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Stephen Ratcliffe
(b. 1948; Boston, Massachusetts) 

Stephen Ratcliffe has published more than twenty books of poetry, including New 
York Notes (1983), Distance (1986), [where late the sweet] BIRDS SANG (1989), spaces in the light said 
to be where one/ comes from (1992), Present Tense (1995), Sculpture (1996), SOUND/(system) (2002), 
and Conversation (2011). In the late 1990s, he began a series of ‘poems-written-in-consecutive-days’ 
which is still going on, and has thus far resulted in three 474-page books — Portraits & 
Repetition (2002), REAL (2007), and CLOUD / RIDGE (2011) — and three 1,000-page books 
— HUMAN / NATURE, Remarks on Color / Sound, and Temporality (2011), and most recently sound of 
wave in channel (Editions Eclipse, 2016, the fifth 1,000-page book volume, all available at http://
eclipsearchive.org/editions.html). His ongoing ‘daily poems’ can be found online 
at stephenratcliffe.blogspot.com.

Ratcliffe’s interest in duration extends to performances of his daily writing work: audio recordings of his 
work include fourteen-hour readings and collaborations with musicians can be found at PennSound 
here: http://writing.upenn.edu/pennsound/x/Ratcliffe.php. Ratcliffe is also the author of three works of 
literary criticism: Campion: On Song (1981), Listening to Reading (2000), andReading the Unseen: 
(Offstage) Hamlet (2010). He has lived in Bolinas, a small town on the coast north of San Francisco, 
California since 1973, and is the publisher of Avenue B books.

The pile of matches on his kitchen table, the daily poems on pages stacked up on table in living room, and 
the photos of things he sees in his life in Bolinas, all of it part of his ongoing ‘work with 
materials’ — “composition as meditation as part of my daily life.”

–

Dinah Young
(b. 1932; Newbern, Alabama)

DINAH YOUNG TELLS HER STORY

“I was born here in Hale County somewhere, in a old house burned down, over where I call 'the swamp.' I 
don't know exactly where. Talk to the lady up the street. She knows and I don't. She says it was 
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somewhere down here in the woods somewhere, in a house that burned down. I was born in 1932. My 
mama did tell me that I was born anemic and had pneumonia, and the doctor had to come to feed me three 
times a day.

My mama come out of fifteen children. My grandmama had been a white man's daughter, and my mother 
had the white folks' hair. She had fourteen children herself, I think she said. We got plenty of Indians 
back in the family but I can't rake them up. Everybody else got that long straight Indian hair, and I just got 
me these old knots. I don't know why, they just popped out on my head.

Growing up, it was horrible; it was terrible. We had a lot of us, and the parents didn't know how to 
discipline. They was children themselves, if you want to know the truth. There's a adult part and a child 
part in everybody, and when adults act worser than a child, they can't raise a child. You have to have 
stability and attitude about you to raise children, to know how to make picks and chooses between them, 
and everything went bad. And never did stop going bad. Except I always seemed to be able to get to 
myself and correct myself.

As we grew on up, it stayed rough. Seem all we do was haul wood and water. Daddy was a carpenter. We 
all farmed. So we just suffered along the way, and we had to be our own parents. We had everything to 
do, and it was really hard. We always had to go in the woods and we had to saw trees down—big trees. 
We had to saw them up and put them on the wagon that the damn horse wouldn't pull. And every time we 
would put it on there, she wouldn't pull away. She would drop to throw the wood off, and when the 
wagon was empty, she'd go on. We reloaded it, and reload again, till we got home. She keep throwing it 
off, we throw it back on. We used to struggle, and saw our wood, and work like men—and the two boys 
wouldn't do a damn thing. The world's worse. We used to have to go down to the creek, haul our wash 
water. We didn't even have a well. We walk two, three miles over to a guy's house and got our water 
'cause they had a well. Things we shouldn't have done we had to do. It was our duty.

We walked to school—three, four miles. The weather wasn't like it is now or we wouldn't have got 
nowhere. It's too hot now, and too cold, and it rains too much, or not enough. I walked from way up there 
to way down here. I went to the ninth grade here—it didn't go higher than the ninth—and then we had to 
go to Hale County to the training school. We had to ride the bus to school in Greensboro. But I just put it 
damn down and went to Buffalo, New York.

I had a cousin was real sick in Buffalo, New York, I went there to see about. I stayed awhile, two years or 
so, until she got back going. I come back—I was about twenty then—and I went to Birmingham. See, I 
had to leave here in '53, 'cause they had taken all the land and the crops away from peoples where nobody 
couldn't make a living. So you had to go somewhere to get a job. I went on my own to Birmingham.

In Birmingham, well, I played around there. Mostly I catered different parties, arranged big trays of food, 
and worked for people doing jewelry shows and things, and did housekeeping and nursing. Too damn 



much. I did cafeteria work, restaurants, and nightclubs. I worked for a wholesale jewelry company and 
did displays over in Atlanta, and I had to get all that together and decorate this and that, and table 
decorations to make. And I made a whole lot of corduroy things to go on the display tables and little carts 
on rollers. And all the holidays I was catering parties. It just goes on.

And I came back here. I always said if I ever got back to myself, God knows I'm going to stay. And I 
found two older peoples staying in this old house. I met them April 7, 1991. I was near sixty years old. 
They asked me to live here and take care of them. I also found that other house 'cross town, and the owner 
let me move some of my stuff in there. The woman that owned it, she lived in Akron, Ohio, and in '98 she 
went to bitching about how bad I kept that raggly damn house, and she tore up all my stuff. I had to carry 
the rest of the damn stuff over here and store it in the yard. I just want to whip her black ass—throw some 
gasoline on it and put a match to it—but it wouldn't bring anything back.

It's okay here. Some things about it could improve; the food's bad, so bad, and the chemicals in the food 
have changed my whole life. My hair turned to grass. And I never was so ugly, until I got arthritis. Oh, 
Jesus, I wish I could show you a picture of myself. I found a old picture a few years ago and thought, 
That's a beautiful woman, and put it back, and found it again the next year and realized, Ah, that's myself.

Insects bad around here. Mosquitoes so bad. They live a long time when the weather's bad. You think 
they dead when the cold come—go back there and can't even find a little old one—then it warm up, they 
thaw out, they get up and go. Gone. That's how I learn. I pay attention. And the little lizards—I thought 
they going to die because of no food in the cold. And I see them later and I say, 'I thought all of y'all got 
caught in the cold and couldn't survive.' But, I say, 'Jesus, they're just like the frogs. Whenever it warm 
up, they go.' And I was glad to found that out because it's been some nasty cold. Days and nights. I don't 
worry no more, not about the little creatures. Now, with all this rain you can't cut the grass when you need 
to. Do mosquitoes bite you like they bite me?

It's such a hot spot here so much of the time. During the winter you might freeze back in this little end, 
because the house is so raggly and it's shady. But we have so many hot days in the winter. It don't never 
stay winter. It switches to a hot day today, and a cold, and a hot day today, and you got to keep up with 
the weather, and then it switches.

So I been here ten years. Slavering. Nothing but slavering. You can't do nothing here, and can't get away 
if you want to. I waited on them two older peoples. One of them's dead now; the lady died last May. The 
old guy's in the home up in Greensboro. He'll be ninety-six, June coming. He don't even know me now 
when I go see him. I'll be here till I be buried. I'm not going to move no more. The peoples that own the 
house be gone now: on her side, the nieces and nephews, in Detroit. They has no interest in it. They didn't 
even come pay to move the body when she passed. The state buried her; they go in and bury you when the 
family denies you.



I take care of some yards around here. Used to do five of them. Only two now. They take care of me for 
my work. On the holidays they feed me good meals. We always communicated that way. I got a 
neighborly arrangement. I meant to ask you to bring me some animal crackers.

I'll be here when you come back next time. Where I'm going to go?”

–

Susan Howe
(b. 1937; Boston, Massachusetts)

Susan Howe is the author of several poetry collections, including Debths (New Directions, 2017), That 
This (New Directions, 2010), The Midnight (2003), Kidnapped (2002), The Europe of 
Trusts (2002), Pierce-Arrow (1999), Frame Structures: Early Poems 1974-1979 (1996), The 
Nonconformist’s Memorial (1993), The Europe of Trusts: Selected Poems (1990), 
and Singularities(1990).

Howe is the author of two landmark books of literary criticism, My Emily Dickinson and The Birth-mark: 
Unsettling the Wilderness in American Literary History, and three records with David Grubbs. Howe 
participated in the 2014 Whitney Biennial, and received the Bollingen Prize in American Poetry in 
2011. She has been named a fellow by the Stanford Institute for Humanities, The Guggenheim 
Foundation, and as an Anna-Maria Kellen Fellow at the American Academy in Berlin. She taught for 
many years at the State University of New York-Buffalo. She lives in Guilford, Connecticut. 

–

Loren Connors
(b. 1949; New Haven, Connecticut)

Loren Connors is inspired in music by art, and in art by music.  For over four decades, he has 
improvisationally composed original guitar music that embraces the aesthetics of blues, Irish airs, blues-
based rock and other genres, while letting go of rigid forms. Connors has performed solo and with such 
avant musicians as Keiji Haino, Thurston Moore, Jandek, Kim Gordon, and frequent collaborator 
Suzanne Langille.  Yet he names abstract expressionist painter Mark Rothko his most important 
influence.

Trained in the arts by sculptor Michael Skop, a pupil of sculptor Ivan Mestrovic, who was a pupil of 
Auguste Rodin, Loren Connors works with pencil, toner, and unique photocopying techniques to create 
evocative prints that arise from the aesthetics of music. Two of his works were displayed in the Sonic 
Youth exhibit, “Sensational Fix,” which toured Europe in 2009, in such venues as the Kunsthalle 



Dusseldorf (Germany), Malmo Konsthall (Sweden) and Centro Huarte de Arte Contemporaneo (Spain).
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