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the butterfly farm as long as Joe 
had. In the elections that took 
place shortly before our visit, the 
political party in power changed, 
and they didn’t continue funding 
the prisoner release programme. 
Joe is the only one who stayed 
on as a volunteer even though he 
wasn’t receiving a salary. He liked 
the butterflies and the quiet of the 
farm. 

Joe was trying to keep the farm 
open a few hours per week. The 
most moving thing about Joe’s 
story, for me, is that he explained 
that the Monarch caterpillars 
eat one milkweed leaf per day. 
Milkweed was grown at the farm, 
but the plants didn’t produce 
enough leaves for the hungry 
caterpillars. So, every weekend, 
Joe drove long distances along the 
northern coast of the island to find 
milkweed plants and gather leaves 
to feed them. 

I am sad to say that I think that 
the Aula Verde has closed down, 
now. I think that Joe must have 
kept it going as long as he was 
able to.  

I find your poem “Muse” quite 
fascinating, because it details 
a speaker coming face to face 
with her muse. The interesting 
thing about the poem, though, 
is that the reader comes away 
still knowing very little about the 
muse, like, for example, what 
language she speaks. What is her 
race or ethnicity? Does she have 
a husband or children, etc? What 
more can you tell us about the 
muse?

Several of the poems in the 
collection narrate mythologies 
that are definitely home-grown 

Puerto Rican versions of the 
bizarre. “Night Watch” features a 
flying gargoyle, but in 2010, we 
actually had several reports to 
the media by witnesses who had 
been terrified or attacked by a 
flying gargoyle. The poem “Green 
Lantern y los Muerto Senta’os” 
refers to a popular practice here 
of displaying deceased bodies in 
natural poses at their wake (on 
a motorcycle, driving a car, in a 
rocking chair, in a boxing ring, or 
dressed as the superhero Green 
Lantern). 

Some of the titles of poems 
in my collection also ironically 
use references to classical Greek 
mythology to refer to Puerto Rican 
realities. For instance, “Winged 
Horse” is about an abused, 
neglected horse: “he is a bare 
scaffold of a horse…/….The hip 
bones are so shrink-wrapped by his 
hide that I look up horse anatomy 
to name these bones the wings 
of Ilium.” “Song of the Harpy” is 
about a female Rhesus Macaque 
monkey that was trapped in Puerto 
Rico after escaping by swimming 
away from a small island in Cayo 
Santiago, where a research colony 
is kept. The Harpy is a harpy eagle 
that researchers released over the 
panicked monkey island. 

In the case of the poem “Muse”, 
the elderly woman in the poem 
is an actual person whom I have 
seen many times as she walks 
on the streets of San Juan. Her 
bohemian, layered clothing makes 
her stand out, but what has caught 
my attention is that she is always 
writing in an open notebook. She 
reminds me of myself because 
I carry a notebook and jot down 
observations that might end up in 
poems. I have often wondered if 
she has a home or if she sleeps 
out-of-doors, if she has dementia, 
and what she is writing about, but 
I have never spoken to her. I ask 
myself if that will be me later in 
life, an elderly poet wandering the 
mad streets. The poem describes 
her this way: “White hair, worn to 
her shoulders,/a grim, schoolgirl 
face, and a decade/in the same 
clothes, an embroidered vest/and 
jeans skirt, street-dingy, pockets 
filled.” 

I can’t answer the questions that 
you ask about her, because she is 
not a creature of my imagination. 
As I say in the poem: “She walks, 
and she writes. Always, I wanted/
to know what station she was 
tuned to, what/she was observing, 
which frequencies of dawn/and 
casualties of dusk, memories of 
family lost,/chance happenings, 
or confessions filled her book.” 
It was a shock to me one day in 
the market place when I finally 

got a glimpse at what she had 
written in her notebook: “The 
pages were shiny slick with lead, 
written on/ over and over again 
until letters merged into a solid/
sea of pencil gloss. Not one word 
decipherable!” That would be my 
Muse, not revealing any secrets 
of the universe, leaving me to my 
own struggle to make meaning 
through poetry.  

I must say, Loretta, I cracked up 
reading the poem “Man Haffi Try” 
in which a white speaker talks 
about her many experiences with 
men in Jamaica. There is so much 
humour and love in that single 
poem, but also a precision to the 
language and the cadence. Can you 
talk us through your engagement 
with Jamaica that would result in 
such a fine-tuned poem?

Jacqueline! Nuh ruin mi 
reputation! My “many experiences 
with Jamaican men” sounds like 
I’ve been coming to Jamaica to 
get my “groove back” by flexing 
with this man and the other and 
his brother’s brother. I vividly 
remember the six conversations 
recounted in “Man Haffi Try,” 
which took place while I was living 
in Kingston for a year. The poem 
presents, word for true word, what 
different men said to me when I 
was walking on the street, riding 
a bus or taking a taxi. I could have 
included so many other instances 
that got left out of the poem; for 
example, once I was walking on 
Hope Road when a man driving 
past leaned out of the window to 
say some kind of sweetness to 
me (while a woman was in the 
passenger seat of his car!). I truly 
felt bad when he mashed up his 
car, hitting the back bumper of the 
car in front of him. 

I’m not a mawga foot gal, 
and I’m not even just fluffy. I am 
an ample-sized woman. So my 
favourite section of the poem is 
titled “Walking on the Street in 
Liguanea”: “Miss, Miss, yuh fat./
Yuh fat bodder me./Yuh fat bodder 
me bad./ I turn to face the man 
following me –/What happen, you 
can’t carry this? I say to him./ Yuh 
fat, he says./ If you don’t like it, 
don’t look, I say./No, no, Miss, I 
mean I mean, yuh fat bodder me – 
I like it. Yuh have a boyfren?” 

You are asking me about 
how it was that my language 
was precise and had the right 
cadence. I have been to many of 
the Caribbean islands. However, 
besides Puerto Rico, Jamaica is 
the island that I feel closest to. I 
have friendships with a number 
of Jamaican writers. As a student 
of Jamaican literature and music, 
I have been visiting Jamaica 

whenever I can for the last 25 
years. When I lived in Kingston, I 
rented a room from an 80-year-old 
school nurse at Campion College 
who lived on Roseneath Mews, 
not far from the Bob Marley 
Museum. Besides being mentored 
by professors at UWI, Mona (Rex 
Nettleford, Barry Chevannes, 
Mervyn Morris, Marjorie Whylie, 
Nadi Edwards, Eddie Baugh, 
Velma Pollard, and Victor Chang, 
among others) and studying 
materials at the University’s West 
Indies special collections and 
the National Library, I spent a lot 
of my Kingston year talking to 
reggae musicians and dancehall 
deejays, choreographers, poets, 
linguists, film-makers, playwrights, 
and visual artists. I attended the 
Ethiopian Orthodox Church on 
Maxfield Avenue occasionally, sat 
in on rehearsals of the National 
Dance Theatre Company and the 
National Folk Singers, attended 
plays at the Barn Theatre, bought 
books at the shop that Mutabaruka 
had then, went to a Jimmy Cliff 
concert in Ocho Rios (and many 
other concerts), went to sound 
system dances on Orange Street, 
and had conversations with several 
Rastafari sistren. 

Since that time, I have read 
my poetry at the Calabash lit 
fest in Treasure Beach, attended 
conferences at UWI, Mona, and 
participated in a writer’s retreat in 
Highgate, in the parish of St Mary 
that was taught by poet Christine 
Craig and organised by Joni 
Jackson and Millicent Graham as 
part of their Drawing Room Project. 
I love Jamaican English in all of its 
variations as much as I love code 
switching between English and 
Puerto Rican Spanish. 

A similar engagement, but this time 
with the Trinidad and Trinidadian 
music, is to be found in the poem 
“What He Brought For Me”. Tell 
us a little bit about your research 
on Caribbean music, especially in 
London.

I lived in London for two years 
on nearly no money while I was 
doing research for my doctoral 
degree. I studied Caribbean 
literature, carnival, and music in 
Commonwealth institutes, in the 
special collections of borough 
libraries, a Brixton archive, the 
British Library Sound Archive, and 
the British Film Institute. But, I 
also conducted a few hundred 
interviews and participated in 

community events because, for 
me, the best way to learn is by 
listening to people tell stories, 
share their memories about 
history, and talk through issues.  
I also prefer to learn by having 
hands-on experiences. I learned 
to play tenor pan in the steel pan 
yards. I sewed costumes and 
drank mauby and Carib beer in the 
masquerade camps, and I jumped 
up at carnival. I interviewed the 
politicians of the Notting Hill and 
Ladbroke Grove areas, carnival 
organisers, corporate sponsors, 
officers of the Metropolitan Police 
Office dedicated to the Notting Hill 
Carnival, sound system operators, 
vendors, many mas’ camp and pan 
yard directors, calypsonians, etc.   

Sometimes when I do interviews 
with people for my academic 
work, there is so much of the 
conversation and human exchange 
that doesn’t make it into the 
essay or book chapter that I write. 
But those conversations, both 
the challenging ones and the 
pleasurable, mean so much more 
to me than what gets distilled into 
any essay. They have shaped me. 
Through poetry, I can write about 
those generous people, events and 
parts of the conversations that I 

can’t deal with, or I haven’t dealt 
with, in academic writing. 

In my book Ricantations, I 
have two poems that pay tribute 
to Notting Hill Carnival artists 
whom I interviewed 20 years ago. 
“Revel Rebel” is dedicated to the 
former director of the People’s 
War carnival band, Michael La 
Rose, son of poet and carnival 
man John La Rose, who ran the 
New Beacon Bookstore in London. 
“What He Brought for Me” is 
dedicated to the charismatic 
champion calypsonian Lord Cloak, 
who is still singing and competing 
in the London Calypso Tent. My 
interviews and limes with him took 
place in a park, a pub, a friend’s 
apartment, the Calypso Tent, and 
at carnival. It took me a long time 
to feel ready to write poems about 
these two men, but I am glad that 
their poems are here in a collection 
that features so many tribute 
poems to men. 

Finally, the cover image on your 
book is gorgeous. What is the title 
of the artwork and why did you 
choose it for the cover? I link that 
cover image to the poem “Osain” 
which has a man rising out of the 
mangroves, a favourite theme for 

the artist Samuel Lind. Tell us a 
little about who Samuel Lind is, the 
subject of this poem “Osain” and 
why you like Lind’s work and the 
place, Loiza, in Puerto Rico where 
he lives, so much.

Thank you. I love the cover, too. 
I was almost finished with drafting 
the collection when I asked 
Samuel Lind for permission to use 
his painting “Ángel Plenero” for 
cover art, and it helped the poems 
to coalescence into a coherent 
book. Every element in the 
painting relates to the poems in 
Ricantations, from the symbolism 
of death and resurrection, to the 
winged angel dressed in two-
toned shoes and fedora, the 
breaking of the chains on the 
Plena drum, the mysterious plant 
life, and the mythic sky and stars. 
“Plenero” means “a musician 
of Plena”, one of our traditional 
singing, dancing and drumming 
forms in Puerto Rico, which 
involves the playing of a hand-held 
drum that looks like a tambourine 
without the metal discs. 

Samuel Lind is a well-known 
artist who lives in his airy two-
storey wooden art studio and 
gallery in Loíza Aldea, Puerto Rico. 
Loíza is an African-Puerto Rican 
town near San Juan, that Lind 
has spent decades documenting 
through his paintings, posters and 
bronze sculptures. I love visiting 
his studio, which he has trimmed 
in bright colours and decorated 
with gardens on the exterior and 
interior. He paints the Fiestas of 
Santiago, the carnival characters 
of Loíza, bomba dancers, 
fishermen, the mangrove swamps, 
children, the palm-shaded paths 
to the sea, natural vegetation, 
cultural heroes, daily life, Earth 
gods and goddesses, and the 
Taína Cacique after whom the 
town is named. His work exalts his 
pueblo, its traditions and history, 
and the natural environment, but 
it is also futuristic because of how 
he uses geometrical forms to 
create disruptions in the surface 
plane of the paintings and three-
dimensional effects. 

Referring to his painting “Ángel 
Plenero” (oil on linen, 1980s), Lind 
says: (English translation): “This 
painting is a symbol of how culture 
is projected towards us. Each 
person is the legacy left to us by 
our ancestors. But, at the same 
time, it [our cultural legacy] is 
present in continuous resurrection, 
into the future. The breaking of the 
stone symbolises how dynamic we 
are. We are Angels in an ongoing 
culture. I repeat… We are Angels 
in a continuous practice of culture.” 

One poem in Ricantations is 
about Samuel Lind, “Osain” which 

is both about Lind’s philosophies 
and a trajectory as an artist and 
his bronze sculpture and paintings 
of a man, Osain, running through 
a mangrove swamp, as he turns 
into a mangrove tree. Osain is an 
African orisha, a guardian of the 
forest, and a keeper of medicinal 
herbs. 

Lind’s painting “Ángel Plenero” 
relates to Guyanese writer 
Wilson Harris’ discussion of 
imagination as a “journey into 
the past and hinterland which is 
at the same time a movement 
of possession into the present 
and future” (History of the 
Imagination, 42). These ideas 
expressed by Lind and Harris are 

cornerstones for Ricantations. 

An associate 
professor at New 
York University, 
Jacqueline Bishop 
is also a visual artist 
and writer. She is the 
author of, among others, such 
books as My Mother Who Is 
Me: Life Stories from Jamaican 
Women in New York and Writers 
Who Paint/Painters Who Write: 
Three Jamaican Artists, and The 
Gymnast & Other Positions, the 
2016 OCM Bocas Award in Non-
Fiction. Her latest art exhibition, 
“By the Rivers of Babylon”, 
recently concluded in New York.
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Joe harvests eggs in the 
copulario,

where monarchs and orange 
fritillaries

achieve butterfly positions
without the Karma Sutra, 

profusely
boofalooing in air. Male claspers
grapple la mariposa’s ductus 

bursae,
on milkweed tufts and passion 

vines,
to the sad boleros and waltzes
of Paquitín Soto and his trio 

singers,
which Joe plays over 

loudspeakers.
He watches butterfly lovers
bumble romance, clumsily
facing away from each other.

Joe tends caterpillars wagging 
tentacles

as they shimmy along his fingers, 
and when 

new butterflies arrive head-down 
into the world,

like we do, he flings open barn 
windows

of the gray loft to liberate them
into the netted ginger-lily 

gardens of the mariposario.

He is the caretaker of this low-
security pen,

where more flying refugees 
escape

than stay hemmed in. A free 
colony

of hundreds roosts in windbreak 
trees

at the edge of the pasture. A 
platoon

of butterflies searches
the mesh tent for a way back
into paradise.

Released from prison into the 
butterfly farm,

Joe came here as an ex-con.
A monarch egg has a 10% 

chance,
maybe a 3% chance, of 

producing an adult
who survives. Eighty prisoners
were released into the farm
to mind the garden, to look with 

wonder
at wings floating
in the Koi fish pond.

Joe is the one who stayed,
even after funds for the 

programme
dried up in the next election.
Monarch caterpillars
eat a milkweed leaf each day
and the garden can’t produce 

enough.

So every weekend, Joe drives
along the island’s north coast, 

looking for
more milkweed plants.

Two purple scars
indent his cheek — as if flaming 

fingers
once held his face, trying to 

crush it —
slug holes somewhat healed.

When he explains why he shows 
up

at the farm to do what he can
for orphaned winged things,
he just says, Me fascinan.

One day, someone will arrive
to take the keys away from him
and shut the place down.

For now, a butterfly grips his 
fingertip.

It flutters, lifting high over red 
lilies.

Humming, sotto voce, a bolero, I 
am going

far from here, voy con el alma 
hecha pedazos

you won’t forget me, and I won’t 
forget you…

#CaribbeanStrong #CaribbeanStrong
‘MY FASCINATION IS WITH A FUTURE THAT COULD BE’: AN INTERVIEW WITH POET LORETTA COLLINS KLOBAH

HE TALKS TO A BUTTERFLY
By Loretta Collins Klobah
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NEW YORK (AP) — Tom Wolfe, 
the white-suited wizard of “New 
Journalism” who exuberantly 
chronicled American culture 
from the Merry Pranksters 
through the space race before 
turning his satiric wit to such 
novels as The Bonfire of the 
Vanities and A Man in Full, died 
on May 14. He was 88.

Wolfe’s literary agent, Lynn 
Nesbit, told The Associated Press 
that he died of an infection in a 
New York City hospital. Further 
details were not immediately 
available.

An acolyte of French novelist 
Emile Zola and other authors of 
“realistic” fiction, the stylishly-
attired Wolfe was an American 
maverick who insisted that the 
only way to tell a great story was 
to go out and report it. Along 
with Gay Talese, Truman Capote 
and Nora Ephron, he helped 
demonstrate that journalism could 
offer the kinds of literary pleasure 
found in books.

His hyperbolic, stylised writing 
work was a gleeful fusillade of 
exclamation points, italics and 
improbable words. An ingenious 
phrase maker, he helped brand 
such expressions as “radical chic” 
for rich liberals’ fascination with 
revolutionaries; and the “Me” 
generation, defining the self-
absorbed baby boomers of the 
1970s.

“He was an incredible writer,” 
Talese told the AP. “And you 
couldn’t imitate him. When people 
tried it was a disaster. They 
should have gotten a job at a 
butcher’s shop”.

Wolfe was both a literary 
upstart, sneering at the perceived 
stuffiness of the publishing 
establishment, and an old-school 
gentleman who went to the best 
schools and encouraged Michael 
Lewis and other younger writers. 
When attending promotional 
luncheons with fellow authors, 
he would make a point of reading 
their latest work.

“What I hope people know 
about him is that he was a sweet 
and generous man,” Lewis, known 
for such books as Moneyball and 
The Big Short, told the AP in an 
e-mail . “Not just a great writer 
but a great soul. He didn’t just 
help me to become a writer. He 
did it with pleasure.”

Wolfe scorned the reluctance 
of American writers to confront 
social issues and warned that 

self-absorption and master’s 
programmes would kill the novel. 
“So the doors close and the 
walls go up!” he wrote in his 
1989 literary manifesto, Stalking 
the Billion-Footed Beast. He 
was astonished that no author 
of his generation had written a 
sweeping, 19th century style 
novel about contemporary New 
York City, and ended up writing 
one himself, The Bonfire of the 
Vanities.

His work broke countless rules 
but was grounded in old-school 
journalism, in an obsessive 
attention to detail that began with 
his first reporting job and endured 
for decades.

“Nothing fuels the imagination 
more than real facts do,” Wolfe 
told the AP in 1999. “As the 
saying goes, ‘You can’t make this 
stuff up.’”

Wolfe’s interests were vast, 
but his narratives had a common 
theme. Whether sending up the 
New York art world or hanging out 
with acid heads, Wolfe inevitably 
presented man as a status-
seeking animal, concerned above 
all about the opinion of one’s 
peers. Wolfe himself dressed for 
company — his trademark a pale 
three-piece suit, impossibly high 
shirt collar, two-tone shoes and a 
silk tie. And he acknowledged that 
he cared — very much — about 
his reputation.

“My contention is that status 
is on everybody’s mind all of the 
time, whether they’re conscious 
of it or not,” Wolfe, who lived 
in a 12-room apartment on 
Manhattan’s Upper East Side, told 
the AP in 2012.

In 1978, Wolfe married Sheila 
Berger, art director of Harper’s 
magazine. They had two children, 
Alexandra and Tommy.

He enjoyed the highest 
commercial and critical rewards. 
His literary honours included the 
American Book Award (now called 
the National Book Award) for 
The Right Stuff and a nomination 
for the National Book Critics 
Circle prize for The Bonfire of the 
Vanities, one of the top 10 selling 
books of the 1980s. Its 1998 
follow-up, A Man in Full, was 
another best-seller and a National 
Book Award nominee. Wolfe 
satirised college misbehaviour in 
I Am Charlotte Simmons and was 
still at it in his 80s with Back to 
Blood, a sprawling, multicultural 
story of sex and honour set in 

Miami.
A panel of judges organised 

in 1999 by the Modern Library, 
a Random House imprint, picked 
The Right Stuff as No 52 on its list 
of the century’s 100 best English-
language works of non-fiction. 
Another panel of experts, listing 
the best journalism of the century, 
cited Wolfe three times on its list 
of 100, for The Electric Kool-Aid 
Acid Test, The Kandy-Kolored 
Tangerine-Flake Streamline Baby 
and The Right Stuff.

Wolfe, the grandson of a 
Confederate rifleman, began his 
journalism career as a reporter at 
the Springfield (Massachusetts) 
Union in 1957. But it wasn’t until 
the mid-1960s, while a magazine 
writer for New York and Esquire, 
that his work made him a national 
trendsetter. As Wolfe helped 
define it, the “new journalism” 
combined the emotional impact 
of a novel, the analysis of the best 
essays, and the factual foundation 
of hard reporting. He mingled it 
all in an over-the-top style that 
made life itself seem like one 
spectacular headline.

Wolfe had many detractors — 
including fellow writers Norman 
Mailer and John Updike and 
the critic James Wood, who 
panned Wolfe’s “big subjects, 
big people, and yards of flapping 
exaggeration. No one of average 
size emerges from his shop; in 
fact, no real human variety can 
be found in his fiction, because 
everyone has the same enormous 
excitability.”

But his fans included millions 
of book-buyers, literary critics and 
fellow authors.

“He knows everything,” novelist 
Kurt Vonnegut once wrote of 
Wolfe. “... I wish he had headed 
the Warren Commission. We 
might then have caught a glimpse 
of our nation.”

Thomas Kennerly Wolfe Jr 
was born in Richmond, Virginia. 
As a child, he did rewrites of the 
Authurian legends and penned 
biographies of his heroes. He 
became co-editor of his high 
school newspaper before moving 
on to Washington and Lee 
University, where he graduated 
with honors and was remembered 
by fellow student, the novelist 
Tom Robbins, as holding the very 
highest status: the big man on 
campus.

Wolfe had an unsuccessful 
pitching tryout with the New York 
Giants before heading to Yale 
University, from which he earned 
a PhD in American studies. His 
career didn’t immediately take off; 
Wolfe once took The Associated 
Press writing test and “dismally 
failed”, he later recounted, 
noting that he was faulted for 
embellishing the test material, a 
primal sin at the AP.

But in 1957, he joined the 
Springfield paper and instantly 
fell in love with journalism. Two 
years later he jumped to The 
Washington Post, where he won 
Washington Newspaper Guild 
awards in 1960 for his coverage 
of US-Cuban affairs and a satiric 
account of that year’s Senate civil 
rights filibuster.

New York was his dream 
and by 1962 he was working 
at the now defunct New York 
Herald-Tribune, with colleagues 
including Jimmy Breslin and 
Charles Portis, who later wrote 
the novel True Grit. The next year, 
Wolfe was assigned to cover a 
“Hot Rod & Custom Car” show. 
He completed a story, the kind 
“any of the somnambulistic totem 
newspapers in America would 
have come up with”.

But he knew there was a much 
richer, and longer story to tell, 
one about a thriving subculture 
that captured the post-World War 
II economic boom and the new 
freedom to “build monuments” to 
one’s own style. No newspaper 
could contain what Wolfe had 
in mind, so he turned to Esquire 
magazine, wrote up 49 pages and 

helped give birth to a new kind of 
reporter.

“For the who-what-where-
when-why of traditional 
journalism, he has substituted 
what he calls ‘the wowie!’” 
according to a 1965 Newsweek 
story.

That same year, his first book 
appeared: The Kandy-Kolored 
Tangerine-Flake Streamline Baby, 
a collection of 23 Wolfe articles 
that included the title piece, his 
seminal work on custom cars. In 
1968, another collection — The 
Pump-House Gang — appeared, 
as did his book on the Pranksters.

It wasn’t until the early ’80s 
that Wolfe turned his attention to 
fiction. His topic: New York City in 
the late 20th century, a melange 
of sexual tension, class struggles 
and racial animus. The Bonfire of 
the Vanities first appeared as a 
serial in Rolling Stone magazine 
in 1984-85, with Wolfe writing 
the book one chapter at a time. 
When it was released as a novel 
in 1987, “Bonfire” became an 
immediate sensation even as it 
was criticised for its portrayal of 
blacks. One black character, the 
publicity-seeking Reverend Bacon, 
was based on a then-little known 
Al Sharpton. But a film version 
starring Tom Hanks and Bruce 
Willis was so disastrous that it 
inspired a non-fiction account of 
the wreckage, Julie Salamon’s 
The Devil’s Candy.

A Man in Full turned Wolfe’s 
smirk to Atlanta society. His 
2004 novel, I Am Charlotte 
Simmons, looked at life on a 
fictional elite college campus rife 
with drinking, status obsession 
and sex. The book received poor 
reviews and was a commercial 
disappointment, leading Wolfe to 
switch publishers in 2008 from 
Farrar, Straus & Giroux — where 
he had been for 40 years — to 
Little, Brown and Company. Other 
recent works, including the non-
fiction The Kingdom of Speech, 
were not well received. But he 
was never without ideas for future 
projects.

“There are still so many things 
I don’t know about the city and 
I’d just like to see what’s out 
there,” he told the AP in 2012. 
“The Latin American population 
has increased enormously since 
‘Bonfire’ and Wall Street has 
changed enormously. I’ll follow my 
usual technique of just taking in a 
scene and seeing what happens.”
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