoned camp site :




(at'lâl

an old tattoo’s fading glow



on the schist slopes of Thamad mountain






Between brown lips her smile





mirrors marigolds unfolding in white sand







on a dew-wet dune



the sun lent it its rays — black antinomy






darkened her gums




never touched a tooth



If you look for me among the assembled sages




you’ll find me — you’ll find me too


in the taverns where they sell wine




When late at night she sings for us





my illustrious companions’ faces






light up like novas



Come off it! you who tell me




not to fight & not to fuck,





if






ever I did quit,





could you offer me







immortality?


As you cannot save me from death

let me offer death, right now, all




this hand can hold.




I wouldn’t give a damn





to know the hour of my death






if it weren’t for these three:



first — & quit bugging me about it —




the pleasure  of an old wine that





foams as soon as you add water



then there is the call from someone in need:




I come running, hunched over, a


tamarisk wolf sensing water



& last but not least the joy in shortening a cloudy day




laying a well-fleshed lady





under a firmly pitched tent.

I have spent my life generously drinking


at its source  .   if death should come tomorrow



whose throat would be parched?


No matter how fast a man runs



death is a long leash




its other end firmly grasped

& the days will lay bare what you don’t yet know


& someone will refuse you bread



someone will come








bringing news:







a traveler with no luggage








& no invitation.

The millennium will be nomadic or it will not be: this is paradigmatic, unless we learn the art of moving & connecting all contents, all languages, all machines we will be the tail of the 20C tail wagged by the 19C dog.

� In September 1999 I gave a presentation of this text in the context of the “Naked Lunch” talk series at Suny Albany. Following the format of the series, Brian Massumi was asked to be my “respondent.” He & I preferred to weave our texts together to avoid a binarism in the presentation that would have been in opposition to the aims of the text. It now seems only just to integrate BM’s intervention, as is done here, with BM’s permission, from his and Kenneth Dean’s "First and Last Emperors: The Body of the Despot and the Absolute State" (Autonomedia)





