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READING from THE VNIVERSE

An old name for poet is Maker. An old form of poem is oral, a poem that is a constant re-creation of variations, no one which is “the original” with respect to which others are derivative. 

Software lets us write by making things. Time-based work yields variations without “an original.” Poems can become not only games, but instruments continually re-activated as we play them, a kind of translation experience, translation as Benjamin and Brecht think of it, translation as performance.

My poem V is a poem of migration, distributed across two online locations and an invertible two-in-one print book. A reviewer of this book said that I was asking for much more than his attention, I was asking for his transformation into a different kind of reader—and this is true.

V, visually, is the V of an open print volume. In V:  WaveSon.nets/Losing L’una this opening holds a Web address, http://vniverse.com, that opens the location you see onscreen, the Vniverse. Another part of V is the Flash poem, Errand Upon Which We Came, created in collaboration with M.D. Coverley. Errand speaks explicitly as, and about, new reading experience. 

Today, I want to talk about and read from the Vniverse, created in collaboration with Cynthia Lawson. 

Our first media is the sky—with its ever-changing un-erasable cast of marks. Here is our sun—looking up through the Pleiades and out toward Vega, a view 12,000 years in the future, when Vega will be our North Star. V also looks back—12,000 years and more—to the Ice Age. Nomadic humans of the Ice Age lived on what I call the Star/Body grid. Relying on photons and neurons, they had to outthink winter— by reading the sky, by learning to count, to keep track. They also had to read their bodies. Conception had to occur about Midsummer Night’s Eve to give newborns the best chance at survival. Today, by contrast, in the “developed” world, we live on the Power Grid, the Electric/Electronic grid. We rely on code, on electrons, on quantum effects. 

The Vniverse brings these two grids together, and it is dedicated to Simone Weil, the philosopher-mystic who focused our attention on what the body knows—and how.

The Vniverse is a continuous present of varying forms, like the night sky, in which readers trace their own path. The Vniverse, though full of destinations, does not offer an immediate response to a reader’s presence. It is she who has to choose to “read the stars.” 

How does it work? Like fingerpaint! [The following were demonstrated.]

Swing or sweep your hand across the sky and fleeting images appear—not really images—diagrams, outlines, that disappear as if diving back underwater. 

But if I linger on a star, I release its constellation, its keyword, and the spelling-out text of a numbered triplet. Catch a star with the pressure of a click, and the diagram stabilizes, temporarily permanent. I can now explore it onscreen. If I trace it without clicking, I can read an associated set of keywords, a “compressed” poem. [This was done with the Swimmer constellation.]

Clicking a star releases the text of a WaveSon.net. Each begins, not as it does in print, but rather with the chosen triplet. It doesn’t assemble sequentially, but in relation to that triplet, which displays in color while the other lines display in white. 

Persisting, clicking the same star yet again, will change the form to a set of triplets. Repeated clicking will toggle these forms, oscillating between them. I can make everything disappear with one click of the darkness, or press a “next” to keep reading in the same constellation. Whether reading the WaveSon.net, the triplet set, or the forms of decay, I can simultaneously sweep my hand, bringing new numbers, new keywords, and new triplets to overlay the poem or display beside it.

We bring to this scene what the Ice Age reader brought to the circling sky—either our impulses, go here, go there, following our nose and instincts, or we bring survival-oriented questions. For people of the Ice Age:  how to intersect with the migrating animals, how to keep from bearing children when the temperature is minus sixty degrees. The sky becomes a Sybil or Oracle, a constructed relation to the natural world probed with calculations. Our Sibylline space can be explored by entering any star’s number in the dial.

I’ll do a short reading based on my question today:  

When we go from moment (poems) to movement (poems), the body is activated. But whose body?

The numbers 3, 17, 61, 66, 33, 144, 151, 158, 163, 131, 187, were entered and the triplets or parts of the associated WaveSon.nets were read.

Or is the body not in the verses at all—

does it belong to the Dipper, the Fetus, Infinity, the other constellations? [The sky was scanned to reveal these.]

The extraordinary likeness of the female uterus and Fallopian tubes to the head and horns of a bull can be seen in the Neolithic birth shrines.

The number 129 was entered and that triplet read.  Then 209 was entered and thereafter clicking on the Dragonfly constellation and the “next” buttons was used to read through quite a good deal of WaveSon.nets 42-47. 

