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statement of poetics 
Poppy Tankenson 

write: 
from the space .. the ocean .. the one maria speaks of." from the body that lies spreads 

cries fucks loues loues loues 
the ege that sees closely the kitchen with men brown who see me 

closely 
holding the tip of my tongue with two fingers and talking to see 

how theg words sound muffled and muffled the words how they sound muffled 
from the words i sag to gou marla, that seem so centered on them, but girl we are talking and it 
is something 

knowing that it is something .. not knowing ang truth about anything 
i like that one .. not knowing anything 

louing beth and her words 
from reading mothers journal .. the one she took to cuba and crying out 

of fear that the dance is real and will always be". 
claiming the uery triuial .. the specific 

Just Art, Robert sags .. it doesn't maHer what the fuck gou do, just do it as if the 
words maHer .. these words they maHer 

the words i write mustn't lag down and rest 
but onlg of that constant dance 

afraid of the dance of writing of the brown that fucks me sucks me 
nurtures me protects me puts me up on a pedestal and all at once throws me down 

sitting in the room with carmen and denise and noni and women and 
women and women 

feeling the heat on mg fingertips as i turn the bread the flour the food 
that feeds them 

mg ob li ga tion continues to get more blurred and less 
focused all the while." 

writing our stories as one continuously 
neuer holding mg tongue 

writing what i saw while i do not speak 
knowing i do not speak when he is occupying my space 

swimming in this brown circle of blood and hating and louing them all at the same time do i 
take and take from mg people i do 

carlos sags get to the point theg need the point read zeta that brown bull and just 
ouerlook the heaug's sex.ual attitude 

rejecting zeta fully and completely 
knowing that color maHers it just does it really maHers 

letting mg fingers go .. closing mg eges and touching myself to hear mg 



stories to hear the 
sounds 
letting 

fingers 
closing e1Jes 

touching 
mlJ to the 
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to 
mlJ go mlJ and mlJself 

hear stories hear sounds 

i have tnc1.uded lhia in 11UJ atatement of poetics. i am 11Denb.J three gean old. i have c:lied. red 
c:arhJ uapp1J hair, &CI'1Jlic naila, broum. nipples lbat are 1101 perk1J but like 11UJ molb.en, aud i N1J 
tballiUJ atalemenl of poeti.ca1Dill ahDqa be one of traDailion and movement and travel from one 

: form.lo auolher, but moat importanlbJ movemen11Dilhin one border lo another aud lhen, proba-
1 bhJ ahDqa, back aqain. 

i write in order to represent otJer and otJer again the signs of mlJ poet/lit/ical world, a world 
with mothers, and women, and men and food, and fear and sex and bodies, changing, with text 
ever1Jwhere, with art on all of the walls, this world 

oh 1Jeah, space, llotJe space .. 1 can just think of how to tratJel in mlJ storlJ, motJement through 
space blJ jumping, twirling, 1Jes, mlJ text often refers to dance and this dance is the walJ for me 
to describe how mlJ text mlJ sentences one word tratJels to another, 

i write in order to explore different walJS in which to represent/ construct/ speak/ uHer the 
structures that structure me politicalllJ, culturalllJ, ph1Jsicall1J, intellectualllJ, creatitJellJ, so on and 
so on 

lime/temporalillJ .. i do not etJer worrlJ too much about this .. i think of "we smile" and the storlJ 
absolutellJ cotJers about tOO lJears .. anlJ of the manlJ etJents could hatJe been told blJ anlJ 
IVoman in mlJ storlJ 

i write in order to participate in a contJersation with mis hermanas and others, too. 

i am interested, alwalJS, in meaning, i mean realllJ, not when the text is processing itself, if i 
lhought about meaning while i wrote down words, i would probabllJ feeltJerlJ insecure about 
ln1Jself .. but i do eniolJ when people read m1J stuff and hatJe a million tJersions, different, of 
11Jhat the storlJ is about, what it means, that is kind of fun, but not what i ultimatellJ want from anlJ 
teader 

Tbe Northridge Review 



138 Tankenson 
i write in order to tap out a text that will be liberating for the reader when the reader begins 
to read/ write/ this text 

when i decide i needed to finish this mother storg thing i am doing now, i started thinking 
about character, and that is how i began, there was the writer, the narrator, the mother, the 
daughter, and one more, hard to name, mag be the language, so that is how i deconstructed the 
storg of mg mothers life, i have been trging for gears to approach it and this began to work for 
me. i am thinking about most of mg writing and for the exception of one plag, i never have a 
character with one name, one set of definable characteristics .. i have used character like i use 
a word, or a sign, i absolutelg dive into the sign (character) and then let the text go 

i write to write mg mothers stories over and over again, for the women in the familg, this is 
important, to me, 

i don't think i ever reallg understood narrator, i mean who is this supposed to be, lst person 
3rd person .. i mean, how can gou ever reallg think of narrator realisticallg, how does the nar .. 
rater even know angthing and sometimes i don't care to think about it .. i guess the problem is 
that the idea has never been verg fixed for me, so therefore it doesn't pose a problem 

i absolutelg write because i love to travel on the rhgthm of language, this is connected to the 
metaphgsical me 

i reallg have to think about image, i think in mg earlier work, i reallg did write from image, i 
reallg would, i remember, closing mg eges and i would think of something, some image, like 
the ocean and dolphins, and i would trg to write, and obviouslg these images were totallg con .. 
structed, i mean i think i once saw a beached shark in Venice, and it was later that i began to 
explore the language that could textualize the women i had in mg head, bodies, neighbor .. 
hood stuff, and these "images" opened up and i began to write the subtexts of these signs and 
stories, well anghow while i write i do not think of an image i mag be creating, but i am 
intrigued bg the images i explore during the reading process, the images created as a result 
of the language 

when gou reach a point where the words just kind of tumble out, or gou are moving through 
textual space in new wags, this is exciting, for the reader writer both 

well, if gour saging this one word is sgmbolic of this this this .. what i will sag is that, what is 
interesting, is how after the process, unplanned except for structure, but how after .. there mag 
be so mang sgmbolic connections and whg wouldn't there be, i mean we all share a certain set 
of signs and then there are the signs of mg particular world and the telling process will onlg 
show connecting sgmbols through our signs, sometimes particular 
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i write in order to keep mouing, this is my actiuism, this is what i can do 

i use, sometimes, methods, in order to write, one of them being this idea of supplementarily, 
and this works for me, it gets me going, i would say all this is, is starting from either one sen .. 
tence or one word or one sign and supplementing the "meaning" continuously, 

i write to understand liuing the mestizaje way .. one might ask me to explain it .. i cannot .. 
therefore i write it, i most definitely belieue i am liuing in the lonely lands of the border .. i 
haue accepted this mythology as my own. 

i haue thought of uoice for a uery long time, i haue tried to politicize my work through the use 
of uoice in the past, really, that caused problems, barriers, walls, and now when i look at some 
of my more current work, the concept of uoice is utilized in a way, well simply, the texts i write 
haue many uoices, ouerlapping uoices, sometimes distinct, sometimes not, at any giuen point 
one should be able to ask, who is speaking, and this is not something nouel, but real for me, this 
is the way i hear things see things, this is how my history exists, my family stories are tellings not 
by any distinct uoice, my tias speak all at once, my story my narratiue self is really, sometimes 
literally a repetition of my mothers and my grandmothers, and i used to feel wierded out by 
this, freaked, but i am starting to accept the normalcy of this truth, the uoice just is so much 
more beautiful this way 

i write to explore theories of thinking and language, this exploration a cut and paste from the .. 
ory to theory to theory to theory to theory 

i haue tried to answer some questions about narratiue, i don't know the answer's, because again, 
this statement of poetics is absolutely in transition, i am right now in a border, but stuck to the 
walls, so what i am saying is absolutely questionable, 

i write so that my people, and others too, will be able to create, not regurgitate or memorize, 
but create in a space that allows them that strength 

this idea of my people, my my my my people, i write in order to sustain some kind of relation, 
this that i do is totally self seruing, i think, i am talking about my sense of community of belong" 
ing, i write in an aHempt to construct a community with women, Chicanos, people of color, oth .. 
erwise i truthfully feel foreign absolutely all of the time 

l write and write, sometimes, always, but not all the time, you know what i mean? 
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