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			Prologue


			NANCY MOREJÓN:
FOR POET JACK HIRSCHMAN
(1933-2021)


			Translated by poet Kathleen Weaver


			For the Swedish artist Agneta Falk, 
					his alter ego. 


			I met the poet Jack Hirshman in 1983. at a reading in New York City, his hometown. Jayne Cortez led me to the table where he was signing copies of his poetry books. We were able to exchange some smiles, a few books, and that desire—which never died in him— to change the world, to improve it through the practice of poetry. All his childhood and youth were spent in The Big Apple. In 1973 he settled in California, in its beautiful capital San Francisco. Jack wrote daily, for writing was a daily necessity, and, with his elevated and original consciousness, he became part of the most prestigious circles of poets in his country. His vocation created new ways to organize encounters, and to bring together the most opposite poetic expressions. But Jack found a common denominator: the profound sense of dissatisfaction in the face of oppression and inequality and, also, in support of building a better world. Ineffable editor of anthologies, which today are classics, and tireless translator and promoter of other writers, Jack Hirschman’s body of work is thoroughly grounded in the most authentic aspects of the Bay Area. As the Jamaican poet Opal Palmer Adisa has remarked, “Jack was a truly immense poet who respected and, therefore encouraged diversity and inclusion.”


			In 2017, it was Jack who took me to Lawrence Ferlinghetti’s house, not far from his own in North Beach. There we ate enormous strawberries, and exchanged citations from Whitman, Gregory Corso, and Martín Espada, and were happy together. Jack was and is a militant of poetry. For him poetry is a spiritual nutrient and a tool capable of restoring the lost balance of the world. That is why his verse is anti-war, anti-colonial and manifests itself as a signal, a real indication, that the triumph of empire is near an end. I admire his series of poems entitled The Arcanes, one of his most recent. In its moving pages, we breathe the hope of changing the universe that alienates us from our own humanity, without which we cannot even hope to attain the world we imagine, however beautiful it may be. 


			News of his death came through friends. Jack traveled to a city, not too far away, to read poems because, as is known, he was a fervent participant in the World Poetic Movement. After a long day in a place called Half Moon, he arrived at his North Beach house and threw himself on the bed, somewhat tired, to catch some breath and rest up to face another day. And then the poet Jack Hirshman unknowingly said goodbye to the world, and to us, while sleeping like a dormouse.


			Havana, August 23, 2021
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