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new magazine alter twelve years’ Not

really, Viee Versa has always looked

beyond cultural and political borders as
well as psychological ones, proposing an open
identity, a hybrid. No surprises then. The truth
1s that Viee Versa, after reflecting at length
globally. has decided to act leeally by choosing
a new territory and changing 11s linguistic
balance (b5% of the arucles are in English, 30%
in French and 5% in ltalian and Spanish). The
magazine has found (tsell within the "triangfe”
formed by the three big metropolis of Eastern
North America: Montreal, Toronto, New York
Instead of circling the planet now we're
“trtangulating”! Quite a different thing! The
means of connecting certainly aren't lacking
Just think: forty planes. a dozen trains and at
least six buses leave Montreal for Toronto
every day and return. There are also many
different highways! The same 1s true as regards
access to and from New York This is not an
ordinary little triangle but an extraordinary and
bustling mosaic which goes largely unnoticed
andis, therefore. neglected. We, however,

already love 1t because 11 allows us to step out

of the national aircle; because 1t harbors a
diversified americanness which 1s more exciting
and real than any offical national wentity,
because it 1s full of Iife. exchanges, people
laneuages and ideas. A critical yet witly
Journalistic style covers the hot {low of
political. cultural, and ecanomic events within

the triangle: inguinies. reports, interviews, and

commentaries from all three cities are
presented in a comparative, unigue manner
We will also confront and link different, ar
tumes similar but always pecuhar. staries and
facts

In this 1ssue vou will read extraordinary
articles by Regis Debray and André Gorz which
reflect our political orientation. The latter’s
article puts an end to the lies of the economists
("create” jobs, the unbearable "luxury” of public
health education. ). Regis Debray's article
strikes out at "Art”, the last religion, the
ambiguous, trafficked activity which has been
strangely overrated for the past, say, four
hundred years

Read, take a stroll along our three
walerfronts. Then subscribe. support Viee Versa
and feel free to write to us

Happy reading and enjoy your journey

WHY THIS TRIANGULAR

Pourquoi ce Vice Versa Triansulaire?
ne nouvelle revue apres douze ans! A
vral dire Vice Versa a toujours
transgresse des frontieres: culturelles

et politiques. Psychologiques aussi en

proposant une 1dentite ouverte, hybride. Pas de
surprise donc. Le fait est qu'apres avoir
longtemps pense globalement, enlin Viee Versa
agit lecalement! C'est comme ¢a que le
magazine s'est choisi un ferritoire en modihiant
aussi son equilibre linguistique (65% des textes
sont en anglais, 30% en frangais, 5% en italien et
espagnol). Le magazine s'est installé dans le
triangle forme par les trois grandes metropoles
de I'Est americain: Montreal, Toronto, New

York Au lieu de tourner la planete, mamtenant

on «triangules: bien différent! Pas les moyens

qui manquent. Et alors, pensez: presque
quarante avions, une dizaine de trains, au
moins six autobus, chaque jour guittent

Montreal pour Toronto et en reviennent. Sans

compter les autoroutes de toute sorte! Pour

New York et de New York on «triangule- a peu

pres au meme rythme. Cest un triangle

extraordinaire, mens, achalande mais que

personne ne semble vaoir, dont personne ne
parle, comme s'il etait un pett tniangle bien
ordinaire. Mais voila ce triangle nous l'aimons
deja. Parce qu'il nous permet de sorur du
cercle national, parce quil y a dedans une
americanite inedite. plus vraie et excitante que
les idenntes nationales officielles; parce gu'il
est plein de vie. d'echanges. de mondes. de
langues et didees

Le bowllonnant courant d'evenements
polingues, culurels. econonuques sera
apprehende a travers une intervention
journalistique ou, a l'esprit critque, s associera
'humour Des enquétes, reportages, Interviews,
commentaires sur la vie des trois cites selon
une approche comparative mnedite Amsi
emergeront des choses différentes, parfois
semblables. toujours particulieres que nous
confronterons, que Nous metrons en contact

Dans ce numero vous lirez deux
contributions extraordinatres sinscrivant dans
la direction politigue que nous suivrons dans le
Triangle. Il s'agit des articles de Regis Debray et
d'Andre Gorz Ce dernier pour en fimir avec les
mensonges de 'economisme («creer- des postes
de travail, le -luxe insoutenable de la sante
publique, de 'education, etc); le premier pour
assener un beau coup a |'-art., dermere
religion, activite ambigue, traliquee et, pour
des raisons plus ou moins obscures, toujours
surestimee en ces derniers, disons... quatre
cents ans. Lisez, promenez-vous sur nos lrois
waterfronta. Puis abonnez-vous. soutenez Viee
Versa et sentez-vous libres de nous ecrire

Bonne lecture el hon voyage

Perché Vice Versa triangolare?
na nuova rivista dopo dodici anm!
Veramente Vice Veraa ha sempre
traseredito frontiere; cultural e

hinguistiche. Anche psicologiche, suggerendo

un'identita aperta, ibrida. Dunque nessuna vera
sorpresa. Solo che, dopo aver pensato per tanto
tempo glchalmente ora Vice Veraa agisce
localmente! Cosi st e scelta un territorio
modificando 'equilibrio linguistico (65% dei testi

sono in inglese, 107 in francese, 5% in italiano e

spagnolo). La rivista si € trovata cos) in un

triangolo formato dalle tre grandi metropoli
dell'Est americano: Montreal, Toronto, New

York . Invece di girare il mondo, ora

triangoliamo: € ben diverso! E non mancano |

mezzi. Pensate circa quaranta aerel, una decina

di treni e almeno sei autobus ogni giorno vanno

da Montreai a Toronto e ritorno, Senza contare

le highwaya di ogni tipo! Per New York e da

New York si triangola pia 0 meno allo stesso

ritmo. Si tratta di un triangolo straordinario,

meticcio, frequentatssimo, ma che nessuno
sembra vedere, di cut nessuno parla, come
fosse un triangolino qualsiasi. A noi invece
piace. Perche o permetie di uscire dal circolo
nazionale; perche ¢'e dentro un'americanita
mnedita, piu vera e eccitante delle idennta
naronali ufhicial; perche € un mangolo pieno

di vita, di scamby, di gente, di lingue, di idee

Limponente flusso di avveriment; politici,

culturali, economict verra affrontato in modo

giornalistico e, accanto allo spirio cntico, i

sara a volte dello humour. Inchieste, reportage,

interviste, commenti sulla vita nelle tre citla
secondo un'ottica comparativa inedita Allora,
verranno [uor cose diverse, a volie sl
sempre partcicolar, da confrontare, da mettere

n contatto

In questo numero, due straordinari
contribut nella direzione politica che

segwremo nel Triangolo, sono gl articoli di

Rewis Debray e di Andre Gorz Quest'ultimo per

aiutarci a farla finita con le menzogne

economicistiche ( «creares post di lavoro, 1l

Jusso« ora eccessivo dell assistenza medica,

della scuola, etc), 1l primo per dare un colpo

all’«arte+, ultima religione, attivita ambigua,
trafficata e, per pii 0 meno oscure ragloni,
sempre sopravvalutata in questi ultimi,

diciamo. . quattrocento anni

Leggete, passeggiate sui tre fronti del

porto. Poi abbonatevi, sostenete Viee Versa e

scrivetect il.bf.‘l'a(ﬂ(’ﬂ“_‘

Buona lettura e buon viaggio



Who's Who s

IN Black America

him the proofs of his bio for the newest edition of Who's Who

Among Black Americana. It was delivered to the shelter
where he lives this morning. He's astonished but it's not the first time
he's made the list, it's just the first time he's been homeless.

Back in 1963, when his first novel The Measenger was published
and hardcovers were selling for $3.98, he was a promising young
writer, Now they cost $24.98 and Charles is sixty-two and going blind.
In 1949, when he was seventeen and the subways were still a nickel,
he met James Jones in a writers colony. James introduced him to
Norman Mailer who wanted to read Charles’ unpublished novel No
Regreta but only on the condition that it wasn't Charles’ only copy.
Norman didn’t want to be responsible for losing it. So Charles
xeroxed it and kept the original. Then Charles felt safe because

H is name is Charles Wright. The Post Office has just forwarded

and Howmeless?

p h LT DR
Josef Geranio

Norman had a duplicate, and Norman felt secure since Charles still
had the original, until both of them lost the only two copies in
existence. Charles laughs as he tells this story with good natured
shrug. It might have been some of his best writing, but easy come
easy go. Writing and money have come and gone as easily as his
fifteen minutes of fame, Now his nerves are bad and he complains his
predicament and the people in the shelters are so boring he has
writer's block. But once life was full of splendid coevals. He met Kay
Boyle in the lobby of the Metropolitan Museum of Art when he was
still a messenger. She was charmed someone so young had recognized
her. "You must be a writer,” she said, "how else could you know this
face.”

Before he and Mailer lost No Regrets he had shown it to Ferrar
Straus and Giroux. Roger Strauss didn’t want to publish it but he
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wanted to meet the young man who wrote it. "Why don't you write
about what you do. You must have seen a lot..." That was on a
Thursday. Charles wrote thirty pages over the weekend, delivered
them on Monday and before the end of the week had a contract to
publish his first novel, The Meassenger.

The critics loved The Messenger and its author. Charles took the
residuals and flew to Tangiers to live, where he met Paul Bowles and
stayed until he ran out of funds. Sitting in the sidewalk cafes he often
befriended the local whores and thieves and gave them advice. He
would tell the poor young gigolos what to put in the letters they
wrote their middle class tourist lovers. "No, no", he would say, " if
you want that expensive watch you can't say it that way". They repaid
him with streetwise affection. He was the only foreigner who could
wander down the waterfront through its deserted alleys smashed
drunk at three o'clock in the morning with total impunity. No one
touched him. But afterall, it was the sixties and Tangiers.

By the time he got back to New York he was broke. He holed up
in a little hotel and wrote The Wig, his second novel, in twenty-nine
sweet alcoholic days. He was hoping for a little more fame and
money. He believed The Wig a far better book than The Messenger.
He met James Baldwin after Baldwin wrote the blurb that appeared on
the cover of The Wig. Baldwin thought the book daring and honest,
but the critics decimated The Wig. It was a radical black protest novel
before its time had come. Richard Wright had written Native Son and
Ralph Ellison had written The Invisible Man but comparatively,
although these were protest novels, they were respectful and
traditional in form.

The Wig was irreverent. It assaulted both Whites and Blacks. As a
tragic surreal tale of a desperate black man's futile attempt to enter
the all American dream by straightening his kinky hair, it was too far
on the vanguard of those militant black novels that would soon
decorate the coffee tables of the radically white and chic in the next
decade. The White "liberalism” of the Sixties didn't become trendy
until the Seventies. When The Wig was published in 1966, the
mainstream had not yet hit upon the idea of literary flagellation as a
means of expiating its collective guilt. Charles was confused.

Langston Hughes had written him a couple of letters after
reading The Messenger, but
Charles had carelessly
neglected to answer. He only
met Langston after The Wig
was published. Langston spoke
to him gently. He could see
Charles had been damaged by
the critics’ barbs. Langston
gave him a little fatherly
advice. "If what you want is
for them to love you again,
just write another nice little
book like The Messenger.

White folks don't want to know any black person feels and thinks
intensely enough to write a book like The Wig, Langston told him.

Eventually, the critics who destroyed The Wig begrudgingly
conceded that, at the very least, Charles Wright had become the
undisputed father of black black satire. But by then fate had changed
its course for Charles Wright. The promising young writer was not so
young and trusting anymore. The only promises he decided to keep
were his own angry ones. His weekly column in the Village Voice,
Wright's World, grew even more nakedly irreverent than The Wig. He
filled it with raw uncensored escapades of the underbelly of society
he knew so well. He was still bearing the message declining to edit its
brutality for the sake of politeness.

Today, his vision of America remains unadorned. Luck has not
been his lady. Like so many writers of his generation Charles is an
alcoholic and suffers from depression. Two excellent reasons to
engage in self-pity, even without his nicotine jones, glaucoma, ulcers
and severe Lupus. But he is as unsentimental about life as he is about
pain. His black black humor is still startling and amusing. You would
never guess talking to him that he is homeless and on the verge of
going blind. He's charismatic, pragmatic steel. He's down to two

cigarettes a day "just to read the New York Times with” and still
holding on to "the wagon”. It's a roller coaster but he's been dry since
October when he entered the seedy little shelter where he now
resides. The shelter is supposed to be finding him an apartment but
so far all it's offered is 'single room occupancy’ uptown in Harlem or
downtown near Avenue D and the East River, better known to the
locals as Junkieville.

Charles is resisting leaving a shelter for an SRO. In order to write
again he needs the privacy and solitude of his own place. "The East
Village is home" he sighs. "I've lived here ever since | arrived from St.
Louis. Even when | was washing dishes in the Catskills I hiked back on
my days off. Even when | was sleeping in those Bowery fleabags they
were always lower East side fleas” he laughs. He figures if he's going
to have to walk those mean streets one day with a cane or a seeing
eye dog as the doctors keep predicting, he wants to be able to 'see’
them. He's got NoHo( East Manhattan from Fourteen Street to Houston
Street) memorized. He'd rather have a tiny studio in Noho than a state
of the art loft in Soho or the Bronx. He's a veteran, a senior citizen,
disabled, in "Who's Somebody in Black America”, but he can't find a
decent apartment he can afford. Forget decent, he can't find any
cheap apartment.

But Charles is sanguine. Like the title of his third book, he finds
darkness and homelessness Absolutely Nothing to get Alarmed About.
He's writing poetry on Prozac, biding his time, confident his Guardian
Angel is about to appear any moment. All he wants, he says, is a little
pad, a big old fashioned mechanical typewriter and peace and quiet.
The shelters are even noisier than SROs. He doesn't sleep nights. If it
wasn't for his vision and physical problems he'd probably hit the
streets.

1 quote the statistics to him. According to the Coalition for the
Homeless, as of May 1995, there are approximately 24,000 people
living in shelters, gooo of which are children, and another 25,000
people living in the streets. | ask why he thinks he's going to luck
upon what thousands of other homeless in New York must be hoping
for in vain. He flashes that ageless teenage grin and whispers, "Well
then, what the heck, maybe I've got a premonition. I'm always on the
vanguard of something. | was the father of black black humor and
what other homeless guy do you know listed in 'Who's Who...?'

He sees the look on my face and laughs. "I'm not worried about
getting a pad something will turn up. Its the stuff around the bend
worrying me. My Socialized Security if | go blind”. "You mean your
checks?" I ask. "No, my soul. Look" he whispers, "Maybe it's the detox,
but someday | feel chipper. And | heen dreaming stuff lately, that's
been coming true. Like imagining my vision's getting better. It's scary.
But hey, as a friend of mine, who risked his life crossing the New
Jersey turnpike on foot last week and lost it, as ole Al use to say, I'm
a tough little son-of-a-bitch. So now, if I could survive an April 177 Are
you kidding me? | can survive anything." "What happened April 17th?”
"Here. Read the poem | wrote. That was the day they told me I was
also going blind in my good eye.” %E#

April bequeathed
The most terrible gift

Except for death

Damn you

So take the promising skies, soft air
Some brownstone’s magnificent magnolia
Night will never be the same anymore
Whether

Moon-sotted or plagued by rain

Viewed by this solitary strange

PHELONISE WILLIE|IS A WRITER AND POET. SHE IS THE EDITOR OF
ICE VERSA IN NEW YORK.
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Gavin Affleck

o announce the meeting of
Trepresentatfves of mare than a

dozen disciplines in Quebec City in
the spring of 1995 for les Etats généraux
du paysage québecois, the conference’s
organizing committee produced an
elegant three colour brochure with
imagined landscapes rendered to
suggest vintage etchings and flowing
calligraphic script. It appeared that the
Etats généraux was a call to assembly for
the Knights of the Round Table and all
that was missing were some trumpets
and flags.

Such romanticizations of the
landscape are not a new phenomenon.
The natural world was first portrayed as
an escape from the brutality of the
Industrial Revolution and if the twentieth
century conception of the landscape has
had any focus, it remained rooted in this
nineteenth century inheritance. The
romantic approach never quite eclipsed
the reductionism it set out to criticize: by
framing the landscape as a sacred object
it only succeeded in isolating man and
nature, city and country. An idealized
retreat distinct from the realities of urban
life, the natural world remained
separated from the world inhabited by
man. Most of the significant landscape
art of our times has reflected this
division. The broad appeal of the
paintings of the Group of Seven, for
example, can be attributed in large
measure to the work’s pleasant
associations with the rest and relaxation
of vacation-time [1]. Combined with this
heritage has been a fundamental
confusion between environment and
landscape. While the former as a physical
reality should be distinguished from the
latter as a cultural practice of
modification, such a distinction is rarely
made. The twentieth century’s attitude to
the landscape has generally been one of
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