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Introduction to Americana

Poems can be reflective or reactionary. In a reflective mood, the poet comments on past events. His or her voice may be calm, wistful, and longing. They are preservers of the moment. When poets put on their reactionary mantle, they are more vocal and want to move themselves and others to action In this small collection, Harvey has both the reflective voice and the force of the reactionary. 
Viewing the Vietnam War, race relations, and the cultural renaissance of the 1960’s and 1970’s through the prism of a child’s eye shaped Harvey’s views and points of view. The poets Allen Ginsburg, Amiri Baraka, Langston Hughes, and Ai shaped his voice.

Here is an example of Harvey as he reflects on the 1990’s and those high flat tops in his poem “Philadelphia.”

...Tall boy with five inch hair

Sits wide legged on the sub in baggy trousers.

His throat is stiff with defiance, But his dark

Eyes linger in mine for a moment...
In the words of the Edgar Winter Band, “Come on and take a free ride” from the 60’s to the 90’s. Get out your “rakes,” “platforms,” and afro puffs.
These poems delight, entertain, and as CC Music Factory said, :make you go “hmm.”
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The revolution was fought on fractured street corners,

By every splintered group in the world—

The Black African United Alliance,

The United Amistad Brothers of Soledad,

The African Cobra Warriors—

Led by tawny curly-haired field marshals

Cursing the drop of white blood cruising their hearts—

Brother Mobutu, Deputy Cinque,

Buford X, Abdul Elijah Montu.

Everyone had a storefront and a printing press.

Africa was on the wall,

Mary Jane in the bloodstream.

Battle-fatigued soldiers

Hiding behind Amendment One,

Saluted Castro with a gnarled fist

Celebrated the day Nat Turner was born,

Plotted victory marches through slums,

Made sex with plump, chicken-fat colored blondes.

Every corner was a command center,

But the end was nowhere to be sighted,

Because the means were too far scattered.

The boy soldiers are now men kissing forty's face,

Cursing the lesson, they forgot to learn:

Without gravity, everything drifts
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"I don't know, but I've been told—Eskimo nookie is mighty cold!"
Jimmy Lee Johnson—balls full of manhood—
Chanted that song running up Que San Hill

Just before he tripped a chicken wire

And scattered his bones 8000 miles

To some southerner's plantation,

And left his name to be chiseled into great black granite.
Jimmy Lee, a poor boy, a black stallion
A boy so soft-hearted and hard-muscled

The girls write songs about him:

“Jimmy Lee Jimmy Lee, why don't you come back...”

But the only thing he can give back

Is a withered black hand.

The other one got left behind
"I don't know, but I've been told-¬Eskimo nookie is mighty cold!"
What else can we say about the war?
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Oh, America, your heart

Black, encased in gold

Build more guns,

Damn the old.

Blessed be thy California President

And all of the homeless residents

of thine concrete roads.

Bar your empty homes

Against these poor gnomes.

May thine media create desire

For Sister China’s

Worthless trinkets.

Sing your hollow praises

To Adolfo and Dior

As you pick those weak threads

And buttons from the floor.

Graft, lies. and greed

Be forever your creed.

You are my country

And I, your beloved citizen.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Moon Mississippi


[image: ]


I went down into Moon, Mississippi,

Down into Philadelphia, Moon, Mississippi.

I wanted to see the shrine

Where they buried three freedom fighters:

Schwerner, Goodman, Chaney,

Encased them in concrete

Down in Moon, Mississippi

From where Miss America

Grew from root to tree.

That old Philadelphia moon

Did shine that night the Akins shot the kneecaps

Off Schwerner, Goodman, and Chaney)

The same Miss America

That has little liberty torches etched in her teeth.

When she smiles and waves her magic wand

I think about freedom and death.

They love those two in Moon, Mississippi. Philadelphia moon.

As much as they love Jews and Negroes.

Schwerner, Goodman, and Chaney are buried there

As a memorial to the love of Moon, Mississippiians, and Philadelphia moon.

Yes, no good is done by digging up old graves,

Miss America was still the yoke in the placenta

While her folks planted the seeds of

Schwerner, Goodman, and Chaney in their rock garden

In Moon, Mississippi. Philadelphia moon.

​Somebody’s Blues​
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"EVERYDAY, EVERYDAY I HAVE THE BLUES”.

This tune cake-walked across Bernstein's brain.

Why should he be blue, he thought.

He was Cadillac rich, with his name on a door

to a room in Temple Beth Israel—

'Cause his donation built that room.
But my man Bernstein was blue.
He stood hat in hand, watching the securities

Scroll up and down the ticker

Like a squad of Brown Shirts goose-stepping.
Bernstein kept his eye on one security, a three-letter symbol—LOV
Dropping a half point each hour.
––––––––
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LOV DROPPING, DROPPING, dropping
Bernstein's losing a grand each hour because of LOV

And that damn negro song cake-walking Across his brain.

"Moses, where are you now?" shouted Bernstein.

"Lord, part the red sea for me!"

EVERYDAY, EVERYDAY I HAVE THE BLUES”
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It's dark as hell outdoors.

Men are driving by

In their big silver phallic mobiles,

Staring up at the eleventh-floor window

Of the bronze Marathon Building

Where Charlotte sits bare-breasted

Typing out the latest list

of souls bought so the company can prosper.

The men love Charlotte's breasts—

But Charlotte is a wire mesh woman planted by Marathon

To lure men and their money.

So every night when darkness kisses the earth

The men slowly stroke their silver phalluses

Toward the Marathon Tower to view

Charlotte's breasts and the latest profit margins

Scrolling in amber waves down a computer screen

Into Charlotte's crotch.
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