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You know you’re onto something excellent when the titles in a table of contents read as a 
poem. The pointed jabs and pinpricks, “Bugs,” “A Fly,” “Boo Hoo,” Lo Galluccio supplies in 
her most recent collection, Not for Amnesia, point to poems that will awaken your senses. 
But awaken them to what? 
 
In common parlance amnesia is a failure to recall significant aspects of our past. In drama, 
amnesiacs are conventionally portrayed as individuals who cannot remember who they 
are. They have lost connection with self, time, and place. Amnesia, though, is not 
exclusively retrospective; it can manifest as post-traumatic failure to acquire and integrate 
new information. It is not simply forgetting; amnesia also can be an inability to create and 
access new memories. 
 
 The phrase not for amnesia, then, can be read as a claim against exclusion from memory, 
both retrospective and prospective. This designation asserts that the recall of some things, 
troubling as they may be, cannot be embargoed, their memory lies outside the limits of 
what can be blocked.  As a title the locution serves to demarcate a reservation, a place in 
which material that trauma might otherwise occlude is inscribed in verse, thereby 
committing it to memory, the poet’s and ours.  
 
The premise underwriting this poet’s endeavor, then, is to set this small collection outside 
the space that amnesia claims by making its contents communal. Yet the assertion of this 
intent can be no more than hopeful. It cannot secure the result because it lacks 
enforceability. Like the instruction “Fragile: Do Not Bend,” its dictate can easily be defied. 
These poems are not for amnesia, but they might be subject to it.  
 
That the poet cannot secure her end by fiat, means that success, if she is to have it, 
depends on the volition of her readers. Asserting Not for Amnesia functions as a bold moral 
gambit to enroll the poet’s readers in the care, nurture, and preservation in memory of what 
she is about to set before them.  “To read on,” she implies, “is to become my co-conspirator 
in removing this work from the grip of amnesia.” This edgy bid for alliance is a necessary 
predicate to our engagement with the elusive and unpredictable poems that follow. 
 
These poems, written when Galluccio was much younger, but published here for the first 
time, are intricate, jagged, surprising, imagistically specific— “Orange of mating, yellow of 



pain/The tangles of chatter”— but underdetermined. Like the young poet who wrote them, 
the compelling pieces found here invite recall but are not fully settled as to what they are. 
The poems presented in Not for Amnesia defeat direct interpretation and render close 
analysis inconclusive, forcing their readers’ sense making process into a precariously 
unstable experiential space.  
 
To make these poems hold at any given moment, as readers we must contribute something 
of ourselves. When we return our kaleidoscope will have shifted, and we will fix the pattern 
diVerently. Central to these poems’ attraction is their exquisite mutability, an enigmatic 
fluidity that rewards return. The semantic indeterminacy of these poems, though this was 
not their intended purpose, represents a potent resource for poetry film makers seeking 
fresh material. Like the best songs, and it is worth noting that Galluccio has been a 
recording artist on the Knitting Factory label, they ask to be covered again and again, to be 
visually and vocally constituted in a range of performatively rich but ultimately 
nondefinitive readings.  
 
For me, Galluccio is a poet’s poet. She writes with care, economy, vibrant imagery, and 
remarkable line control thoughtfully deployed in service of the poem, rather than aridly 
pursued as craft for craft’s sake. Her astute formations of shape and structure liberate the 
collection’s central figure, an intense, hungry, shifting narrative persona whose 
unexpected, sometimes startling, deluge of disclosed images would spin out of control 
absent the powerful downdraft these guiding elements provide. The consequence is a 
group of emotionally saturated poems, memorable and spare, that live in the place where 
chaos and order meet to break bread. Witness, “The Sweet Street,” 
 

Unisex replete. 
 
The real Santa dipped it 
In hot wax and electrified. 
 
Santa froze at 
 
male dogs with thick bones 
female cats with thin smiles 
 
The street’s sweet 
unisex replete. 

 
A running device in Not for Amnesia is the poet’s partial exposure of an interior world, a 
method that imbues the collection and its poems with an alluring quality of 
incompleteness. In her refusal to grant readers full access to her less than fully specified 
characters, Galluccio exposes the compass of her verse as a poetry of glimpses, situating 
her reader as accidental voyeur and inadvertent eavesdropper picking up snatches of 
private conversation.  



 
From The Piper, 
 

You whine for sleep your mouth 
sawing itself and curse 
what splinters your head. 

 
From Santa Fe, 
 

Is this really what you want 
she thought and asked 
she thought and asked 
and basked in the absence 
of an answer. 
… 

 
As my lover, he said 
As my lover, he said 
with his hands 
With his pulse 
As my lover, you’ll find 
The salt and the pounce. 

 
At a working level, Not for Amnesia is laden with simple rhyme, repetition in childlike 
singsong, and, as vibrantly expressed in A Fly, Joycean wordplay.  
 

“A poem for the middle of the week.” 
 

1. A fly in the why. 
2. A veil over my feet. 
3. A belly grumbling in the heat of a leak. 

 
The poet’s application of these methods is not a trite exercise in writing children’s verse for 
adults, nor is it play on language for its own sake. Galluccio uses these devices to develop 
character, bringing forward the yet to be integrated hungry, wounded child-self, the one 
who, in the absence of answers, will penetrate and collapse the edifice we take to be the 
expression of our adult selves  
 
In the fretful poem “Boo Hoo,” the narrator’s fragmented speech reads as if she’s 
addressing a familiar, a holder of memory (hidden truths) outside herself who has the 
contextual knowledge to properly situate this poem’s plaint—a status that we as readers do 
not possess. Galluccio achieves this eVect by using scattered imagery and questions 
delivered at the poem’s conclusion to introduce signifiers that hold private meaning. 
 



Every red see-through door slammed 
Without a peek-a-boo game. 

 … 
My breasts felt strange 
…less like fruit. 
… 
Wind shoving tree hands 
against my window like a schoolyard  
brat… 
… 
Boo hoo, where are you? 
Boo hoo, without you what’ll I do?  

 
Who is the I? Who is the you? This is not a child’s game; it’s a diVerent kind of boo, a 
diVerent kind of hoo. 
 
Returning to “Santa Fe,” we encounter in its sonics a self-soothing child’s litany played over 
the stylized intercourse of two desire-filled wounded children now old enough to be lovers.  
Illustratively, Santa Fe’s penultimate stanza opens with singsong repetition of the type 
found in children’s books, then returns to its central phrase, “As my lover,” in line 5. 
 

 As my lover, he said 
As my lover, he said 
with his hands 
With his pulse 
As my lover, you’ll find 
The salt and the pounce. 

 
The two descriptive lines, “with his hands/with his pulse,” preceding the central phrase’s 
return build tension that anticipates and activates the stanza closing “pounce.”  
 
Freed from context, “The salt and the pounce,” is delightfully fresh, playful, and childlike.  
Situated at the end of the stanza, it assumes adult connotations—salt as metonym for 
sexual sweat and its taste, pounce, the danger-filled thrill of being suddenly taken. Where 
does play end and predation begin? Or is it the other way around? Each is present; neither 
takes clear priority. What we feel, what we see, when we read this line, like an optical 
illusion, shifts with a saccade, or perhaps it simply flickers in our imagination. That which 
seemed childlike has become dangerous, sexy, erotically charged—and yet the child is still 
there.  
 
“Canyon” forefronts another kind of wordplay. Like several poems in the collection Canyon 
possesses a surface Dada quality, an intentional derangement of the senses produced via 
rapid shifts in color and image.  
 



The slick stuV in the pink jar, 
a white cat glittering eyes green, 
the black and tan bruises 
of your hands on my mind. 

 
Unlike the Dadaists who eschewed artistic convention and consciously subverted 
rationality, beneath the bedlam, Galluccio’s work displays a strong inner logic and a robust 
poetic acumen chockablock with technique. 
 

The lonely rub of a lover married.  
The ice blue of a dead one smoking, 
a spire of light that seethes  
in spite of the seagull choking. 
 

The sharp gaps between images in this staccato succession of disjunctive visual hits 
suggest rips in a physical landscape. Through repetition, these conjure the experience of a 
physical canyon, echoing the poem’s master metaphor of the chasm that opens when we 
are plunged into loss. 
 
 Working in and around stanzaic form like a musician playing over changes, Galluccio in 
“Canyon” inundates her reader’s visual field with swarms of images, using rhyme sound as 
the weave that holds it all together, both within and across stanzas. 
 

The dream I can’t quite forsake. 
A green turns yellow. 
Red of the bake. 
The punch of the drunk when he sees 
 
spilling laughter in trees. 
 

The end rhyme linking stanzas in the quoted lines is same the method she uses to link in a 
musical chain the heads and tails of Canyon’s stanzas three through seven. 
 

3.4 take 
4.1 forsake 
4.4 sees 
5.1 trees 
5.4 freeze 
6.1 disease 
6.4 done, and in the poem’s final line 
7.2 someone. 

 
We find a very diVerent use of rhyme in “Self-pity with Lipstick,” in which the device is 
crucial to the success of the one poem that directly redeems Not for Amnesia’s central 



premise. In a coup de maître at “…Lipstick’s” conclusion, Galluccio, unleashes a cascade 
of intricately stitched rhyme, decisively rejecting the voices that counsel amnesia as a tool 
of delivery, exposing willful blankness as an intolerable form of self-pity.  
 

Let content slip 
slip bare. Let it drip 
through the silver sieve, 
 
truth sliver, a dither 
a doo. Jiggle pieces 
slash beef, make do. 
 
Suck the whip girl, you. 
 

Here Galluccio has made verse so robust to bending and folding that it cannot fall prey to 
amnesia.  
 
What began on the book’s cover as contestable proposition ends in unforgettable verse. 
These uniquely shaped poems, playful on the surface, permeated with music, laden with 
implication, in their indelible performance, thoroughly achieve the book’s promise. Not for 
Amnesia journeys from a commendation to care to an enduring state of play that can be 
entered always. This is no small thing. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


