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s walls: it was decorated
with ])rig‘llt retro flower mold-
Ings you could (m]y find in some
French Quarter callé, yet 1t felt
l)ulu'miem—c[dssi(r[ue. The |wa\'y
smell of roasted cal¢ au lait
soothed the ])ar):ag‘e. We sat in a
nook on chrome stools Im‘)]cin\;
out towards the narrow street.
Codrescu munched on a fresh
I)agucttc and sippctl cappucceino
that steamed and bathed his well-
known |‘acc, ticlclingj his silver-
haired goalee. The human be-
hind the voice we have all grown
familiar to, A ndrei Codrescu is a
poet, essayist, screenwriter, col-
umnist, nuvelist, profossor, anc],
most rm:ngni'/.a])]y, a contribu-
tor to National Public Radio’s
'\// 7ﬂ/II'”‘$.H (j(JIIFl‘L/("/'(‘A'C/. I_IC Ilaf
a witty Slavic tongue with which
he captures the romantic m'vlln of
old New Orleans in his most re-

cenl [)oo]'\’:
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erbend Review: In New

Orleans, Mon Amour, you write a

Im'c ]oH‘cr a cn”cction of writ-

ings based on yvour over twenty
years of residence. Do you 1mag-
ine the city as a person whom you
interact with and if so how would
you describe her?

\ndrci Codrescu: T defi-
niljcly think of her as a human
|)cingj. [ don’t know whether it's
one person or many persons. Il
is |1|1y,~‘icn] and it has a unique
geograplly and a ]JU(])", so I have
to think of it as .»'mndl]ing that's
real. [ fall in love with ])laccs; I
faﬂ imn Iovc wil']1 every p[auc, l)ut
New Orleans iz one of the l)ig
ones.

RR: When you wrole this
book were you writing for her or

[or her children—for us?

AC: T was writing about New
Orleans from the inside the way
you would write or talk to some-
one you are close to. You do it in

parlicularl'\f magica[ or non-self-

Editorial staff used an interview of Andrei
Codrescu as a coda to Riverbend Review. To
facilitate the read, the design team used
spot color as a lead in for the commentary.



