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Dear Frances,
 
		You may have read in the June issue of Harper’s the dire essay titled “Poetry Slam, or the Decline of American Verse” by 





Mark Edmundson. It is certainly receiving a lot of attention for its critical depiction of contemporary poetry and its scathing dismissal of living poets from Seamus Heaney to Anne Carson. Bemoaning his perceived notion that poets no longer speak for “us” but instead only for themselves, Edmundson writes, “I often think that our poets now write as though history were over and they were living in a world outside collective time.” 
 
I am sending Edmundson a copy of Graywolf Press’s latest poetry title, published this month, titled Belmont by noted poet, critic, and Harvard professor Stephen Burt. The book is a powerful statement about contemporary life, history, politics, urban landscapes, gender identity, and parenthood. It’s a book that should make Edmundson reconsider his argument. In fact, Burt just this week published a smart retort to Edmundson’s essay in the Boston Review.
 
In his poetry as in his criticism, Burt is everywhere interested in writing as a way to gather us in, together, in a collective enterprise of praise, gratitude, and respect for the place of beauty in the world. “Sing for us whose troubles // are troubles we’re lucky to have,” Burt's first poem begins. And as if speaking about poetry itself, he ends the poem with these lines: “We should never look down // on what gives strangers comfort, // on what we learn too late that we might need.”
 
At Graywolf, we believe poetry is for everyone, that it speaks for us individually and collectively in profound, challenging, and artful ways, and that it has the power to resonate across our culture.
 
Of the soul, Burt writes, “Respectable people have found it in a guitar. // Consider where it lives, or hides, in you.”
 
Best summer wishes,
 
Jeff
 
Jeffrey Shotts
Executive Editor
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