BUSY HANDS,
INFINITE MIND

RUARING FORK WRITER JOE HENRY BREAKRS UUT OF RIS "BOA

T0 EXPLAIN HIS CREATIVE PROCESS

y HILARY STUNDA

THE ONLY TIME | LEAVE HOME 15 IN PURSUIT OF MELODY. — JOE HENRY
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I ENTERED [he small
cabin near Aspen, pas
a worn saddle covered
with an old saddle-
blanket, a thin shag
carpet, and simple
wood-paneled walls
lined with filled book
.‘u|h‘|‘u 5.

We gat before an expansiie window
that framed snow-covered hranches
and the sr.-e:c'|-|'|]u-e:p_'n:1..' river Len
Fewt away,

For the literary ingenue, this woold
he the chosen place 1o invoke the
fmses: an image of a young writer
r;gr'rl}," awaiti ng ¢p ip'ha ny.

But bor novelise Joe Henry, it could
be a distraction. Its why half the
window is hoarded and why he writes
im @ windowless, closet-sized T,
the width of a confessional.

Inside what he calls, “The Box,’
Henry wrote his first novella about
a ranching family in Wyoming.
Well-known in the musie industry
A% A ﬂmgwriﬂ:'r bexr prrh'.rm:'rr. such
ax [ohn Denver, Frank Sinatra and
Gairth Broaks, "Lime Creek” has a
visceral and Iyrileal cadence that takes
the reader on a journey of the heart,
It is @ story aboot the Davis fmily,
the relationship between a father and
srinsg, and the hond Between brothers
bound by ranching and dictated by
nature, Simpke and profound, Henry
4'1'[:-1:1195 the human soul through
characters whose hard and honest
lives are never far from the animals
arcund them and the carth on which

they stand.
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“& weondorful book.®
LARRY MCMURTRY

|':'.I.l.l||

LIME CREEK

HERNR

NEED TO KNOW

Lirma Crealk

By Joe Henry

Random House, copyright 20101
Fiction, paperback

#vailable at local bookstores
and for download o e-readers.

THE MIND KNOWS INFINITE POSSIBILITIES, BUT

T0 ME IT'SEEMS AS IF ITS CHIEF JOB IS TO INVENT

AS MANY ESCAPES AS POSSIBLE FROM THE

HEART. — JOE HENRY

Hilary Stunda:

I went back to revisit “Lime Creak"
last n'ishl.' amd was struck 'I:nl,r that
last sceme — Loke and Lefiy. That
infimitesimal moment when Loke
miakes his transition. Hes np Irmg-l.-r
a by, He's crying because he
knows, and yet it can't be known,
It's ﬂ.'r.r-pﬂ'l.in.s- It's that experience
that changes your lile forever.
Archetypal.

lor Henry: 1 think so too. There are
mck imcigen .;,1':-; in the book that are
made up. That was a real hard nighe.
[ puk myself back inta that place, I'm
completely there again, My hands
move and I'm just writing what ['m
feeling and seeing.

Stunda: What's the ritual that taps
you back in?

Henry: My life is completely
turned around. I write all night, T
do evervthing that will put me in
that place where there's no escaps

eRCept l.‘"l'irnl:lgh the hlank A ge
ol paper. My writing space is aboul
as big as a closet. That's where [
spend all night, seven nights a week,
Originally there was a window there
that [ boarded up.

hid yau ever see the film, "Coosl
Hand Tuke™ 5::-|1r.ar'!.' conhnement
in "Cool Hand Luke” s called " The
B, This ks The Baw, My salitary

confinement.

Slundia: Going inte this box and
fightimg it out. I've read about your
'I:mtin! amd ice- hm:lu.":." d;'!.'n.,' TR,
the catharsis of writing.

Henry: That's how it all started. T
ciould feel Twas pm'h-.'l'h-l'!.' gning to get
into a fight this one night and [ was
sitting at my desk, [ had thres hours
betore 1 had o go oo the rink and so ]
just started writing withoul a thought
as o what T was doing, [ didn't stop
tesr a 1_'n-||p1r- it hours, A when 1
imished, | was as worn out as il 1 had
just been ina fight,

Stunida: Looking back aver the
yoars, has it tempered ':.'lll:l?

Flenry: My nature is pretty moch an
animals nature, My whale reality is
today. I've never I't"'.'l1|':.' leecikred back
anad thought, what if?

Stunda: That's how it should be for

all of ns nis “shasolds™

Hen Y That’s how every animal
except the two-leggeds lives. Every
animal other than man only has right
news. Aned that's all Tve ever had.

stunda; Can you tell me why you
spent 50 many years doing hard
labor?

Henry: 1 never had a tamily

or snl:n.r-hu'ud'g.' to call for help, so
everything | did was pretty much

to survivie, [ started working heavy-
constructiaon when [ was in 'hig'h
wehool. Jack-hammer. Pick-and-
shovel. Punching cattle, undergrownd
mings, neean -gaing freighters. For
over twenty years, my reality was
getting up real eardy in the morning
and writing for a couple of hoors and
them gning to work. T just assumeaed
that's haow it wonld b, and that

was okay,

F‘-'.l'll‘l.'.li When was the moment
you didn't have lo do those jobs?

Henry: ie started with Tohn
['I.'It'nw:-r:. W wrote the tirst song
that he recorded. In Los Angeles. |
was going hack to Wyoming and he
said, “Come to Aspen and we'll keep
writing together” ['d never heard

of Aspen. 1 told him, "1 have o get
hack to the moontains. Are there any

mountains there? He laughed.

Stundlia: I've been thinking aboat
yvour style. The cadence of your
warrle, The lack of punctoation,

I really like that freedom. It
vigeeral, Do you think your style
has radically changed since you first

staried wriling?

Heriry: 1 never really revised, My
frst r|:|.|4' is trasmm Gertrode Stein, whao
said, “Dhon't get it right, get it written.”
Whaen it was thme to chow somaething
b |'||.|'h-|1:-;h:'r:-;. I had g |.,'|‘|.'II13P VT
froum the raw creation to making what
['d done as clean as [ could get it.

Stunda: Was irfihugh!‘

Henry: s just a different space.

[ remember this story about
Michelangels taking one of his
palrons, who was commissioning him
tov e A statuwe, into his stodio, And
the patron expecting to sea what he's
I"-'"r'i"'E. ki tor dir. But thiere's .il:ll.l‘ thins
hu i black of granate, Michel :l:u.guli:l
cave, "Its in there, [ just have to find
it ";'{'t'”, ['ve greated this hig black ot
granite for mysell, [ stll have a lot ol
work to da,
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Huow did “Lime Creek™

evolve?

I the courses of writing,
whenever | came across something
that seemed like it was it's own little
thing, 1 waould pall it out with the

thought that if | ever had the chance

ter show sommeane what 1 was daoing,

I'd have soamid Rl I-Ir|-«._ 5|‘| Wh|'|'| [
finished, 1 had what seemed like two
The first one became

ast might, actually, was
the fArst tirme i boor vears that [ went

E_.'III.|II'||:_||'\.

ime Creek? 1

bhack to page one of the whale thing,

SLOnda! Yoo mean stylistically?

Vi Weah, It's nat really style, Tvie
never really written with the thought
ol where it's going to go. My whale
writing life has just baen to unlead
my sl

Sl 1 think that's why the
atyle warks, It in keeping with the
integrity of that offering
sonl, It would be strange to inflict
any constraint npan the rhythm.

af yoor

stunda: “Lime Creek® cuts
thraugh all the B.5,

Henry: rve abways thought that

the essence of a human being lives
sofmewhere between the head and
the heart. Between thinking and
feeling. In Western culewre, that'’s the
dichatomy between classicisim aid
remanticism, Classicism is the head;
remmanticism is the heart. The mind
i livnitless. It neves SLops, The mmind

knows infinite possibilities, but to me

it seemns as it its chiet job is to invent

as many escapes as possible froom the

Y
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bascanse for the past two or thres
years ve just been revising, endlessly,
Amnd then, this year, ['ve been v vising
what | hope is going to be the

next thing.

11 1 What's 0f Dike tee g haclk
and read the first page?

He [ was blown away,

Thiere's hiat .,'.I!.' any pumctuation o
capitalization or pamagraphing. 181 be
interesting to see where it lead me
hecansse [ love what is in thers, bot

I'm sure they wan't let it he,

2 Throongh my tarmal
education, | have a loundation in
gramimar and compaosition, but then,
as an artist, vou g b whers vou need
L g Lo exXpress vour vicion. Thats
what I do 1 hadn't ased prunciuation
in bwenty vears. | was wandering, is it
sl there® Ax an experiment, | started
tan pevise the first thing with perfect,
flawless punctuation to see what it
looked like,

What happened?

VoW hen 1 Anished, T hated it
Go 1 evolved a compromise between
that and my original stuff that doesn't
have any punctuation at all; hardby

any paragraphs. [L just keeps going.

heart. "Which, [ helieve, is the only
truth. The head can lie I can tell the
troth. [t can invent anvehing. 1t can
even invent devices that seem Lo he
s all-consuming, so diverting that

i np'l:- fimally get b run away Frovim

themselves, escape the heart, torever.

Cir 20 they think. But the heart is the
riwck, The heart is the troth

Atundal Doees inspiration for a
sung differ from what inspires the
mavel?

|' 1Y Ik all gomies froom the samic
place. As a lvricist, | never wrole amy-
thing that [ didn® feel Twanted to talk
ahout. [ have as big a history of what

I've turned down as what ve done,

b 18111 | Your winters are reclusives

SO Ers you wilte songs,
collaborating. Are there certain
peaple wlo you feel safe to create
with?

1Y The |m|!.' thme 1 leave hoame
is in pursuit of melody, [ used to have
that with [ohn Denver, Il get with a
IMOSICEAN OF & COHTPOSEr D i what
comes out, ['m 1.1.'.1il:i1|g tor hear that
little thing that perks up my ears.

W hen that happens, 1 start hearing
wiords. Then I'mooff and running,.

Stund; cCallie a highly develope:d
intuition — tapping ints others”
creativity and whether yoo're going
ter jive with it or not.

| . TY: With Johin Denver, 1
would write a lvric and he would
immediately start hearing muosic,
Almost everything that he and 1 did
was wrttten that way. Ouar payches
wiere Cliose .'-nm_lgl'u s that it e
wanted to sy something but didn't
kiow o, Twould be able to express
it far hilim

A Lot of our songs started with
him saying that he alwavs wanted to
wilte a song about somaething, and
as soon as he saud what that was, my
mind waould already be writing the
worda, When [ first came here, one
night he said, “Tve always wanted to
write a song akeout the wind | [ said,
o, st g o e A7 He liad 3 litels
by pawTibe for T up in his loft whers
I was stavi ng. The waords came aut
imabout 2o minutes, | tvped it up.
ctill have the licels pece it paper with
thaose words on it. There are six ar
spven words erossed oul. The next
mnarnbng we're having breakfast and |
put this pieci it paper in front of him
called, "Windsong . He glanced at it
and pushed it aside. We were putting
in his |:l.,'|||,le-|| at thie time and '
rhi1|k||1§. “T can't believe he doesn't
like something” Atterward, we're
in thie kitchen and he says to Annie,
"Read this. Joe wrote this last nighf."
He turned and grabbed my shoulder
atid said, "It |-'u||[. [EEELSEE AT offt” |
sy, " W hat? And he saes, U1 abwavs
wanted o write that!

We laughed and he pieked up his
guitar, A1 howr later he said, “Listen
to this ..

T|'|J'.-rr'_|-,jr.4|.'|.l'.-r Tiwer [M fie F.';.q-rr'll_lg
Fork Vielley oz a writer, and is a
frequen! conlriinitor lo fhe Aspea
Timres Weekly,
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