On Refining a Model of Poetic Production
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The origin of poetry? A question kin to the origin of language? Much was said about the breath at one time but as non-scientists we know little, nothing about how thoughts reach the mind, voice the throat. Probably together, inseparable. From inside, or outside? In the former, usually from great depth? In the latter, dictated from out there, above, below, a given side? (1)


Depth analogy: voice sources out of silence. Most dialectics offer that: voice/silence; silence/voice. For most academic critics: voice aspires to, say, light or music and falls back into silence. No word on the nature of silence. De profundis: under one ground, always another. Now, under unfathomable silence, posit a third realm. 


I have proposed a model of poetic making with three operative levels. i] the Vocal: that of the single poetic voice, idiolect of self, (perhaps "parole"), representing self or ego in competition or even conflict with all others in a Babel of voices. ii] the Silence, often perceived as underlying the Vocal from which the latter seems to arise. iii] again "below" that, the Choral -- being a co-operative, non-competitive, "my- voice-in-all-and-all-in-my-voice" level representing the ideal peace of non-self with all of creation. Models do not require fixed loci of elements: the Choral can be imagined as positioned "inside," or even "outside' provided it is initially in radical opposition to the Vocal.

I argue that Vocal and Choral are unimaginable from the point of view of the other -- they are reciprocal illusions: they only exist in relation to, even though invisible to, each other and not individually. The reality in the effective making of poetry, poetic action if you will -- i.e. the only place where the Vocal  and the Choral can be synchronized as praxis -- is in the Silence.

Anthropologically speaking: in the Vocal, self acts in reciprocity with other; in the Silence with self and, in the Choral, without reciprocity -- since where there is no-self, there can be no other. The Vocal involves competition more than co-operation. Self, voicing its idiolect, can, must in fact to whatever degree, feel menaced by the idiolect of other: menace of influence from whatever quarter (mainly from the self's own generation, not from the previous generation(s) as has been "famously" claimed) and sheer rivalry. Idiolects are rivals in a very small, narrow world, for the same few places in the sun. The "Symposium of the Whole" is an ideal more than a reality. In the Vocal, a self needing to perceive itself as original is constitutively mocked since all others think of themselves too as original.    

The question of originality informs making. While the poem is ongoing, there is the illusion of the ongoing never being interrupted: Eluard’s poésie ininterrompue  which, for me, carries the sense of  ininterrompable. Process in flight cannot be imagined to be falling back. The going-on is in the newly-said, essence of life, of immanence. The greatest peak of immanence, as in the Buddhist sage Tilopa, is the "Immanence without expectations" which nevertheless continues to survive: Benjamin’s Fortleben. But expectations lead to contradictions. Here, all is believed to be “originality”: however many voices are voicing together, each one inherently claims that it is unique. It has to make this claim or to make itself unacceptable in a system which is defined by progression. That is the myth of the Vocal. 


By definition, the Choral would appear to be concerned with Utopia. Utopia can involve looking back as well as forward: there have been golden ages / there may be again. Utopia is the exasperation of human expectation to its ultimate limits: optimistic (the golden age to come) or pessimistic (either: the past golden age was too good ever to be repeated… or, [survival required!] there is enough strength in this iron age for the golden age to be rebuilt). A view arising out of Asian Studies (together with a suggestion from Scholem, probably following Bloch) suggests that expectation is linked with desire attempting to englobe all time, all space. All remembering, all foreseeing -- the totality of history -- are the constituents and manifestations of desire. Desire breeds desire. Any desire leads to another desire at the same time as it compulsively returns to an original desire again propelling it forward. What the self fails to see is that the inexhaustible circularity of desire mocks and renders expectation absurd. 


I shall return later to this later. To link up with another concern of these essays, let me stress again that the self's subjective desire for originality in the Vocal requires that the collective be an illusion. As illusion, it is displaced. Backward / downward -- in which case, it reads as the myth of origin/presence/logos/arché. Or forward / upward -- in which case it is the classless society/the end of history/telos. At the level of the individual poem, call these elegy (the backward look toward the at-the-time existing opus) and lyric (the forward thrust of the new poem toward its eventual life in opus). Elegy / lyric are the twin movement which determines any poem, reaching its apex through process, inevitably falling back into structure. In its turn, Opus will enter the realm of Page/Text/Sound, all possibilities of poetry past, present, future. 

In this light, the Choral might be called structure (or even langue?) -- that from which process / parole rises in optimistic flight, only to fall back at each inevitable landing or end of poem. We might also call it the already-said; tradition; transcendence; the realm of the (living)-dead; Baudelaire's "N'importe où pourvu que ce soit hors de ce monde." All is objective here, note: the subjectivity of the Vocal is an illusion. This is the myth of the Choral. The Choral can be said to enwomb Page. The poet often experiences the sense that s/he is in no way bound by time and that s/he is capable of knowing at any given moment the point at which poetry will climax, or cease, either for the time being or entirely. This is part of the "prophetic" power of the poet and it arises from the Choral.  

The dead should be given some credit, in this model, for some realitude (stet): in almost all human groups, except for those of our “West,” they are as much alive as those who, temporarily, occupy the seats of the “living.” Postulate, then, under what I have called the Silence, a not-here, there, elsewhere.  You could not call this a place which one would associate with a self -- you might have to speak of something like a uni-verse. This not-here would be characterized, not by the Vocal's reciprocity of self-other, but by the Choral's absolute non-reciprocity. 

A parenthesis on the “living-dead.” In so many tribal/archaic situations, the living-dead are distinguished from the dead-dead. The former are those who have had a deep, enduring effect on their society; whose memory is, in effect, ineradicable; whose poetry is uninterruptible: who have had social function. These are the ancestors, “returners,” “twice-born,” prophets risen alive into heaven; never-dead sleeping in caves; once-and-future kings; treasures of the living lineages -- not your average dead. It takes time to distinguish the former from the latter and it is certain that society, initially, will almost always confuse the two; showering nonentities with the goods of their world, failing to reward the genuine until it is too late in their initial existence. In the Choral, we speak with the dead: those voices out there are the dead: we call them up to talk to us here in the unity of the Choral in which fraternity and justice rule for the time being. 


Now, what about the Silence? Apparently untalkative, it closes everything off but itself, everything that is noise, allows only itself. It is the apparently “real” true present or “now” in which the interplay of Vocal and Choral is decided and acted upon at any moment of the poet’s life or Opus. That action is the pivot of the whole system and nowhere else does any action take place. In this realm of questioning, the poet converses, but initially silently, with her/himself and asks her/himself questions. About what?  About the status and destination of the poem at hand. This is self-self reciprocity. 
Here alone Vocal and Choral can be thought to co-inhere; here the fact that they are reciprocal illusions of each-other can be fully understood, experienced, resolved. If the Silence is a reality -- and from this viewpoint it is the only reality -- it is perhaps the realm where we are brought to investigate “originality,” you and I, and assign each one of us, in final reckoning, his or her due. Where we admit, in truth, what is already-said, what is newly-said -- if we can ever truly tell them apart. Perhaps it is the realm where we ask why that rush to the new in the Vocal is so fierce and unforgiving, why that fall back to the old has to be so crushing. Or come to terms both with the birthing of lyric effervescence and the dying of slow-settling elegy, seeing the one perpetually turning into the other as the cycle of Opus thrives. There is a complex process at play: the poem inscribing itself while the poet looks back simultaneously at Opus elegiacally and forward lyrically, with the lyrical dominating after the poem reaches apex.


Opus: between individual poem and collective Page: all the poems that the poet has written / is writing / will write in a lifetime. The “prophetic” power (shamanism): mining backward-looking (nostalgic) elegiac archeology; predicting and projecting forward lyric architecture. Is the Silence an illusion or not? What do you say? 


Or is the Silence the sense we have that our poems are not, after all, given to us by our own pitiable, small-minded, restricted, egos; that they are not virgin-born out of incest but truly engendered out of the marital air; that they come into being with a task in the world, a mission here, a function, a purpose: i.e. that we have something to do,  produce, overcome, stabilize, so that meaning might come into being word-in-word with our life? (2)

So that the Sun might be perpetually re-born and held up in the sky day after day by our meanings? 
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I return to the matter of expectation and distinguish between expectation and attention. By the former, I imply assurance in a state of awaiting the coming about of a circumstance, favorable or not, out of a moment or now. Attention, absolutely and completely open to the moment as it arises (i.e. defines itself) and to the quiddity / haceitas of whatever then is, has no such assurance and does not desire it. It cannot know expectation or desire. In this sense it is Tilopa's definition and what Blake, realizing that the absurd "eternity" of orthodoxies arose out of the inexhaustible circularity of desire,  called the true Eternity. It is Blake's Eternity that all true poets discover for themselves as the very condition of their existence.
The Silence as the only locus of the real has also to be Blake's Eternity. There is no distinction here between the orthodoxies' "sacred" and "secular:" the likelihood is that everything is either / both depending on viewpoints & circumstances. There is no waiting here, no deferment (to refer to Scholem's "worm" in Messianic expectation). On the contrary, the discipline is one which may retain an implication for the future (hope, perhaps, instead of expectation) but in which future qua future, as well as past qua past, are studiously disregarded: here is no looking forward, no looking back. The possibility of utopia coming about thus continues to hold -- though it is balanced on a virtually agnostic wire for all practical purposes.
We are getting closer, it seems, to the need for a more precise definition of the expression "the now." This now is often claimed to be the core of concern in the poetics of the New Americans and their successors down to our contemporaries. However, despite interminable reiteration, it never seems to be made clear just how this now is perceived by individual poets or, indeed, whether all poets of the same school perceive it identically.

I try to distinguish between a) an "unguided now" -- the now in a state of expectancy that other "nows" will follow but without influencing these; b) a "guided "now" in which the will does attempt to influence and impose order on the subsequent "now(s)" and  c) a "presential now." In the latter, the constantly present attention primes over any sequence of successive "nows” to such an extent that it neutralizes these into a single vision: i.e. it gives all "nows" what might be called "a single flavor." Another way of putting this might be to say that there can be no plural form of the presential  now: there can be no presential nows. At this time, a) usually leads to the poetry of post-surrealist disjunctivitis; b) leads to Creative Writing Schools poems; while c) leads to "visionary" poetry in the praxis -- "visionary" in the Blakean sense.
Yet another way of saying this is to argue that, in the "presential now", the point has been reached in which all nows are perceived as simultaneous so. Any locus in the future or the past of any now can be apprehended not as an extension but as a constituent part of that now and discussed as such: there is not, nor can there ever be, any other now than this now. Such is the source of many phenomena known to poets which I group under the term "prophetic" -- from substantial ones in which poets seem to know "instinctively" a great deal about how an Opus is born, lives and dies, to small serendipitous ones related to the ways in which fraternalities or collegialities do or do not occur in poems. There is also the realization that nothing in poetry is ever lost: however apparently discarded, forgotten or buried, it will resurface, often years later, provided it is important to the Opus.

I would like to add to this discussion a social content which I studied once in a paper called "Voice Politic / Body Politic." If we call Idyll  the centerpiece of the Silence, the apex of perfect synchronous conjugation of backward and forward motion (circumventing that motion long enough to achieve perfection) we can perhaps take Idyll as the only point of exit, from top or center, out of the system's wheel into a Blakean "eternity." From this true, or shall we say appropriate, action giving birth to the new poem is taken -- action which indeed is the new poem. And "appropriateness" here is wisdom achieved. What then is this action, this passage from Voice Politic to Body Politic? I am very close to thinking that the poet's sole crucial or vital function is to be the carrier of a link between the dead and the living, speaking with the living as orators of the dead and addressing the dead on the part of all life in return. The time-bound voices of any given set of the living and their effect on their contemporaries, would be but the very briefest of flashes in the cosmic pan. It follows that true poetry cannot speak at all except literally sub specie aeternitatis, in the context of an Eternity/All-Time/ No-Time. Let me point out, however, to avoid misunderstanding, that such a view categorically does not lift poetry out of daily life into some woolly or smoky empyrean: on the contrary, it affords poetry the very best vantage point from which to survey all politics from the cosmic to the regional and local, no subject in any time or space whatsoever being alien to it.

In this sense the Silence or seed of the Voice Politic is the only possible source, as praxis, of the image of the Body Politic. The community of live and dead is closed to whatever or whoever favors the mere accumulation of "nows" in the ever anxious flux of the Vocal. The formation of the image (a version of which might be Robin Blaser's Image-Nation) is the sole praxis allowed the true poet, more and more so in our very late time since the dead never do less than accumulate. "Hopeless" as it must often seem in the presence of ever-increasing "future shock" -- and perhaps because of that very "hopelessness," poetry remains, even without expectations, the only hope.
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A while back I wrote a poem, “Self & Other,” which ended with the lines:





“Now, simultaneously,


a burning interest in the next facet


of this life also the absolute          

desire to put an end to it.”


This moment in which it was simultaneously possible to think of ending one’s life in the moment and of wishing to continue living forever seemed extremely relevant to the Silence and in fact could be taken as the main aspect of the process which emerges in the Silence. Many books back, in “The Beautiful Contradictions” the concern with a wish to live forever was voiced in the 17th stanza of the last section as:


“All of a sudden life is very beautiful


There is an everbloom in the center of my existence


I want life to go on forever” (3)


a statement signifying to me that the enthusiasm and joy arising out of the act of making a poem generates that desire to continue indefinitely. In this essay, I have mentioned a high point in composition where the poet feels that poetry could gush forth forever as a poésie ininterrompue (a high point that I call, with a twinge of irony as well as following Baudelaire, the Rapture). It is the point where the ongoing  process of the poem being made topples over into the recognition that the poem has to end and the bid is made to achieve Blakean "eternity."

The Silence in this reading, would be the time in which the poet communes with her/his self as, say, a windowless “monad.” Let us now add that this moment is that in which, in my experience, it is most frequently possible, consciously or probably unconsciously in the main, to simultaneously wish for immediate death and eternal life. To me this is a very strange moment. What could be its components? 


At its most banal -- banal but with the lasting importance of root experiences -- the major component is related to the primal question: to be or not to be. While making a poem, however, it is unlikely that this question relates to anything else than the being or not being of the poem at hand, or, more precisely, the question of whether this particular poem is working or not and whether it is worth bringing into existence -- or not. In an as yet unpublished “Autoanthropology,” I  raise the question of what I call the Throw (like the throw of a pot in ceramics but there are other analogies) as being of cardinal importance to my concept of this giving birth. I mention there the idiosyncratic sense I  had for many years that I could not write a poem before everything else I had to do that day was done; the sense that if I defied this, the poem would burn the paper like fire, leaving nothing behind it; the sense also that, if the first throw was unsuccessful, it would be best to abort the writing and wait, perhaps until the poem had further ripened inside or had revealed itself as being incapable of ripening. If all of this is not an aspect of the question whether to die or to live, I hardly know what it is.


A few weeks after defining the apex of the Idyll as the Rapture, I happened to be reading a book on the neurobiology of emotions and feelings as a result of having been studying Spinoza and Leibnitz just before that (4).  If I have been reading this book correctly, I believe that the author, starting from Spinoza’s “the human mind is the idea of the human body,” gives evidence for taking emotions and feelings as generated by the interpretation that a human being makes of maps of the state-of-his/her-body at a given moment, the report of that state being fed to the brain by an astoundingly complex system of humoral and neural pathways which are physical-mental components in his/her make-up. Of course, in the average human, the moments continue remorselessly. The conclusion is principally reached by thorough examination of parts of the human brain and the ways in which, if lesions occur in any given part, certain normally exhibited behaviors are correspondingly modified, inhibited or accelerated. These modifications can range from the completely unconscious to the completely conscious. I am not qualified to link such science with my main concern here. However, the complexity of the ways in which a satisfying homeostatic normalcy is achieved; in which the “feeling mind” strives for “survival with well-being” or we could say a “good, largely satisfying life” is most interesting. It is as if it was following 17th century philosophical preferences for seeking out the best possible solutions to the situations and problems of existence, and it suggests to me that the fate of an art work could be linked to the decision-making processes involved in such neurobiological operations.


How would one begin to list the series of concerns that occur in the cardinal moments of the Silence?  High up on the list is whether the state of initial emotion, set off, in Damasio’s terminology, by an “emotionally competent stimulus,” (which a poet might agree to call a “trigger,”) is going to carry a sufficient lyric energy to be in play while the force of the poem itself is in question. The wager: can this poem get born or not? To what extent is the poem going to issue from the real-time push of the initial trigger or to what extent is it going to require buttressing from any one of a large number of, say, symbolic systems? To what extent is previous experience (success/failure//pleasure/pain) with this kind of trigger going to play a role in the making of this poem? Or is this particular trigger going to prove itself radically new, requiring a probably blind lunge into something felt (correctly or not) never to have been experienced before? 

Turning to more specific questions of poetics as such, there is concern with the relation of the poet’s “breath,” the way in which the line sounds to him/her orally, sounded at each moment, to the evolving figure of the poem as it appears to write itself down. Questions of linguistic matter or stuff all the way from letter to syllable, to word, to sentence, to stanza, etc. as well as the uses ranging from colloquial and dialectal to elite verbalization or lexicography and whatever mix of these may or may not be required by the poem. Leading questions in these times of junction and disjunction between elements in the line (assuming verse in the first place: i.e., mainly, not a prose poem), elements between the lines and in the whole poem. Questions of how far the poem can go or will resolve, or not, problems inherent in its ongoing birthing/flowering/flying. One only has to try to think analytically of oneself starting a poem, to realize just how many unconscious or conscious mental acrobatics are required by the act.

At the level of Opus, there are larger considerations. I have always found it impossible to deal with matters of aesthetic production--be it, inter alia, poem, painting  composition, etc.-- without declaring as a matter of poetic fiat  (the poet as a radical free being has decided, said, done, this, and there’s the end of it ) the absolute, unconditioned, unrelated to any other mode of being or action-production, relevance of any given world-view to the being and production in question. I am now treating poets as a species apart -- a status the world never grants us so that we might as well grant it to ourselves. 

A poet (was it Auden?) once said that a striking aspect of the poet’s existence -- and s/he could have said any artist's -- was that s/he never knew, on finishing a poem, whether or not there would be another. This regards each poem as a unique unit, thus it would be begging all questions relating to serial composition, also questioning my model of the roles of lyric / elegy as well as the relation of the latter to the positioning of a given poem in an Opus. However, it does point to one major concern of any member of the species poet which is the question of poetic survival: i.e. that of his/her poem, his/her Opus (mainly in the realm of the Vocal) and the survival of poetry as a whole, home of the Opus (mainly in the realm of the Choral). At one point, Damasio writes that “In individuals who also have an autobiographical self" -- the sense of personal past and anticipated future also known as extended consciousness -- "the state of feeling prompts the brain to process emotion-related objects and situations saliently” (5). He is discussing notions of a core-self and an extended, or autobiographical, self discussed in a previous book “The Feeling of What Happens: Body, Emotion and the Making of Consciousness” (6). I cannot go into this in detail but the mention of “extended consciousness” strikes me here as extremely descriptive, albeit less “mysterious,” of what I have called “prophecy” in relation to poetic production. Add that, to a member of the species poet, the survival of poetry is ultimately related to the survival of humankind. Another way of saying this, and of course one is not abrogating anyone else’s right to such an act, is that a strong sense of poetry failing in the poet or in his/her community can  and does bring about suicide. Kenneth Rexroth once pointed out that almost all the major poets of a named dark time in American history had committed suicide. And for us, in our moment, the extraordinarily complex matter of the Rimbaldian “suicide” still has a haunting power.

Back to “prophecy.”  In my experience, the mystery of how a certain line comes to a poet remains, in many cases, impossible to pin down. For centuries, this was usually dealt with under the heading of “inspiration.” In terms of inspiration, the poem’s creation would raise many of the questions I have already outlined and perhaps primarily the one dealing with the relation of “inspired” lines to lines which are not felt by the poet to be “inspired.”

My own preference has been to refer “prophecy”/ "inspiration" to the timelessness of the Silence especially when the Choral is in the ascendant. Prophetic elements may, it seems, come out of the past (out of other poems already secured in the Opus) but they may also appear to come out of the future, as, let us say, a temptation, appeal, request or call, thus directing the poet toward a  creation, basically serial, of which s/he had absolutely no conscious pre-cognition. (This does not contradict a "known" serial intent). That all of this belongs to the unconscious rather than the conscious aspect of the relevant decisions seems clear enough. What may not be so clear is the survival value of this “prophetic” experience. It is essential if everything from the poem to poetry itself is to survive, that  poets, in spite of evidence provided by the social situations in which Western civilization increasingly places them (to deal with our own situation for the time being) continue to believe in the possibility of survival.

Social scientists have long dealt with of major aspects of group interaction, a leading one being co-operation versus conflict. Damasio, incidentally, never strays far from this pair. Co-operation, unsurprisingly, seems mostly to be more successful in ensuring bio-social survival than its twin conflict. When the Vocal, which is mainly conflictual, and the Choral, which is mainly co-operative, find it necessary to come to terms in the Silence, considerations of survival probably dictate that, most of the time,  allegiance to the Choral eventually primes over allegiance to the Vocal. It is in that oceanically extensive realm that reciprocity / non-reciprocity die out as a social phenomenon because the realm itself, in its every atom, is the totality and therefore the question of reciprocity cannot arise. Because prevailing social conditions among us are so inimical to the existence of poetry and to its power for social action, it is in that predominance of the Choral that most poets will acknowledge that they are eventually obliged to under-stand. That Prinzip Hoffnung too must be the reason why such a large number of young people persist in attempting, adapting Keats, to “be among the poets when they are alive” despite all the facts of the production and reception of contemporary poetry which should absolutely, totally and permanently discourage them.

There is another way of looking at this. I take the aim of art to be the creation of an order so surprising that it cannot fail to be perceived by receivers as new and different from what went before. This is very  much still the case in, say, surrealist procedures or the currently popular disjunctive ones where the main ambition (at the cost of much attrition of the signified) is to reverse standing orders in the realm of the form-giving and formatting imagination and in that of socio-political fact. It is also true, of course, of the procedures I persist in which, by contrast, I have to call junctive. A requirement of all creation, is selection: a process of leaving out / leaving in. While there may be an urge to be all-inclusive, or as all-inclusive as possible (few creators immediately attain the desirable level of selectivity), the new order is little by little forced to give up on totality. Personally, my whole life has been haunted by the urge to totality, to the incorporation of what the Chinese call the Ten Thousand Things, on the one hand, and the radical pain of the obligation to select on the other. 

If there is a certain kinship between the Vocal and selection and one between the Choral and totality (the refusal or lack of perceived need for selection), I would argue that a processual haunting is the ghost or specter, or perhaps image, of the Choral showing through the selecting activity of the Vocal. The Vocal is obliged to select since the poem must, for survival, have a more original order in any one of a thousand ways than the next one.What would be this Choral ghost of the selecting-for-order taking place in the Vocal? Doubtless the sempiternal drag of the desire to get rid of the desire to shine and be “original,” to lose the reminiscence of ego or self on the road to the no-self. The feeling of “die now/never die” arises also out of the extreme difficulty of any form of abdication of the self. 

If the Rapture is the apex of the process of poem-making -- the moment in which the poem lyrically rising from structure achieves a moment of stasis (the true moment of the Silence) just before elegiacally falling back into structure as an achieved order then, during this timelessness, the melding into each other of the Vocal and the Choral, the resolution of their conflict or the recognition of the loss inherent in their ignorance of each other, shows itself as totality, as never lost / never gained: always there ab initio. For that brief moment, all reciprocity is abolished, all self is merged into an entity which can be seen as a collective self but which I prefer to call the no-self. At that brief moment, the successful poem emerges as “wisdom,” the mind and roar of the Lion. For the poet there is no other “religion.” (6)
It is in this moment, when I or another claims to be desperate, that the question of life or death is decided. I always end up by saying that there are two solutions and two only: you jump out the window or you do not. The intuition, or even illusion  arising in a poem, informing the poet that there is a moment in which one can simultaneously wish for immediate death and for eternal life, may be indicating that, ultimately speaking in the realm of no-self, there is no difference. After having climbed that mountain, the process of fighting for survival can continue.
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Notes
1) The refining process in the title of this piece refers to the various versions of the model contained in earlier essays published here A topic so vast, of course, that it must be addressed at another time. For one formulation see the original version of “Regarding the Issue of ‘New Forms’” in “Views from the Weaving Mountain” (Albuquerque, University of New Mexico Press, 1991).
2) See “The Beautiful Contradictions” New York: Random House, 1970, reprinted in “Atitlán/Alashka” Boulder, Brillig Works, 1979, partly reprinted in “Selected Poems: 1950-2000” Middletown: Wesleyan University Press, 2002. See p.41 of the latter.
3) Antonio Damasio: “Looking for Spinoza: Joy, Sorrow and the Feeling Brain” (New York: Harcourt, 2003.) The notes to the book (which would benefit by a bibliography as well as notes) give guidance to the vast literature of neuroscience.

4) Antonio Damasio: op.cit. pp. 177, 322.

5) New York:  Harcourt, 1999. Damasio’s reference: I am not yet acquainted with this book.

6) In “Elegy, Archaeology, Architecture,” the Rapture is referred to as the Idyll. I confirm that the model needs an environment, "Idyll,” of which the "Rapture" would be the climax or apex.
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