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The Art of the Serial Poem is as much an autobiographical overview of the life and times of Richard 
Blevins as it is, as his title would suggest, an exegetical quasi-manifesto (re)construction of, or 
commentary upon, the serial poem. All of which is set against his readings in twentieth century art 
and literature writ large. Over the last several decades Blevins ever increasingly immersed himself 
within the poetic practice of life-writing. Everything from out his life, or near everything it seems, 
manages to find its place of entry. The work is as inseparable from the life as much as the life is from 
the work.  

That does not see him. Name your poems 
Essays, your prose Poems. What knows itself 
Is form; what reveals itself is language; 
Whatever must constantly renew itself is 

 
Lot: a wife for oils a mistress for busts. 

 
The fact that there is no table of contents or index should not be taken as an indiscretion, conscious 
or not, of the poet. Even as it is irksome, especially when a reader is want to return to a specific 
"book" or "poem" for later reference, it is obviously justified and purposeful. The same would be 
said for any unevenness or otherwise unpolished quality of the work. For Blevins it is all One Poem 
just as it is One Life. Missteps and perceived absences of care are essential to the undertaking at 
hand.  have been previously published as individual 

however arranged chronologicallyhowever arranged chronologically
Trauma of SmiTrauma of Smi , dated at the end 5; , is obviously written and 
intended as a summarizing coda of sorts.  

The fact is she will not be there for you 
As she was not present for the beginning 

Upon every title page before each section appears a photograph of a young girl in 
silhouette earnestly raising her arms, in part it looks like to hold up a curtain, one arm upholding the 
other for apparent support. 
as a portrait of Doris Blevins by Mathilda Blevins. Mathilda appears to be daughter and 
Doris is perhaps another daughter, or granddaughter? Images of what would seem to be Mathilda 
and/or Doris appear elsewhere in the book, although they are never identified. 



P  A picture or two in here may 
be of her as well.  

She also told me your name  
Would be Mathilda, after she read these poems 
You may never be the right age to read. 

 In fact across the book Blevins mixes in an assortment of images, from works of art to snapshots of 
himself. They are arguably one with the writing. There is some confusion on this point, however, 
due to the fact that as mentioned above, Blevins does not generally identify the photos. As with 
Mathilda, on his acknowledgments page only a handful of credits are given to photographers 
responsible for some, but the vast majority remain uncaptioned and/or without being credited. 
There are clues occasionally within the writing for what the image may be, as at times they are 
referenced within the text, but rarely is it possible to ascertain with any certitude the exact nature of 
the subject at hand.             

I wanted to write poems in opposition to the smugness of our literature. 

Duncan and Ed Dorn, two poets he had the luck to come upon at the beginning of his education 
while at Kent State, studying under the late Robert Bertholf. Dorn and Duncan, especially Duncan, 
are touchstones throughout. Both poets are most familiarly grouped along with Charles Olson and 

olf is a recognized 
nd Blevins himself has contributed to Black Mountain scholarship, most 

notably editing the last two volumes published of the massive collected correspondence between 
Creeley and Olson (a job he took over upon the early death of Olson scholar George Butterick).  

Jedediah Smith and John 
 

stacks to read the sources, USGS documents, to see for ourselves. Never with the sense of somehow 

sources
experience of men. What he saw in The Max. About then I ran across a library copy of A 
Bibliography on AmericaBibliography on America  

  

Blevins took to the field, as it were, joining in what has become over the years a recognizable yet 
loosely-grouped litany of post-Black Mountain College, Olson satellite poets and poet-scholars, 
spiraling out from the Midwest. A sampling of names and accompanying titles (some mentioned by 
Blevins, but not all, and certainly this list is by no means complete nor authoritative) would include: 
Ken IrbyKen Irby Intent On, Tom Bridwell Notes from the Cistern, Skip Fox, Skip Fox Sheer Indefinite, Gerrit 



LansingLansing The Heavenly Tree, Northern Earth, Sherm  The music of survival: a biography of a 
poem by William Carlos Williamspoem by William Carlos Williams The Long And Short Of It, and  
House Organ along with his Captain Poetry's Sucker Punch: A Guide to the Homeric Punkhole, 1980-
2012.  

funnyfunny
announcement in the poems that he was living toward death from this point on; now I see in 
the Ensor poem that language is doing this task for me. And now I have Zizek making me 
feel a closet fascist for my yearning after poetic traditions and orders. I feel in the open, 
defenseless, like Gombrowicz in Argentina finding out that there is no escape into the 
journal, for that kind of writing is formful too. An artist today would have to be truly open 

ed to convert to so-called free 
verse but retreated into hospital cells at the prospect of creating open form. 

Blevins admirably presents a (as a few of us on the West 
Coast often refer to it).  on all the leads, losing his way on the trail whenever 
the writing demands it.   

 
Reincarnate ourselves as different  
People, reform ourselves between brackets   
WW  

While I owe Blevins for a generous blurb on my own book about Duncan as well as the tremendous 

him personally and ve never had any direct contact. Regardless of any such debt though his 
dedication to the Orders of Poetry displayed here is fine and noteworthy of its own accord. In my 
book, this is what this poetry biz is truly all about.   

We expect the young 
To outlive the old 
 

 
Will need witnesses 
 
We live out our days 
Eclipsed by the dead 
 
Children that we were 



And still resemble 
 

6/13/2017  6/16/2017 

 

 

 

 


