¢. . Ted Berrigan
4 Jnm Carroll has to- be: .the
biggest y thing amriving in hero:c
culture right now. "How does it
feel 1o be a famous. poet?” “It
fecls .” No, no  more.: It's
beginning to fecl famous? & hall
the population is under 25. The
pocems for the singing voice that
pour from radios and rvecord
plavers, are turning kids on, and
turning them on to poems for
the talking voice, too. There are
so many fresh and exciting and
amazingly talented pocts under
25 now, and what a pleasurc
they are! Thanks, heatniks!
Thanks, Beatles!, and thanks,
Bobby Dylan! Or at least 1 think
thanks.

.Jim Carroll is beautiful. He
savy, "I was forewarncd about
the clocks falling on me, so all |
felt was 8 colors as my wrist
watch flew into the sky's check.
Waiches arc very symbolic of
sccurity? they remind mc of
Frank O7lara. Frank O'hara
reminds me of many wonderful
things, as does the vanilla light

"

lle's 20 years old, slands
6’3", and has a body like
Nurcyev (or would have were
Nureyev Clint Eastwood).
Across a parly, or a poelry-
reacing one sces above a black
swath of leather, Jim Carroll’s
brilliant-red - Prince  Valiant cut
qunclly nodd.mg

He is saying, "My family lives
in Inwood. My (ather owned an
Irish bar, and 1 went to lots of
Catholic schools, until this qucer
basketball scout
Tittlcberger got me a combined
scholastic/athletic scholarship w
Trinity.” (Among other famous
alumni of Trinily may be listed
Humphrey, Truman Capote,
Billy Berkson, and Aram
Saroyan.) :

“I'm also_impressed by the-
various pels’ evcryone is con-
cealing under their clothing.”

Jim Carroll first appeared in
my life as a huge white paw
hung purposcfully from the near
end of a long brown corduroy’
arm. It was late one Wednesday
evening, in front of Gem's Spa,
the corner at 2nd Avenue & St..
Mark's Place, in the Spring of
1967. A slight grey rectangle
blocked my further view. [
stopped short, although none of
this is the lcast bit unusual at
Gem’s Spa. But the giant who
matcrialized behind the - hand
certainly was unusual. It seemed
to he saying, Pay attention, and
1 did so. “I'm Jim Carroll,” the
giant said and became 2 very
interesting person. “I’ve just-had
this book of poems published,
and ['D like to give vou a copy
to read.” *1°d love to read . 1
sail, (Fhat’s what | always say.)
S, I ook the small-pamphlet of-
dim Careoll’s "pocms  home -to’
1ol 1
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Pocms by Jim Carroll. Inside, on
the back of- theoutside cover,
there- was a brief note, hand-
written,! It “said: “Please reply,
I’d fike 10 show you more.” And
then: *“Fuck the spelling in this
book—it was pnnlcd in New
Jcrscv :

ORGANIC TRMNS is a tremen-
dous cxpericnce. Most of the
pocms in it were written when
Jim was 14, I5 and I6. Uve
never scen anything like it. 1 can
say Rimbaud, but that doesn’t
bring in how  Amcrican Jim
Carroll is, and a critic-might, and
probably would, say, O'Hara;
but Frank O’Hara .never wrote
anywhere near this well until
well into his 20's. . The poems in
the book arc new, and Lhey are
now (stil). If there is to be
anothcr *“*New American
Poetry”, and therc is, as the finc
dust scttles over the “New
Amcrican Poetry 1945-60", Jim
Carrol) is the first truly-new
Amcrican poct. His imagination
is as natural to him as the
cvidence of his senses, and, in
fact, its light transforms that
always slightly belated informa-
tion directly back into right
now; no greatcer pleasure!

" Annc Waldinan, who should
know, says, “Jim is a born star.
Ie's so tall and beautiful, and he
probably knows a lot. I love the
way he talke.”

21 could hslcn to him for
days.”

‘You're in a house. It's a
good housc. Babies breathe in
this h**Go Lo the mirror. Comb
my hair down straight. Put on
The Velvet Underground. . . .Put
on iy silver ring . .. everything
fine .. .Check to sec how much
is left .. .Giant beds with every-
one I know. No kcx."

“Onc is not searching for
blind . significance, . only .for. a
shelter from thousands of
inverted footprints, which are
those of many erotics in decp
gorges of wonderfully green
humidity ..."”

““There is an ‘enjoyable
fabric” which slips beneath me
every time ] pass by warmth,”*

“but
worked .out [ine, not like the
weather, which is dark as a
laundry closet in a very ‘cheap’
hotel.”

- 'fOn a day like this, I feel like
I'm indoors,"'says Ron, walking
to the subway.

“Jim's poems really. move me
—it’s-as if Jim were right there,
taking your hand—"We'll explore

B this place together™ =

“What can you say,” Anne |
“To" be in two’
places al once gives you a real

Waldman said.,

buzz.” ‘A little buzz’

would say.”
“("Right now" l’ll isettle l'or

you, with your. bra unhookcd

as Jlm

everything - has-

undex a Lree) on, lhe ,Slalcn
Island ferry.”) \

Once, when we were walking
in Julian’s- Billiard Parlor Jim
said to me. “When [ was about
ninc ycars old man, | rcalized
that the rcal thing was not only
to do what you werc doing_
totally great, but to look totally
great while you were doing it!”
Basketball,, he meant.  Jim
Carroll has been’ an - allstar,
athlete since he was seven years
old. He pitched 'a no-hitter in
Biddy League bascball, and was

All-American in Biddy League.

Basketball. At . Trinity (High
School), Jim was “three times
All-City as a high scoring guard
on the basketball team:."How
did you get into poetry?™ 1
asked. ““Well, by the time [ got.,

to Trinity the straight Jock trip-

had begun to wear a little thin,”
im " said..- %1 still had as much
charge, but I' simply began
getting off into, new, directions,
like pills, sex, drugs, booze and
The New American Poetry. 1 had
been * keeping my basketball
diaries since’' 1 was 12; and so
when -1 got turncd on to poetry
at Trinity, writing it just came
naturally.’ ] read -Howl ﬁul.
gucss. Then Frank 73 L
"l still love to play ball,. Jim
says. And c\udemly Jim Carroll
sti
lander Ncwspaper. for. March
18th, 1970, reports: :
Rhinelander Seniors played lhelr
best game of the season yester-

day against the bearded wngdo ’s.

Jackets-ol'f team of’ poets '3 and

painters,’ It was stnctly ‘no com-:

petition.’ The“only’ player 'the

cin pl:y “ball. ‘The Khine-

u-n“_.‘

Rhinclander’s  couldn't handle
was the guy in bleached dun;
garees and a ‘blue beret. His
name is Jim Carroll, and he was
High School All Gity a few years
back. His favorite shot was 2a
left-handed double-pump jump
shot. It surprised cveryone at the
end of the game when he took
his beret off, and long sweaty
flaming ved hair fell to his
shoulders.” 1)

*:1 guess what 1 like about Jim
Carroll’s writing, all of it, the
poems, and the Diaries, is just
about the samc as what I get lo
like off of Jim. I’s that, given
alternatives, Jim Carroll docs
what he feels like. Arid he isn’t
necessarily packing alternatives.
The rest of what 1 like is casily
seen, It's in the ‘poems in The
Workd, The Paris Review, The
World Anthology, and ORGC
TRAINS. You'll get-to sec it in
LIVING IN THE MOVIES, a
book of poems due out in the
Fall from Cape-Goliard; and in
the . big selection from his
remarkable work, ‘THE
BASKETBALL DIARIES, to
appear in the next issue of The
Paris Review (no.49).

Plus, *'Class.” Jim Carroll has
“class.” It seems to radiate from
within, just naturally, and Bill

[BerKson recently wrote (hat Jim

Carroll, with his naturally casual
tough classical grace, secems to be
making sweetness once .again a
possibility in poetry. It's true.
His presence makes something
new clear:' that poetry is now,
hcre. and cverywhere. nol JUSI_

We just got into town for the
very spectacular National High
School ANl Siwar Baskétball
Game. The town by the way is
Washington D.C. I got stuck in
the same car as Mike Tiul-
eberger, a queer scout from
Marquctte, and the fuck kept
playing with my hair all the way
down. We stopped at three dil-

i ferent Howard Johnson’s on the

rout but I'm still plentyi hungry.
This team looks in pretty sad
shape: Larry Newbold was
supposcd 1o mecct us al the
corner of 116th and Lenox but
he never showed up. This
doesn’t bother me too much
because now I'll be the starting
guard. Mike asks me if I want to
be his room mate oy $15 a night
and 1 probably would have been
until Joe Slapstick, the coach,
told Mike to fuck off to another
motel. Instead 1 got stuck with
shithcad Bobby Bellum, a real
jocksuwap who came down in a
station wagon with his whole
family. He hates me but he took
me as a room mate because his
father won’t let him slecp with a
spade and I'm the only other
white man.

In the evening we're supposed
to watch very spectacular films
of last year's game but fuck that.
Corky Ball, this real light
skinned spade, and | climb out
of his window to get laid in the
dark - section - of town. Ball's a-
great player. [ once saw him take
a silver dollar from the top of
the!"backboard .and he's: only




it back to our rooms unnl about
rmdmght and Joe Slapsuck'was
waiting around for our; mcs He !
lold"u we | couldn’heven gct-

anyway? I ‘had plcmy of dope#
and"that great. little +black * ass |
downtown. Slapstick told us to

take a 'shower and nod off:: we*
had “two joints .each in the.

shower ‘and went back to my
room. iCorky? beat the ‘ass of
Bobby |Bellum for squeaking to
the ‘coach that we wcre' late. I

Plaza Hotel. That poem always
ren_unds me of the Plaza Hotcl.

u molhcr chance and we- would
be startmg in:the game, anyway
Mike Tittleberger ,comes.-in ;and,
plays with my ear and tells: me.:
all sabout the . man! In: bc
guarding on the ‘next night. The

playcd at the Evergreen Theatre
as .a part of the Grove! Press
International Film_Festival, is an
exquisite black and -white ‘film,
which should not be missed if it

is shown again in New York: The’

film. was conceived :for it
ean-Louis | Trintignant. ‘(who
won_ the Best’ Actor Award of
the 11969 : Berlin Film 'Festival)..
Writer-director A]am Robbe-.
Grillet- is Francc s foremost
author” of the “ncw novel”.: He'
has published nine books, mclu-
ding The Voyeur, Jealousy, and
la Maison de Rendezvous, and is’
famous for " his™ film. ‘LAST

AR AT MARIENBAD’ »

: THE MAN WHO LIES takes
place in a small village in
Gzechoslavakia, during the resis-
tance to the German occupation
of the Second World War. Jean-
Louis Tritignant is - neatly
dressed in the midst of a forest
surrounded by the German
Army. The army, equipped with
hunting dogs, appears to be run-
ning after him, and he appears to
be pursued; At this moment
Tritignant speaks, “‘My name is
Boris Varisa.” He hangs despera-

the . film, | he: Jeans .’
gravestone on which: it is. t-
ten.. A" shot ‘is fired -and Tri-

man-I'm guarding happcns tobé-

Art. Baylor, a cousin of Elgin
Baylor who happens’to.be my.
favorite player. Mike says :the
guy drives a lot and I should,
keep. one leg in his crotch just,
before hc starts ‘to drive, Mike
demonstrates and rubs hxs knce’
agamst my balls. s

2 Aflcr Mnkc has demonstrated
on every player. on team, some-
one discovers that Luther Green,
a_center from Clinton, has incre-
dible amounts of very up pills.
We all go to practice stoned. I
hit’ incredible amounts of jump
shots in practice and assure
myself a starting spot in the
game. 1 practiced passing off
because 1 figured I'd be a play-
maker . if nothing “elsc. Dean
Meminger hurt his leg and is out
for.the whole tournament. | read
in .the Washington newspaper a-
story about me cntitled “Beat-
nik Basketball Player” telling all
about my shoulder, length hair
and my strange hobbies off the
court. What the fuck is this all
about. ] get great. urge to nod
out. dcs‘pite',lhc‘pills..'l'm about
to go into ‘the room when Joe
Slapstick stops me,, and tells me
that'l should run lhe offense
bccausc Ball | is | ,loo dumb

Bellum .and; hls old man are in
the room as l,get. there. They're :
probably. talking about. the story .
in today’s paper. .I'm. sure. he |
hates jthe. idea of a creep like me

slarung in the, game, Bullshit,, I
swcalcd my_ nuts .off_ for that:
spot soihetcan xo.fuckihimself.
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tely to this name,.until, latcr_ in’

|l.lgnant aw'akcns andbrushes

dust! from his suit with a brisk.

gesturei which " he. repeats

throughout -the -film. Hps Tri-

tignant been | killed - and| risen
from the; dead? Is the piercing

noise the sound of a bullet fired,
.

Robbc-Gnllct creates a hxgh

lcvcl oof { emotional ‘suspense’ in

hxs‘audjence by ' building - up.

sequences to whxch one expects
some rational conclusxon « In-
stad he alleviates the suspense
by a distraction which builds up
another anticipation. As if over-
lapping the links of a chain, he
enslaves us’in the enigma which
is the essence of experience. The
audience, like Tritignant, is con-
tinually disppointed. As Tri-
tignant’s anguish increases, we
are kept from boredom as we
begir. to identify less with his
hopeless quest, and more with
the sheer lust of his effort. =

- After his ordeal in the forest,
Tritignant walks to the .village
and goes to a cafe where he
overhears the story he is about
to tell. 'He! claims that he is a
friend of Jean, who is the town’s
hero of the resistance and enters
the life of t.he friends and family
he has left' behind. He tries to

that Jean‘;va.s not a ha but in
fact a traitor.
chateaux which has become the
home of Jean’s wife, his”sister
and their servant. The three

’ - " . A
beautiful women live in a narcis-

sistic world organized in a ritual
of blind man's bluff, around a
man who exists only in the
presence of his photograph. Tri-
tignant seduces the women by
telling each a story he believes
whe wants to hear. As he wan-
ders about the village, he con-

tinually walks amidst a series of

walls, = corridors, doors, = and
alcoves. Grillet has created a
labyrinth in which one must find
one’s way without dlsplacmglhc
walls. -

Tritignant’s character re-
sembles that of the modern
author, as he seeks to create a
communicable form. He reinacts
the drama of Don Giovanni of
the 18th Century, who was the
first man to have chosen his
word against the word of God. If
man = creates: his own truth
through his word and there is no
truth exterior to man, then Tri-
tignant cannot lie, because there
is no truth. He is aman who
needs to be believed. His voice,
andthat,of Jean are the same,
although [Jean. is played by a
different ' actor.on the screen:
Tritignant’s word is the; word of
seduction. His search is to finda

He visits Jean’s

I mate with whon

mutual world o
that mate nced
of his psychic se
Jean. Througho
indistinguishabl
against the soun
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