
Appropriation, Intertext and Authorship in 21st Century 
Poetry

_____________________________________

First, A Vocabulary Lesson
_____________________________________

Author Text Intertextuality Voice

Dictionary / Lexicon Source Text Appropriation Procedure / Process

Constraint Oulipo Conceptual Poetry Flarf

Erasure Anagrams Googlism Gnoetry

_____________________________________

Second, The Author's “Death” and Funeral March
_____________________________________

1. From Craig Dworkin's introduction to UbuWeb's Anthology of Conceptual Writing:

Poetry expresses the emotional truth of the self. A craft honed by especially sensitive 
individuals, it puts metaphor and image in the service of song.

Or at least that's the story we've inherited from Romanticism, handed down for over 200 years 
in a caricatured and mummified ethos - and as if it still made sense after two centuries of radical 
social change. It's a story we all know so well that the terms of its once avant-garde formulation 
by William Wordsworth are still familiar, even if its original manifesto tone has been lost: "I 
have said," he famously reiterated, "that poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful 
feelings; it takes its origin from emotion recollected in tranquility."

2. From Roland Barthes “The Death of the Author”:

In his story Sarrasine, Balzac, speaking of a castrato disguised as a woman, writes this 
sentence: "It was Woman, with her sudden fears, her irrational whims, her instinctive fears, her 
unprovoked bravado, her daring and her delicious delicacy of feeling" Who is speaking in this 
way? Is it the story's hero, concerned to ignore the castrato concealed beneath the woman? Is it 
the man Balzac, endowed by his personal experience with a philosophy of Woman? Is it the 
author Balzac, professing certain "literary" ideas of femininity? Is it universal wisdom? or 
romantic psychology? It will always be impossible to know, for the good reason that all writing 



is itself this special voice, consisting of several indiscernible voices, and that literature is 
precisely the invention of this voice, to which we cannot assign a specific origin: literature is 
that neuter, that composite, that oblique into which every subject escapes, the trap where all 
identity is lost, beginning with the very identity of the body that writes. 

[…]

We know that a text does not consist of a line of words, releasing a single "theological" 
meaning (the "message" of the Author-God), but is a space of many dimensions, in which are 
wedded and contested various kinds of writing, no one of which is original: the text is a tissue 
of citations, resulting from the thousand sources of culture.... [The writer's] only power is to 
combine the different kinds of writing, to oppose some by others, so as never to sustain himself 
by just one of them; if he wants to express himself, at least he should know that the internal 
"thing" [the self] he claims to "translate" is itself only a readymade dictionary whose 
words can be explained (defined) only by other words, and so on ad infinitum.

[…]

In this way is revealed the whole being of writing: a text consists of multiple writings, issuing 
from several cultures and entering into dialogue with each other, into parody, into contestation; 
but there is one place where this multiplicity is collected, united, and this place is not the author, 
as we have hitherto said it was, but the reader: the reader is the very space in which are 
inscribed, without any being lost, all the citations a writing consists of; the unity of a text is 
not in its origin, it is in its destination; but this destination can no longer be personal: the 
reader is a man without history, without biography, without psychology; he is only that 
someone who holds gathered into a single field all the paths of which the text is constituted.

3. From Marjorie Perloff's “The Pleasures of Déjà Dit: Citation, Intertext and Ekphrasis in Recent 
Experimental Poetry,” published in The Consequence of Innovation:

[I]n the climate of the new century, where sites of resistance have become increasingly eroded, 
we seem to be witnessing a poetic turn from negation and resistance to dialogue–a dialogue 
with earlier texts or texts in other media, or “writings through” or ekphrases that permit the poet 
to participate in a larger, more public discourse, even as the poet’s personal signature is once 
again present. Such poetry is often meditative, but meditation is made oblique by the use of 
Oulipo constraint, citation, and the reliance on intertext: appropriation, after all, is now a 
central fact of life. As such, we are witnessing a new poetry, more conceptual than expressive–
a poetry in which, in Craig Dworkin’s words, “the idea cannot be separated from the writing 
itself.” (257)



_____________________________________

Third, The Poetry
_____________________________________

1. Andrei Gheorghe - The Longest Poem in the World <http://www.longestpoemintheworld.com/> 

* * *

Sometimes i sit in the quiet of my room and just think.

Watching the Hills finale tonight and having a festive drink!

And I apologize for bleeding words

sewing tiny penguins and paisley birds.

♫ Billy May &amp; Les Baxter - Cherry Pink And Apple Blossom White

fuck... i have to many clothes and stuff to pack during one night.

is laughing at vicky and her annoyance with midnight club.

going over to jens for pizza beer and hot tub!!!

going to go and buy me a touch screen. go me!! go me!!

they say don't catch a falling knife... My thumb and palm agree.

cant wait to go and see little boots =)

I like ducks :) and apparently coots

Really don't wanna get up and get ready.

I'm confused and annoyed already.

@_augusta I won't I won't I won't and you can't make me

And I can't find a ducking movie that works with my tv

Austin is lame and doesn't want to dress up for Halloween. :(

But really, who needs to see the left and right tenths of the screen.

needs to stop being so lazy and drinking so much

Is in a really confusing place. Mentally and such.

* * *

http://www.longestpoemintheworld.com/


2. Christian Bok - Eunioa <http://archives.chbooks.com/online_books/eunoia/>.
From “Chapter A”:

Hassan can watch as  a  marksman tracks a  stag,  a 
hart and a fawn, and at last bags a ram (a bwana as 
smart as Tarzan can trap all mammals: alpacas and 
llamas, caracals and pandas, aardvarks that can catch 
larval ants). Hawks and larks dart past tamaracks, as 
jackdaws and mallards  flap past catalpas and land 
athwart a larch (sparhawks and caracaras scrawk at 
black caps and avadavats).  A bantam jacamar can 
stand  athwart  a  jacaranda  branch  and  catch  all 
scarabs that gnaw at sasafras bark. A jackal stalks an 
addax.  A Manx cat  nabs  a  pack  rat.  A black  asp 
crawls past  a sawgrass march that  has algal  tarns.

3. Jen Bervin - Nets <Jacket Magazine Review: http://jacketmagazine.com/25/metr-berv.html> 

#63

Against my love shall be as I am now,
With Time’s injurious hand crushed and o’er worn;
When hours have drained his blood and filled his brow
With lines and wrinkles; when his youthful morn
Hath travelled on to age’s steepy night;
And all those beauties whereof now he’s king
Are vanishing or vanished out of sight,
Stealing away the treasure of his spring;
For such a time do I now fortify
Against confounding age’s cruel knife,
That he shall never cut from memory
My sweet love’s beauty, though my lover’s life:
    His beauty shall in these black lines be seen,
    And they shall live, and he in them still green. 

#55

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments
Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme;
But you shall shine more bright in these contents
Than unswept stone, besmeared with sluttish time.
When wasteful war shall statues overturn,

http://jacketmagazine.com/25/metr-berv.html
http://archives.chbooks.com/online_books/eunoia/


And broils root out the work of masonry,
Nor Mars his sword, nor war’s quick fire shall burn
The living record of your memory.
’Gainst death, and all oblivious enmity
Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room
Even in the eyes of all posterity
That wear this world out to the ending doom.
    So, till the judgment that yourself arise,
    You live in this, and dwell in lover’s eyes. 

4. K. Silem Mohammad - Sonnagrams <http://www.wagsrevue.com/Issue_2/#/17> and 
<http://boojournal.wordpress.com/k-silem-mohammad/> 

[Exact anagrams of Shakespeare’s Sonnets: each Sonnagram contains the same letters, in the 
same distribution, as its original (all letters left over once a new English sonnet in iambic 
pentameter has been assembled are arranged to form a title). Mr. Mohammad’s current book 
project of the same name is an anagramming of all 154 of Shakespeare’s sonnets.]

“Oh, We Be Few, Oh, We Be Few,” She Huffed

Go softly to the Disneyland Hotel,
Its simulacral threshold grown sublime:
The bedrooms all emit that new car smell,
Like nothing else in bourgie Anaheim.

Where leftist brownies get our mothers high,
Humanity is poorly led, forsooth—
In Eisenhower’s shadow lies the lie;
In Soviet-run brothels lies the truth.

Henceforth let odorous intensities
Of talkativeness, torture, filth, and death
Stiffly arouse posh, gilded melodies
Beethoven might have come up with on meth.

The tawdry footsteps of a bawdy Goth
Are footsteps washed in washed-up Oshkosh broth.

———
[Sonnet 3 (“Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou viewest”)] 

http://boojournal.wordpress.com/k-silem-mohammad/
http://www.wagsrevue.com/Issue_2/#/17


My, You Annoy Me, Funny Daddy Roy: Yes, You of Uneasy Eye (Eye of 
Yore)

Wise fools who rub the curly heads of state,
Sweet monsters who sell honor out for fun:
Now by my learned counsel be set straight,
And board a flying saucer for the sun.

Lifesaver, doughnut, onion ring, or halo;
Lacuna, vacuum, emptiness, or hole—
The UFOs in Limbo hover way low;
In Purgatory, langue’s denied parole.

I know a word the OED omits:
Its syllables are fatal to be heard.
Whoever says it retches, dies, and shits;
I urge you not to utter such a word.

Although you feel the author’s days are through,
The author in the end erases you.

———
[Sonnet 13 (“O! that you were your self; but love, you are”)] 

5. Gnoetry video demonstration and discussion. See Gnoetry Daily for more examples 
<http://gnoetrydaily.wordpress.com/>. Below is the poem from the demo and a few others from 
recording sessions that failed:

Wed Dec  2 17:08:25 2009

It was like the light was covered with a mass
of bodies.  We have been dying like
flies here.  We live in violence,
and I was out of moonshine.  Look at one
bound down the middle of his
various places, trading places.
I saw a row of stakes.  So many millions.
I am afraid they will try to get
on with my nostrils.  There he was lying
flushed and staring straight up at me with his arms
up in the dark waiting for

http://gnoetrydaily.wordpress.com/


me.  He positively danced, the
evil spirit inside the boiler seemed
indeed to have been before him.

Texts:
Joseph Conrad, Heart of Darkness
______________________________

Tue Dec  1 02:01:37 2009

It pacified me, was bulging
with cartridges, confident,
as if you try to take me as
if sliding in greased grooves.  On my back,
a light alpaca jacket, and a feather
hat, patches on account of
their background.  Upon the river, stretching
bare of moonshine.  Lights of ships chains and tackle,
they leaped, my back to a battlefield.  I blinked,
the same people, concentrated, not
extraordinary in any way, that,
incomprehensible, which is the last word
of despondency.  The old
mud wall peeping above the invisible.

Texts:
Joseph Conrad, Heart of Darkness
______________________________

Wed Dec  2 00:25:27 2009

It was just the faintest blush, draped and
blindfolded, hastily.  We had
begun to heave in, the hands trembled
slightly, enthusiastic, the
gift of all that experience.
He shook hands, shook them with.  Had
been shaking hands, like a hulk with two
anchors, a little askew, and so
on.  One good shake.  Embalm it, I said.
It had candor, it was an enthusiast
and a connoisseur.  It's a wonder to
me an enigma.  And I



turned and descended to the
river with a vision of him dead.

Texts:
Joseph Conrad, Heart of Darkness

_____________________________________

Fourth, Further Reading and Other Links:
_____________________________________

On the Web:
• Barthes, Roland. “The Death of the Author.” (1967) 

<http://www.ubu.com/aspen/aspen5and6/threeEssays.html#barthes>
• UbuWeb :: Anthology of Conceptual Writing <http://www.ubu.com/concept/>
• EPC: The Electronic Poetry Center <http://epc.buffalo.edu/>
• Gnoetry Daily <http://gnoetrydaily.wordpress.com/>

Books:
• Vanessa Place / Robert Fitterman. Notes on Conceptualisms. (2009)
• Dworkin, Craig, Ed. The Consequence of Innovation: 21  st   Century Poetics  . (2008)
• Viegener, Matthias and Christine Wertheim. The   n  oulipian Analects.   (2007)

Tools:
• Google [search for “google sculpting”] <http://www.google.com/>
• Internet Anagram Server <http://wordsmith.org/anagram/>
• Gnoetry Download and Installations HowTo <http://mchainpoetics.wordpress.com/gnoetry-0-2-

download-and-install-howto/>
• Try Gnoetry Out HowTo <http://mchainpoetics.wordpress.com/2009/07/09/try-gnoetry-

without-installing-ubuntu/>

http://mchainpoetics.wordpress.com/2009/07/09/try-gnoetry-without-installing-ubuntu/
http://mchainpoetics.wordpress.com/2009/07/09/try-gnoetry-without-installing-ubuntu/
http://mchainpoetics.wordpress.com/gnoetry-0-2-download-and-install-howto/
http://mchainpoetics.wordpress.com/gnoetry-0-2-download-and-install-howto/
http://wordsmith.org/anagram/
http://gnoetrydaily.wordpress.com/
http://epc.buffalo.edu/
http://www.ubu.com/concept/
http://www.ubu.com/aspen/aspen5and6/threeEssays.html#barthes

