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The Search for Anne McKeever
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Itis generally believed that one of America’ most gified photographers of the twenticth
century, Anne McKeever, vanished in Mexico in the late 1950s. McKeever also explored
other artistic mediums and she was considered to have been a prolific poct and painter as
well. Bricf mentions of her extraordinary works have been noted in.An International Anibology

of Surrealist Women_edited by
Penclope Rosemont, Wonen of e
Beat Generation dited by Brenda

idnight Revolution” by Paul
(mmn n_Arsenal (1989).

Of her close friends, including
pocts Philip Lamanda, ruth weiss
and David Meltzer, each have
spoken numinously of
impassioned genius behind her
works,

Yet for more than a half century,
what became of McKeever after
58 has been a great mystery
Furthermore, not even the slightest
trace of her photography, poetry or
art has turned up. Until now, that s

As chance would have it, the first
hint of McKeever’s work surfaced
alongside another scemingly lost
artifact of pre-beat, mid-century
America. It was quite a jolt actually.
I had never seen nor heard of
CLIMAX, A Creative Review in_ the
Jazz, Spiri edited by Bob Cass. But
there T was, standing in Crescent
City Books in New Orleans one
carly morning in the third week of
June "1, holding two copies of the
vircually unknown journal:
CLIMAX, A Creative Review in th
Juzz, Spini, Session One, January
1955, New Orleans; md(ll\l X,
A Creative Review in he Juzz,

The proprictor, LMPI l’(uﬂlp\

ko the publisher of Bla
across poct Judson Crews's contributor copies of CLIMAX,
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“Poct is a verb!” exclimed my friend, Jessica
Fox-Wilson, borrowing a picce of chalk from a
neighborhood kid and scrawling the phrase in
big letrs on a squars of conerete where o
sidewalks meet at right angles. The moment
planted a smile across my face. Jessica is a
present-day Minncapolis poct and her hip,
unrehearsed, plunked-down credo is sound
wisdom for anyonc in any time

Now reset your clock back to another
century in another town situated along the
same river thirteen hundred miles to the south,
and prepare for a troubadour encounter of
another kind; one which is the very
embodiment of the fullblown  spirit and
hipster ethos captured in that phrase.
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"Ms. McKeever by Mr. Blakeslee”
(Photo by Richard Blakeslee)

n Two, September 1956, New Orlcans
Widow Press), had just come
1 Gt R i Jazz Spirit

a few days carlier during one of his customary road trips between Boston (the location of his

other bookstore) and New Orleans.

Continued on Page 6

“The Old French Quarter News"
poem by ruth weiss, 1950

1¢s mid-September, 1950, well past midnight
in New Orleans. An hour carlicr you heard
that there would be a party happening at 912
Toulouse near Dauphine in the French
Quartee, As you round the corme, you nofice 4
person carrying a jug of wine opening an iron
gate between two old cottages on your lefi
You make your way down the service alley. It
Continued on Next Page



