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    “A fool stands at a precipice. Chained at the ankle, he can only gaze down, longing for the fall. What makes him a fool - the longing? Or the chain?”
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    FOREWORD




     




    The majority of poems in this volume were written from 2006-2008, with a final coda of five written in 2012-2013. Their performance and the subsequent literary scandal unfolded between June 2007 and June 2008, roughly the dates covered between letters of warning sent by Adelaide, South Australian literary collective Friendly Street Poets to the poet (and included herein in the second appendix).




     




    The poems are presented in the order they were written so as to preserve the systematic elaboration of the poet’s persona in changing versification, thematic & iconographic repetition and meta-construct. Although with minor portions re-drafted by the poet for this collection, they are the original texts as intended to be read (and as a guideline for spoken word performance).




     




    To preserve the distance the poet sought to create between himself and the persona through which he wrote verse, third person is maintained throughout all introductory, contextual and exegesis matter pertaining to the poet. All events, names and places in the Introduction’s account of the C21st censorship of the author’s work are factual and relayed chronologically as they happened. No defamation is intended or can be inferred.




     




    Purchase and reading of this volume warrants that any and all legal (or otherwise) expenses arising from any use of the book (in its print and/or electronic form), as intended or otherwise, will be wholly (100%) borne by any reader(s), or otherwise connected third party, involved in legal action or damages; or wholly (100%) returned to the author / publisher by same regardless of outcome.




     




    Explanatory footnotes are given to contextualize specific references to people, political events and allusions to populist media. Likewise, limited exegesis is provided for select poems, where it is was deemed by their author to be of interest in their elaboration.


  




  

     




    


  




  

    PREFACE




     




    When it came to my recital, I stood behind the microphone with bated breath. I’d never performed in public before, let alone before my peers in South Australia’s premier literary “Establishment” venue.




     




    Nervous trepidation mixed with excitement - I was to take my place as a fellow poet amongst the state’s literary scene, after months of experimental writing in preparation. Even the organization’s name was welcoming - Friendly Street Poets. I couldn’t isolate exactly what I was anticipating (and in retrospect was somewhat naive, my bravery being more provocateur foolhardiness than the idealism I would like to claim) except for maybe feedback and some creative criticism.




     




    I had one, expectation, you may term it.




     




    For one who was newly divorced, hadn’t had sexual relations in almost three years (and whose study of poetry was founded on Romantic ideals of symbiotic sexual and literary abandon, less by influence of the Romantic poets themselves than by the Ken Russell film Gothic) my own work was less a Howl than a primal, carnal scream. I was interested in how women reacted: to my work, to my persona, and eventually to me.




     




    To put in simpler terms; I wanted to get high and get laid, and hoped to meet single women with a “thing” for writers at a writer’s venue. Or, to quote an Eddie Murphy line from Walter Hill’s 48 Hrs, “lack of pussy make you brave.” Grr.




     




    I had literary pretences mind you, and was serious about my poetry, albeit not perhaps as solemn as my peers.




     




    My work was post-modernist construct, atheistic and sexual: deliberately transgressive textual manipulation in verse, starting with sing-song syllabic constructions and dissolving progressively into a personalized free verse as the persona I wrote through gained authority, and actualization. It had intent, structure, construct, progression and craft. That’s not to say it was good, just that it was thought out and deliberated.




     




    It was also written entirely in a literary persona I created solely for a volume of poetry on sexually explicit themes. In the sense of “truth”, none of it was confessional, though certainly personally revealing. That it was both a fabrication and often in first-person, however, proved a conundrum.




     




    More to the point, my poetry was sexually explicit: “pornography” by some definitions of the term and there are so many, with differing etiologies, as to render the term meaningless. However, it was not primarily intended to arouse: it was ironic and deconstructionist - meta-pornography.




     




    It was about “pornography” as construct: its iconography, aesthetics, ethics, discourse, tropes and the effects of exposure to XXX texts on the individual “consumer” as viewers / readers of sexually explicit material were now termed. Pornography as “simulacrum” if you will - how perception of social reality is shaped in a culture of sexually available material.




     




    Anti-porn “feminism” from Dworkin through Dines ran the assumption of causality epitomized in Robin Morgan’s essential credo (and the radical feminist movement’s mantra) “pornography is the theory, rape is the practice.” Yet; Laura Kipnis, Wendy McElroy, Linda Williams, Marjorie Heins, Alan McKee, Catherine Lumby, Nadine Strossen and even Camille Paglia rejected the anti-porn feminists’ paradoxically essentialist tautology of “pornography” as harmful to women and sustaining the dominance of a patriarchal rape culture.




     




    I sought to interweave the two polarized viewpoints (and etiologies) of “pornography” and its effects with a personalized introspection on my own responses to exposure to, and research of, XXX texts to systematically delineate a persona: a contemporary pornographer. Though informed by semiotic, psycho-analytical, sociological and moralist theory the final intent was construct: a versified chronicle of a modern Australian male identity shaped by exposure to XXX texts as he self-actualizes through “poetry”.




     




    Just how this identity expresses the dialects influencing its self-actualization was the role of the poems in sequence, an experiential chronicle of the pornographized male identity if you will. So too, where I had seen little XXX material, I threw myself into it, aggressively seeking out sexually explicit material and, with it, sex.




     




    In short, I threw myself into sex, solely to see both how far I would take it and what effect it would have on my sense of self, my psyche if you will.




     




    Though much of the writing was in first person, none of it was personal in the sense of being confessional. Likewise, all of my work was created while exploring this persona of a pornographized male, writing through it in what I would consider a means indebted to (though perhaps bastardizing) Keats’ Romantic conception of “negative capability”.




     




    In recital thus I intended to don the persona and was a stranger there myself. I felt the material “worked” and knew it was perhaps uncomfortably transgressive in its embrace of “pornography” as a means of self-actualization, albeit ironic and constantly meta-textual in rhythm and line break. But it was meant to be confronting and disturbing: to force the listener / reader headlong into a reckoning with pornography as sexually explicit aesthetics and discourse.




     




    After all, it was such to both the pro-sex and anti-porn strands of feminism. And they were both right. For they interpreted the constructed texts in opposing ways. Or, simply, for “pornography” to be both harm and harmless fantasy, it had to be defined differently. It would seem obvious to all what pornography is, but that is not the case.




     




    I sought to explore the delineations, the grey areas, the envelope surrounding the discursive potential of sexually explicit imagery - its sexual appeal, beauty and ugliness. When I had enough material to share with others in the hope of positive criticism I attended Friendly Street.




    I was alone, but ready.




     




    For a moment I stood silent, contemplating the loose poetry collective that greeted me.




     




    Where I was then but 37, they were old and wrinkled, obese and obscene. It seemed at that moment less a writer’s centre than a cemetery, with me doing stand-up to entertain the dead. The sight before me was not that of a vibrant literary collective but one of the clubs my septuagenarian father was a member of in his Happy Valley retirement village.




     




    Friendly Street: live out the last gasps of last hurrahs, before medication time.




     




    Symbolic: poetry on its death-bed.




     




    So apt for a literary “Establishment”.




     




    I stifled amusement: compulsory euthanasia would have spared the “art” of “poetry” this repugnant diminution; this, disgraceful end to centuries of longevity.




     




    I was the last man on Earth.




     




    In retrospect, perhaps my intent was to cremate the “art” of poetry and see what new post-modern Phoenix emerged. Either way, when it came my turn to recite, I adopted my persona as it had evolved in tandem with the material to be recited, greeted them (as they expected) and announced my intent: they while I understood many of them considered “poetry” a high, creative art, to me it was construct - manipulative in form and ambivalent in meaning - and that I had a solitary agenda before them that evening and henceforth: “to pornographize it!”




     




    I didn’t foresee, or expect, the reception my verse received from the literary Establishment. The subsequent scandal thus - such as it was in a parochial state such as South Australia - confirmed to me that, if nothing else, I’d created exactly the transgressive work I’d set out to do, and did so extremely well, too well as a matter of fact.




     




    So much so, that I was subsequently, and without reservation, vilified for it. The reaction demonstrated to me the vitriol that even those who claim tolerance reserve for one who transgresses their boundaries, be they physical, ideological, political, social, sexual, economic, racial or literary / artistic. As the transgressor, I bore the brunt of their rage, their hatred and their contempt.




     




    But I would not leave.




     




    I would not let them silence me.




     




    Good, bad or indifferent, my work had an equal right to be heard and to transgress their narrow specifications of what “poetry” was - which I must admit was defined solely by what they thought poetry was not, i.e. my work, “pornography”.




     




    To them, it was a simplistic binary opposition. They could discern neither construct nor irony. They were indeed dead, though their bodies lingered for what purpose I knew not, bar as vehicles for their scorn, abuse or indifferent loathing:




     




    Boos, shouts to go home, that I’m not wanted there, that my work was “crap”.




    Being reported to the police when my first-person recitals were taken literally as confession of sex crimes.




    Forced to read last, given a warning and having the microphone turned off mid-recital.




    Required to provide the committee with written texts of the poems for their judgment, and banning.




    Censored by being forced to change lines and references in contravention of my moral rights as author and (c) holder.




    Being labelled with a derogatory nickname and terms which confused the persona with the person.




    Accused in print of witchcraft and human rights violation.




    Denounced as a “transgressor” and archetypal Jungian “trickster” out to deprave and corrupt the “art” of “poetry”.




    Physically threatened with violence if I dared front up to those out to silence me.




     




    All gist for the mill as it turned out. For that which did not kill me, truly did make me stronger.




     




    In retrospect, what a facade was this Friendly Street. What self-important mediocrities and hypocrites they were (and remain). What liars they became. What censors.




     




    They are the death of poetry.




    And I?




     




    “I am” its re-invention. In a post-modern, pornographized world of escorts, phone sex, Internet pornography and text after text of “sexually explicit material”.




     




    Erect Phoenix -


    in venomous second cumming,




    gagging art and artisan




    deep throated




    in ecstasy of re-constitution,




    self-actualization,




    pornographization,




    Globalization -




    “I came therefore I am.”




    




    


  




  

     




    


  




  

    INTRODUCTION




     




    CENSORING POETRY IN THE C21st - A CASE STUDY




    FRIENDLY STREET POETS vs. THE PORNO POET




     




    Friendly Street, as mentioned, was Adelaide’s premier poetry group. In existence for some 30 years, it boasted in the introduction to its anthology of 2008, Rewired, that it is also the longest running “uncensored” poetry group in Australia.




    




    That is an outright falsehood: a lie!




     




    Funded by grants from Arts SA, Friendly Street represents the literary establishment in South Australia and the state of the art of South Australian poetry. Their constitution proudly announces their intention as “to foster, promote and encourage the reading, writing, reciting and publication of poetry.” Yet, as will be demonstrated in this case study, its systematic persecution and overt censorship of one poet in 2007-8 reveals conclusively that despite its lofty constitutional ideals, Friendly Street is in practice a wowserist organization prepared to do anything possible to ruin the literary reputation of a poet whose radical work defies and offends them apparently to their very core, primarily due to their fear of Arts-SA funding loss.




     




    Before proceeding, a greater context must be raised. Censorship of film and literature in Australia under the Office of Film and Literature Classification, the OFLC,as it became the Film Classification Board (new name but same entity) exists if certain criteria are considered to have been met by the work under scrutiny. Specifically, material can be censored and withheld from any and all dissemination to the Australian population if it is considered “offensive to a reasonable adult” in the eyes of the censors.




     




    Although John Stuart Mill in On Liberty claimed that “harm” and harm alone can be the only grounds for the censorship of free speech, Australia does not adopt such, instead opting for the notion of “offence” as grounds for censorship. Furthermore, the censors make no effort to define what constitutes the “reasonable adult” so appealed to. However, the success of such Christian political parties as Family First in having sexually explicit material banned suggests conclusively that the underlying presumption of the “reasonable adult” is that of the white, male, bourgeois, Christian patriarch.




     




    The following case study is a demonstration of the extent to which such censorship exists in the literary establishment as represented in this case by Friendly Street, and with the overt sanction of the South Australian State Government through the auspices of Arts SA. As Arts SA proudly sponsors Friendly Street, they are in effect responsible for the behaviour of the organization they choose to fund. But what is Arts SA funding through their continued support of Friendly Street?




     




    Everything herein is completely factual, and the persons referenced remain in charge of Friendly Street at time of writing (2009), with the power to determine what is and is not acceptable to the literary establishment and seemingly free to demonize, suppress, threaten and finally censor that which they do not consider appropriate free speech.




     




    This is a demonstration of the literary establishment’s power to censor and cage one Australian writer.




     




    Friendly Street is held once a month, currently in the South Australian Writer’s Centre. It is an open mike venue. Members arrive, pay a $4 cover charge and put their names down on a reading list, in random order – first come, first reading. Each reader has four minutes and after the reading can place a written copy of their poems into a sealed box for possible publication in the Friendly Street annual reader. No-one but the editors of the annual are allowed access to the box of submissions, in this case Ms. Maggie Emmett and Mr. Gaetano Aiello.




     




    First-time readers and prospective members are encouraged to join and read aloud, every reading greeted by polite applause. Inherent in its name, Friendly Street likes to present itself as a welcoming and open organization dedicated to the furtherance of the art of poetry. Such is its reputation in Adelaide that it attracts new poets looking for feedback from the literary establishment.




     




    On one occasion in early 2007, it attracted a new poet who, when it was his time to read, stood before the crowd, introduced himself and, saying that he sought wholly to pornographize their precious ideal of poetry, read out two poems: Cum Shot, Looped and A Little Death in Pornotopia.




     




    Although the poems were greeted by the standard Pavlovian automatic applause, they caused reverberations amongst the Friendly Street Committee, the two poems apparently having outraged many of the members to the point of heated discussion after the meeting. Friendly Street Convenor Gaetano Aiello was so offended that he violated accepted Friendly Street practice regarding the sanctity of the submission box and removed the two poems from the supposedly secure box and showed them to his mentor, a mystic poet of singularly banal mediocrity, Mr. Peter Eason.




    Mr. Eason and Mr. Aiello together concluded that the poems were not poetry but pornography and that the poet should have no place at Friendly Street. Mr. Eason, who fancied himself solely able to determine what is and is not poetry was, in true schoolboy bully fashion, going to do something about this new upstart of a poet intruding on his turf and reciting sexually explicit verse. Mr. Aiello was to be his willing accomplice, stooge and puppet.
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