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REVIEW BY PAUL KILLEBREW

It's so difficut to break the mind out of its
habits. Slavoj Zizek taiks about how strange

it is to catch sight of yourself in a mirrored
room from an angle just off from dead-on,
how it takes a moment to ratchet back

_into yourself from the position of someons

observing you. We've all had experlences
when, after reading something dozens of
fimes, even over several years, you sud-
denly realize that & word or a phrase is to-
tally different from the way you had been
reading I, and for a moment you negotiate
between the alternatives, as if it really could
be either way.

Eric Baus’s careful and beautitul second
book, Tuned Droves, is written in the belief
that such experiences have metaphorical
and romantic resonance. Baus has said in
an interview that pecpie tend to misread the
book's title as “turned doves" and “funed
bones,” and the language often seems o
invite these kinds of mistakes. The iina, “To
me it is like | am walking to a microphons,”
asks, to me anyway, to be misread ("To me
it is Hie | am talking to a microphone™). The
line is from the seguence "l Know the Let-
ters This Way," a title that practically apoio-
gizes for any misunderstandings.

Misreadings are so personal, though, so
who's to say whether anyone slss will see
these things the way 1 do? Tuned Droves
was built for questions ike this. Patierns
suggest themselves-words repeated at
meaningful intervals, posms that seem to
be the product of mechanical composttion-
al methods, a sort of he and she narrative,
or the use of titles within poems—but the

-patterns conly suggest themselves. Take,

for instance, whatsver mechanical compo-
sitional methods might be at work. Baus
said in an interview that he used different
kinds of "mechanical processes that didn't
invoive a lot of my conscious intervention:
putting things in columns, cutting them up,
mulching and harvesting the language.” it's
interesting, though. These poems aren't like
Ted Berrlgan’s Sennet XV, where the com-
positional method used is fairly apparent.
Whatever processes Baus used, he didn't
accept their results like the outcome of a
survey. And yet at the same fime, i certainly
does seem lke a mechanical process was
at work. And that's how all the larger pat-
ferns are. They ‘eave no discernable hook,
g0 one is left with occasional suggestions
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that surface and dissipate ke déia vu sensa-
tions, What happens to you after you plck up
on something like that? What kinds of deci-
sicns are you making, and why do you make
the decisions you do?

Tuned Droves s constructed so that
there’s time to consider. Much of the book
has a fairly spartan vocabulary, and one- and
two-svilable words predominate: “The way |
talk is a result of the way | hear her | was told
but it took how long to show up in cursive.”
The austerity of the words pulls the poems
down to rudiments, but it doesn't make the
poems any chummier, If anything, it's ke an
tan Tyson image made up of blocks of blug
or gray; the poems strike you with the in-
cradible abstraction that resides at the very
basic levels of the medium.

- Fem

Tt Y nvolves modulatin i & ;Jitun or we-
quency within an interval untll you find a de-
sired point; “A boy becomss related to wa-
ter. A body recording over waves.” Imaging a
kind of tuning where the point can't be found
because it keeps siipping. Lke the title of
one poem, “Inside any goed song somaone
is lost,” words in Tuned Droves are moving
targets: “What is wood is wood, what is cat
ig beautifully cast.” Or congider the dense re-
verb in this title: “An echoed exoskeleton" Or
“’it s raining.’ 1t's raining.”

| used the word “romantic” eariier and did
5o for a reason. lt's not only because Baus
gendered the peems In Tuned Droves-—-we
have a he and a she, a boy and a man and
a waman (though never & girl), a Mrs. Hand
and Miss Toy, & woman named “Ding”—but
also because romance s one way 10 tap
into the broadsr meanings of the modula-
tions ocecurring at the level of language. |
thought of it this way: say one day | reaiize
| have developed an unfavorable impression
of another person, and the same day a friend
brings up that person n & convarsation. |
ask, What do you think of him? My friend
says, | really fike' him, he’'s so nicet | don't
quite know what to say. | ask myself, Is there
something wrong with me? Does my friend
know something | don't? Later, | fali In love
with him, and later stilt | think, No, | had him
pegaed ail along, Thig, | think, is largely how
I've come 1o know anvthing about the world.
New experiences recafibrate expeciations,

a process that fesls like refinement while it's
happening but that in retrospect Is probably
better described as faling. What narratives
there ara In Tuned Droves seem to follow this
course, one that “romance” seems 1o cap-

“ture well enough. “She appeears as herself.

The same someone sise.” "l am not her son.
A ding and its echo, show.” But the nara-
tives are only part of It; thermostatic familiar-
ity pervades Tiined Droves. We see ft happen
to the speaker and his voice ("Out of the bus
and talking, he is trying to reeppear.”), and to
the posms and their words {“Hello. Nermal
Hello.") The book’s great beauty is to make
it ail of a plece.

Paul Kiliebrew is the author of Flowers, forth-
coming from Canarium Books. He is a fawyer
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