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 ASSEMBLING:

 A  cooperative  annual  magazine  of  the  unpublished  and  the  unpub-

 lishable—selected  and  printed  by  the  contributors,  Compiled  by

 Richard  Kostelanetz  and  Henry  Korn,  Published  by  Gnilbmessa  Inc.

 Box  1967,  Brooklyn,  lew  York  11202,  @  1970  for  automatic  assign-
 ment  with  the  printing  of  this  notice  to  the  individual  contrib-

 utors,  Distributed  to  the  retail  trade  by  The  East  Side  Book  St-

 ore,  34  St,  Marks  Place,  New  York,  N.Y,  10003,  Individual  copies

 may  also  be  ordered  directly  from  the  publisher,

 Contributors  were  invited  to  submit  1000  covies  of  up  to  four

 8"  x  11"  pages  of  anything  they  wanted  to  include  printed  at

 their  own  expense  on  any  paner  by  any  means,  Submissions  are

 collated  alphabetically,  Biographical  notes  identify  most  of
 the  contributors,  No  manuscript  was  refused  so  personal  names

 and  views  are  the  responsibility  of  the  contributors,  not  the

 editors  of  Gnilbmessa  Inc,

 ASSUJMDLING  solicits  subscriptions,  grants  and  gifts,  partially

 to  defray  the  costs  of  collating,  binding  and  nailing  but  mostly

 to  subsidize  the  printing  of  pages  by  those  financially  unable

 to  contribute,  ASSEMBLING  expects  to  avpear  annually  (in  the

 early  Fall  of  the  year),  It's  prinary  purpose  is  the  publicat-
 ion  of  works  that  are  too  eccentric  to  be  accepted  elsewhere,

 Artists  and  writers  desiring  to  contribute  to  future  editions

 are  invited  to  submit  a  sample  of  anything  that  prints  along

 with  a  stamped,  self-addressed  return  envelope  or  International

 Reply  Coupons  to  the  comoilers  at  Box  1967,  Brooklyn,  N.Y,  11202,

 Acceptance  will  arrive  in  the  form  of  an  invitation  to  contrib-
 ute  to  the  next  issue  of  ASSENBLING,

 -$2.  50-
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 SCOTT  HYDE  was  born  in  Montevideo,  Minnesota  in  1926.  He  is

 currently  staff  photographer  at  The  Brooklyn  Museum.  His  work

 has  been  featured  in  numerous  exhibitions  as  well  as  published  in

 books  and  periodicals.

 DAVID  IGNATOW,  currently  teaching  at  York  College  CUNY  and

 Columbia  University's  School  of  the  Arts,  recently  published

 Poems:  1934-69  (  Wesleyan  ).  The  selection  included  here  comes

 out  of  journals,  begun  in  1933,  now  being  prepared  for  publication.

 ARNO  KARLEN,  published  a  book  of  stories  called  White  Applies

 (1961).  He  has  contributed  poetry,  fiction,  criticism  and  journal-

 ism  to  many  magazines.  Among  his  unpublished  works  is  a  novel,

 LYNN  P.  KOHL,  who  used  to  live  in  Cincinnati,  is  Associate  Cur-

 ator  of  Education  and  Chairman,  Junior  Membership  at  The  Brook-

 lyn  Museum.

 HENRY  KORN,  educated  at  Johns  Hopkins  University,  works  for

 The  Brooklyn  Museum.  His  stories  have  appeared  in  US-The  Paper-

 Back  Magazine  and  Panache.

 RICHARD  KOSTELANETZ  has  written  four  books:  The  Theatre  of

 Mixed  Means  (1968),  Master  Minds  (1969  ),  Visual  Language

 (1970  ),  Metamorphosis  In  The  Arts  (1971)  and  edited  several

 anthologies.  Among  his  unpublished  works  are  a  novel,  a  book  of

 short  fictions,  a  meditative  essay  to  be  published  as  a  pack  of

 cards  and  innumerable  essays.

 ROBERT  LAX  currently  lives  in  Kalymnos,  Greece.  Voyages  recent-

 ly  devoted  a  special  issue  to  his  work  that  has  long  appeared  in

 poetry  magazines.  His  Assembling  contribution  was  printed  by  his

 frequent  collaborator,  the  designer,  Emil  Antonucci.

 ARTHUR  LAYZER  is  a  composer  and  physicist  teaching  at  Stevens

 Institute  of  Technology.

 FUR  REMATNDER  OF  CONTAIBUTORS'  NOTES,  SEE  THE  FINAL  PAGI.
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 Why  ASSEMBLING?

 wow  is  and  isn't  an  auspicious  time  for  innovative  writing.  It

 is,  because  the  traditional  forms  of  printed  literature  have  been  milked

 so  dry  they  carry  no  more  sustenance,  for  very  little  in  prose  or

 poetry  today  bears  the  extraordinary  marks  that  invite  close  scrutiny

 and  enthusiastic  possession,  The  Gutenbergian  medium  has  been  befouled

 vy  dullness,  repetition,  and  inconsequence;  so  that  the  reading  pub-

 lic  is  clearly  ripe  for  something  else.  It  isn't  an  auspicious  time,
 simply  because  original  writing  does  not  easily  get  into  print.  The

 little  magazines,  traditionally  the  outlet  for  the  new  and  the  young,

 are  now  all  but  entirely  either  coterie  in  scope,  intended  by  and  for

 immediate  friends,  or  so  archaic  in  outlook,  even  if  recently  foun-

 ded,  that  they  serve  to  extend  long-established  positions  and/or
 please  the  powerful.

 rublishine  houses,  to  check  another  world  of  possible  outlets,  are

 now  notoriously  less  willing  than  before  to  sponsor  new  or  young  wri-
 ting,  in  part  because  the  costs  of  book  production  have  risen  so  ex-

 travagantly,  but  mostly  because  even  the  more  "enlightened"  houses

 have  become  ever  more  profit-hungry,  This  atmosphere,  in  turn,  informs

 the  continuing  growth  of  publishing  corruption  (largely  unprotested),

 particularly  in  influencing  the  media  of  review  and  publicity,  More-

 over,  commercial  success  brings  not  the  freedom  to  take  editorial  risks

 but  the  demand  for  yet  more  profits  (especially  in  houses  owned  by  cor-

 porate  conglomerates),  discouraging  the  publication  of  manuscripts  not

 likely  to  bring  an  immediate  sale;  and  since  the  unpublished  writer,  .,

 by  definition,  has  no  proven  "profit-potential,"  his  manuscripts  in-

 evitably  continue  their  pointless  travel,  Stylistically  unusual  works,
 unless  by  cultwral  celebrities,  are  similarly  "unacceptable"  to  Amer-
 ican  publishers,  (This  new  avarice  also  increases  the  amount  of  ad-

 vance  money  that  a  commercially  proven  writer  can  command  for  his

 unadventurous  product,  further  increasing  the  dialectical  split  and
 conflict  between  the  literary  haves  and  have-nots--between  those  de-

 fending  the  status  quo  and  those  desiring  radical  change  in  American

 publishing.)

 There  is  no  doubt,  in  spite  of  pious  promises  to  the  contrary,

 that  most  of  the  possibly  great  works  written  in  our  time  eventually

 go  unpublished,  no  matter  how  many  editors  consider  them;  and  any

 collection  of  genuinely  alternative  work  chosen  by  writers  themselves,
 such  as  ASSEMSLING,  should,  by  contrast,  illustrate  conclusively  how

 damnably  parochial  and  self-congratulatory  is  the  publishing  industry's
 general  sense  of  literary  acceptability.  Nearly  every  young  writer
 feels  deeply  alienated  from  the  current  publishing  scene--even  those

 who  publish  frequently  testify  they  are  not  reaching  their  most  likely
 audience;  and  one  instantly  suspects  the  integrity  of  those  why  deny

 a  predicament  exists.  Nonetheless,  fresh  voices  do  occasionally  slip
 into  print,  usually  for  fortuitous  reasons,  such  as  the  dogged  persis-

 tence  of  a  single  courageous  editor;  and  the  popular  success  of  truly
 innovative  writers--3eckett,  Burroughs,  Borges  and  Barth--demonstrates

 that  this  time  is  ultimately  ripe  for  somethings  new,

 Ane  what  is  to  be  done?  "As  an  unreconstructed  anarchist,"  wrote

 Paul  Goodman  in  1949,  talking  about  a  related  problem,  "I  still  must

 conśider  the  solutíon  of  this  issue  easy--easy  in  theory,  easy  in  prac-

 tice;  if  we  do  not  apply  it,  it  is  for  moral  reasons,  sluggishness,

 timidity,  getting  involved  in  what  is  not  one's  business,  etc,  The

 way  to  get  rid  of  dummy  intermediaries  iS  by  direct  action,"  Sure  enough,
 And  what  today  constitutes  direct  action?  The  first  task  is  the  un-

 ending  exposure  and  protest  of  the  burgeoning  corruption  and  hypocriasy
 Of  American  publishing.  The  next  and  more  important  step  is  the  foun-
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 ding  of  counter-institutions--whether  new  periodicals,  new  publishing
 houses,  new  distribution  networks,  and  even  wholly  new  channels  of  wri-
 ter-reader  communication.  As  the  "underground  press"  did  for  American
 journalism,  and  the  new  record  companies  changed  popular  music,  so  must
 new  institutions,  founded  by  and  for  the  young  and  courageously  honest,
 infiltrate  and  revolutionize  the  literary  scene.  At  stake,  for  all  us
 writers,  is  nothing  less  than  the  life  and  death  of  what  we  do.

 For  «enry  Korn  and  myself,  one  solution  was  ASSEMBLING.  As  young

 writers  of  stylistically  "different"  poetry  and  prose,  we  faced  not
 only  the  inevitable  objections  to  our  youth,  but  also  the  equally  in-
 evitable  resistances  to  our  wayward  literary  purposes.  And  so  we  wan-
 ted  an  institution  that  would  publish  alternative  work  by  imaginative
 artists  who  genuinely  believed  in  what  they  did,  Since  rejections  of-
 ten  came  with  the  excuse,  particularly  from  those  pretending  to  sympa-
 thy,  that  "our  printer  can't  handle  this,"  it  seemed  best  to  overcome
 this  obstacle  by  our  own  direct  action--by  becoming  one's  own  printer,
 which  is  more  practicable  in  this  era  of  photographic  reproduction  pro-
 cesses;  for  the  oldest  truth  is  that,  when  other  demands  are  more  neces-
 sary,  the  writer  must  do  more  than  just  write,  As  victims  of  editorial
 authoritarianism,  if  not  occasional  blasts  of  sadism,  we  also  wanted  a
 periodical  that  would  avoid  establishing  a  particular  self-perpetuating
 taste--that  would,  by  contrast,  remain  open  to  works  unlike  anything
 seen  in  print  before.

 So,  given  the  purposes  of  ASSEMBLING,  it  became  clear  that  contri-
 butors  would  be  asked  to  print  one  thousand  copies  of  their  own  work,

 by  any  means  and  on  any  paper  they  wished  (or  could  afford);  and  by
 accepting,  self-publication  as  the  most  reliable  evidence  of  serious
 intentions,  ASSLMSLING  would  then  exist  to  bind  the  results  into  a
 finished  book.  #verything  submitted  has,  without  exception,  been  as-
 sembled  here  in  alphabetical  order,  Three  copies  go  to  each  contribu-
 tor,  and  all  proceeds  gained  from  selling  the  limited  number  of  remain-
 ing  copies  will  reimburse  our  investment  in  collating,  binding,  and
 mailing,  as  well  as  finance  future  issues,  The  operation  cannot  become
 profitable,  simply  because  it  ís  impossible  to  reprint  an  issue,  should
 the  demandfor  copies  exceed  the  supply;  there  is  no  advertising;  and
 all  copyrights  (which  is  the  literary  form  of  "property")  are  automa-
 tically  returned  to  the  individual  contributors.  We  were  pleased  and,
 of  course,  surprised  by  the  submissions,  especially  since  it  is  likely
 that  nearly  all  contributions  to  ASSEMBLING  would  be  rejected  by  every

 magazine  in  Àmerica,  no  matter  how  avowedly  "avant-garde,"  unless  the
 editor  were  a  friend  or  debtor  of  the  writer.

 "The  long-range  goal  of  ASSEMBLING,"  to  quote  the  invitation  to  po-
 tential  contributors,  "is  toopen  the  editorial/industrial  complex  to
 alternatives  and  possibilities,  The  short-range  goal  is  to  provide
 the  means  for  unpublished  and  otherwise  unpublishable  work  to  see  print
 light  and  to  consider  what  other  kindred  spirits  and  spooks  are  doing."
 The  first  issue  of  ASSEMBLING  assembles,  then,  idiosyncratic  works  and
 various  purposes;  but  ín  our  distaste  for  declining  forms  and  commercial
 conventions,  as  well  as  implicit  respect  for  each  other's  convictions
 and  intentions,  lics  the  kind  of  unifying  and  cooperative,  freedom-for-
 ging  literary  politics  that  is  more  urgently  essential  now.  Our  expec-
 tation  is  that  subsequent  issues  of  this  annual  venture  will  be  fatter,
 and  even  more  various  in  general  and  radical  in  particular.  In  the  end,
 of  course,  we  should  like  to  find  the  dissemination  of  American  writing
 changed  so  radically  that  ASSEMBLING  would  have  no  further  need  to  exist.
 For  now,  to  each  of  our  fellow  contributors--editors  and  publishers  all--
 we  are  grateful  for  their  collaboration.  Assembled  we  stand;  disassem-
 bled  we  fall.  --RICHARD  KOSTELANETZ  New  York,  N.Y.  Sept.,  1970,
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 Vito  Acconci:  NOTEBOOK  EXCERPTS

 Performing  the  present  piece  depends  on  performing  (adhering

 to  the  terms  of)  another  piece,  which  results  in  extending
 each  term,  time  period,  of  my  performance  (behavior,  manner

 of  reacting  to  stimuli).

 Reduction  of  the  status  of  a  move  when  payment  for  it  is  no

 longer  automatic  but  is  dependent  on  decisions  made  at  the  end
 of  the  game,

 A's  assessment  of  a  situation,  when  B  tries  to  penetrate  that
 assessnent  (knowing  that  it  has  as  one  of  its  features  the  fact
 that  B  will  try  to  penetrate  it),

 Doing  something,  Making  something.  Making  do,

 When  I  need  something,  I  have  to  keep  needing  it  (during  the

 time  it  takes  me  to  get  to  it),

 Keep  it.  Keep  on  with  it.  (Time  lag:  on  time,  on  my  own  time,  )

 Body  of  work,  Body  at  work,

 The  others  could  be  compensated  by  further  coalitions  in  the
 future,  leading  to  achievement  of  the  goal  (or  of  new  goals)
 for  the  others  some  time  after  the  duration  of  the  present

 piece.  (An  agent  can  choose  to  'lose'  in  this  piece,  which  I
 have  devised,  in  order  to  possibly  'win'  in  another  piece,
 which  the  agents  themselves  will  devise,  )

 Performing:  'desiring,'  'going  towards,  '
 Running  in  place:  keeping  the  walking  in  one  place.  (When  I

 stop  to  rest,  the  prior  performance  pulls  away,  into  the  past
 and  in  various  directions  over  the  implied  original  space,  )

 One  physical  space  in  two  different  social  occasions  at  the
 same  time,

 An  attempt  to  remove  oneself  from  the  physical  circumstances
 that  would  allow  one  to  alter  an  indicated  course  of  action,

 Ice  on  (my  back).

 During  the  rest  of  the  program,  I  am  kept  'on  ice':  ready  to

 perform  after  the  performance.

 (I  am  'on  thin  ice'  with  regard  to  the  follow-up  --  chill,
 pain,  a  cold,)

 If  none  of  the  visitors  look  out  the  window,  the  'open  house'
 is  closed:  the  visitors  are  'rigidly  excluding  outside  influ-
 ences,  '  'excluding  participation  of  outsiders'  (what  they  are
 doing  is  conducted  in  strict  secrecy,  )

 'I  am  giving  a  show,'  'I  am  giving  a  look'  (at  the  show),
 (Performing  the  audience.)  :
 Since  the  audience  is  looking  back  ('turning  one's  mind  or
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 thoughts  to  the  past'),  there  is  nothing  to  look  at  in  the
 present,

 Ađaptive  lines  of  action,  Accessibility  (availability)  of  per-
 son.  False  start,  Self-regulatory  mechanism,  Embodied  informa-
 tion,  Directive  correlation.  Mutual  compensation.  Control  move,
 Strategies  of  absorption  and  parasitism,  Conditional  avowal,

 My  performance  has  been  announced,  My  performance  keeps  being

 announced,  (My  performance  consists  in  marking  myself  as  the

 performer,  )

 Since  I  have  already  been  defined  as  the  performer,  by  means  of

 the  announcement,  I  do  not  have  to  prove  myself.  I  can  'mark

 time'  ('merely  go  through  the  motions  of  activity'),

 What  is  'in  place'  at  the  museum  (the  mail  placed  in  the  mu-

 seum)  is  'out  of  place'  (it  doesn't  belong  there,  it  is  there
 only  so  that  it  will  not  be  there  in  the  future).
 The  Service  Area  is  a  point  in  a  network  of  circulation  routes;
 it  is  a  place  where  I  can  perform  certain  roles  in  approaching
 and  using  the  services  furnished  (e.g.:  depriving  myself  of
 mail  for  an  extended  period  of  time;  spying  on  the  mail  guard

 for  a  continuous  duration).

 In  going  to  the  museum,  I  am  performing  in  a  different  style

 my  ordinary  role  of  going  down  to  get  my  mail,  (Learning  to

 'get  on  the  track,  ')

 Performing  the  piece  means  going  against  a  form  (the  materials
 decrease  as  I  pick  up  the  mail).  If  I  do  not  perform,  the  ma-
 terials  build  up  (the  mail  increases  while  I  am  at  rest).
 Living  on  the  land,  (Farmers.

 Living  off  the  land,  (Nomads,)  (Skimming;  scanning.)

 Each  performer's  time  times  (adjusts)  the  other  performer  as
 heard  by  the  audience,

 Each  performer  can  time  himself  by  the  other  performer,

 Each  performer  times  (sets  the  tempo  for)  the  audience,  (Time
 lags,  'stands  still,  '  as  the  audience  looks  forward  to  the  next
 exhalation.)

 Since  I  do  not  happen  to  be  there  after  the  program  is  over,

 the  rest  of  the  performance  occurs  wherever  I  happen  to  be.

 When  the  objects  are  moved  from  one  place  to  the  other,  their

 space  (location)  is  changed,
 When  the  objects  are  moved,  their  space  (the  amount  of  space

 occupied)  is  changed  (as  the  objects  are  stolen).
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 |  ART  I

 Arakawa  and  Madeline  Gins
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 Lee  Baxandall

 PROPOSAL  FOR  AN  EVENT  (1)

 A  dozen  men  and  women  appear  at  the  gates  of  the  White

 House  in  Washington.  They  join  the  visitors'  line.  They

 are  not  together  but  are  integrated  with  the  other  visit-

 ors,  spaced  some  twenty  feet  apart  in  line.  Each  is  in

 some  way  visibly  injured.  A  crutch,  an  arm  in  a  sling,

 a  patch  over  an  eye,  a  bandaged  hand.  The  visitors  move

 forward,  past  paintings,  period  tables,  guards.  When  the

 last  performer  has  entered  and  the  first  nears  the  exit,

 he  or  she  drops  out  of  line.  So  does  the  next,  then  like

 dominoes  the  third,  fourth,  and  down  the  line.  The  per-

 formers  sit  on  the  carpet,  kneel  or  roll  onto  their  backs

 while  uttering  excruciated  syllables  --  Quat!  Nhu!  Diem!

 Suu!  Ky!  and  other  names  of  figures  in  the  ruling  and

 deposed  government  elites  of  South  Vietnam.  The  guards  do

 not  know  what  to  do,  offer  aid  or  eject  the  performers.

 The  pattern  of  syllables  coalesces  in  a  concerted  phrase

 uttered  the  length  of  the  White  House:  the  President's  name

 or  initials.  The  guards  now  eject  the  performers  who  are

 still  uttering  the  phrase  in  concert.  Reporters  and  photo-

 graphers  wait  outside.  Two  of  the  performers  tear  free,

 strip  off  their  coats  and  are  naked  except  for  crisp  black

 lettering  across  their  backs  and  torsos:  NAPALM.
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 PROPOSAL  FOR  AN  EVENT  (2)

 A  black  automobile  pulls  to  the  curb  with  a  screech  on

 a  populated  street.  A  figure  dressed  in  long  white  gown,

 with  beard  and  crown  of  thorns  and  long  hair,  leaps  out.

 "Let  me  go!  Let  me  go!"  he  cries.  "I  am  Christ,  Christ

 your  Savior!  Don't  you  know  me?  Don't  you  know  Christ?

 You  must  let  me  go.  My  airplane  leaves  for  Vietnam  in

 an  hour's  time.  Don't  you  want  to  see  your  Christ  in

 Vietnam?  'I'11  miss  ny  plane!"  And  Christ  looks  at  hís

 wristwatch.  By  this  time,  Batman  in  full  costume  has

 leaped  from  the  back  seat  of  the  vehicle.  "You're  not

 going  anywhere  but  to  police  headquarters,"  he  cries.

 "Now  come  quietly.  Or  do  I  have  to  use  force  again?

 Beatnik!  Commie!"  Christ  retorts,  "That's  what  they

 always  say!"  Batman  pulls  an  extravagant  toy  zap-gun,

 such  as  children  are  given,  from  his  belt  and  zaps  Christ

 at  ten  feet.  Christ  falls.  Robin  bolts  from  behind  the

 wheel  of  the  vehicle,  and  he  and  Batman  each  grab  a  leg

 of  Christ.  They  drag  him  over  to  the  back  seat,  saying

 such  things  as:  "You  bet  we're  gonna  keep  law  and  order!

 Batman  always  wins!"  They  heave  Christ  into  the  back

 seat,  Batman  following  him  in,  Robin  takes  the  wheel,

 and  the  black  automobile  speeds  off  to  the  next  site.

 Repeat  as  many  times  as  desired.
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 Gay  Beste
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 Wolfe  Blotzer

 CICADA

 For  some  seasons  now  I  dreamed  in  the  earth,

 In  the  moist,  black  tunnels  of  the  planet's  skin,

 Sucking  the  juices  of  trees  I  have  never  seen

 Until  this  spring  called  like  a  monster  I  came  to  the  air.

 Emerging  from  my  husk,  I  cried  myself  out  in  the  night;

 Wading  later  into  the  blindness  of  the  great  sun's  brilliance,

 I  dried  through  the  morning  as  my  subterranean  eyes  grew  bright.

 Like  a  huge,  resonant  guitar  with  genitals

 I  droned  to  the  green,  airy  treetops,  the  crowns  of  the  forest,

 And  a  seventeen  year  hunger  within  me  found  a  voice--

 I  sang  to  the  females  of  my  kind  of  a  sky  on  fire,

 Of  life  madly  rioting  about  me,

 Of  wanton  insects  and  rational  men,

 Of  the  visions  of  seventeen  years  the  cities  were  torn  down,

 Nations  invaded  and  people  slaughtered,

 I  sang  of  the  universe  quivering  in  my  throat;

 And  I  drew  the  women  of  my  race  to  me...

 Before  the  birds  came,  I  fathered  my  kind

 And  died  not  unreasonably.

 BIRTH

 Come  now  into  the  tall  grass

 Where  the  sun's  red  belly

 touches  ground;

 And  I  will  lay  you  down  easy

 Eating  the  placenta  and  the  brain's  caul  away,

 I  will  lick  the  electricity

 from  your  demure  face.

 You  will  grow  like  paragraphs  on  pages

 From  blankness  to  expression,

 From  the  pages'  whiteness  to  feed  on  red

 flesh,

 And  you  will  scream,  wake,

 Waddle  off  to  search  for  the  same  thing

 The  sun  searches  for  at  night.
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 Wolfe  Blotzer

 PREPOSITION

 hum  lights  and  pipes  clatter

 the  wind  howls  and  whistles

 through  this  huge  building,

 no  kitchen,  no  closet,

 no  elevator  is  quiet

 from  desolation,  from  air

 in  a  hurry  leaving  the

 world  among  prepositions,

 among  tangles,  tatters,  memories...

 time  blowing  by

 oh,  god,

 the  verbs  are  tired  and  broken,

 the  nouns  are  all  rusted,

 and  the  wind  is  everywhere

 calling:

 in  out  to  for  between

 during  from  among  into

 through  by  within

 with  over  in  oråer  under

 by  means  of  without...

 Copr.,  Wolfe  Blotzer  1970

 Wolfe  Blotzer  currently  resides

 in  Baltimore  where  he  is  attending

 medical  school.  His  first  book  of

 poetry,  Departure  from  Ur,  was  pub-

 lished  in  May  by  Contemporary  Poetry.
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 FOUR  PLAYS  by  George  Chambers

 LYLE  AND  AVIS  (for  Warren  Dwyer  "forsan  et  haec  olim

 meminisse  juvabit")

 Lyle  stands,  without  expression,  facing  us.

 Slung  on  his  back  a  classical  guitar,  twice

 the  usual  size  of  the  classical  guitar,

 Beside  him  a  bird  cage  containing,  perched,

 a  five-foot  bird,  The  bird  ís  Avis,  Lyle's

 wife.  As  she  speaks,  her  feathers,  wings,

 beak,  fall  away.  Slowly,  the  cage  she  is

 in  disappears  and  Avis  stands  beside  Lyle

 in  a  simple  housedress,  still  speaking.

 Both  figures  are  about  fifty  years  old,

 Avis:  Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?

 Lyle?
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 RIVA  GHA  HY

 Lyle?

 94064)  S9095  wd.  EYAN  UOT
 119

 to  seg  shyletsol"”  s5  nsrssl  xo1)

 dav  s88  Enad

 Lyle?

 31  Holos  Jvorlsiiw  ,sbnssis  aly]

 niyet  s85  bitkd  5  mir  obkes§

&  et  brkhdiodt  vobridedookeavil  ا 

 agnkw  ,srodtyletit  ,alssqe,  ods  eA  .oiiw

 9885  srl  vivo  ,YBWE  IST  Bü

 elwI  shiesd  dhylet  witvArbin  azseqqsatb  n

 .gnbiseqa  [ise  ,eessbesuord  oiqmis  s  nt

 blo  sıêby  Lylet  Jvods  oye  ssnigkl  A3ol

 Lyle?  Sd  1E

 af  aie

 Lyle?  Tslud

 Lyle?  falvd

 Lyle?  {oly

 Lyle?  و

 Lyle?  9
 jyler  tell

 Salyd

This content downloaded from 
������������108.12.209.211 on Mon, 15 Dec 2025 06:53:39 UTC������������� 

All use subject to https://about.jstor.org/terms



This content downloaded from 
������������108.12.209.211 on Mon, 15 Dec 2025 06:53:39 UTC������������� 

All use subject to https://about.jstor.org/terms



 PAPA  &  CO.,  INC.

 Tableau,  motion  as  indicated,  The  stage  a  glut  of

 isolated  events.,  The  lights  darken  just  before  these

 images  are  received,  Perhaps  no  more  than  three  min-

 utes  should  elapse,  The  stage  ín  intense  light,  white

 tiled  floor,  walls,  ceiling,  Clearly  a  bathroom,  but

 without  fixtures,  Inside,  these  events:

 A  huge  policeman  in  a  bulky  blue

 dress,  a  huge  badge  on  his  chest.

 He  ís  firing,  like  a  pistol,  a

 long,  white  plastic  tube.  Ping-

 pong  balls  drop  occasionally  from
 the  muzzle  of  the  tube.  He  fires

 at  a  sign  which  reads:

 TEST  YOUR  BALLS

 Å  young  man,

 frenzied,

 running  away,  Above,  a  light  plane
 but  frozen,  going  down  ín  flames,

 Inside,  at  the  con-

 trols,  a  man  looks

 out,  smiling.

 Lying  naked  on  a  bare  mattress,  an  old  man,

 but  very  fat.  We  see  his  backside,  Beside

 hím  a  pile  of  shit.  Crouching  before  him,

 watching  intently,  a  small  boy.

 À  man  in  a  tunnel,  hold-

 ing  a  child.  The  child

 is  turníng  to  scrap  me-

 tal,  a  huge  compressed  a  Dancing  nude,
 chunk  of  steel.  As  the  a  middle-aged
 child/scrap  gets  heavier,  man,
 the  man  struggles  to  hold

 it  up,

 A  policeman  killing  people
 with  snowballs,

 On  a  high  bench,

 a  judge  in  black,  A  high  single  bed.  We  see
 his  gavel  raised,  the  grey  head  of  an  old  man,

 asleep,  Holding  a  rifle  to

 the  old  man's  head,  about  to
 fire,  a  young  man.
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 A  thin,  old  man,

 He  leans  his  head

 on  his  arm,  which

 is  on  a  table,  He

 is  wearing  a  soiled

 grey  hat.  Before
 him  on  the  table  is

 an  old-fashioned

 radio.  His  hand  is

 resting  on  the  dial.

 5

 6x6  picture  of  a  new  born  baby,

 naked,  on  the  cover  of  a  wom-

 an's  magazine.  Frantically,

 fearfully,  a  man  is  ripping

 and  shreding  the  picture.

 Above,  the  legs  and  hemline  of

 a  woman  descending  a  staircase

 to  a  cellar,  She  is  carrying  a

 laundry  basket.  We  see  only

 the  bottom  of  it,  the  wicker
 base,

 A  chíld,  three  years  old,  and  his  mother,

 on  a  bus,  Timmy  is  dressed  in  long  paj-

 amas,  sitting  on  his  mother's  lap.  In

 the  seat  beside  them  a  man  is  sleeping.

 The  mother,  perhaps  twenty-five,  is  blonde,

 her  face  remarkably  white,  the  white  pow-
 dered  face  of  a  Japanese  NO  actor,  perhaps.

 The  boy  is  blank,  without  expression  even

 when  he  is  speaking.  He  sits  listlessly

 in  his  mother's  lap.  On  stage  we  see  only

 their  seat,  the  aisle  leading  back  behind
 them.  Toward  the  rear  is  the  bus  lava-

 tory,  We  hear  a  steady  hum  throughout  the

 action,  the  diesel  engine  drone  of  the  bus.
 The  mother  chain-smokes.
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 Mother:

 Mother:

 Mother:

 Timmy:

 Mother:

 Timmy:

 Mother:

 Timmy:

 Is  your  name  Timmy  Bone?

 No,

 Is  your  name  Timmy  Bower?

 No,  my  name's  not  Timmy  Bower!

 That's  not  my  name!  That's  not

 my  name!

 (Silence.  Mother  and  child  in  tableau,

 the  man  still  asleep  beside  them.

 The  drone  of  the  diesel  engine  becomes

 more  apparent,  insistent.)

 Timmy  Bower,  after  this  cigarette

 we're  going  to  take  a  nap,  right

 Timy?

 No.

 You're  not  being  very  agreeable

 today  are  you  Timmy?  What's

 your  name?

 Timmy.

 Timmy  what?

 (no  answer)

 (Silence  as  before.)

 Mother:

 Timy:

 Mother:

 Timmy:

 Mother:

 Timy:

 One!

 Two!

 Three!

 Four!

 Five

 Six
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 Mother:  Seven

 Timmy:  Eight

 Mother:  Nine

 Timmy:  Ten

 They  dísappear  from  view,  into  the  lavatory.  We  hear  the

 droning  diesel  louder.  Above  ít,  from  the  lavatory,

 Timmy's  voice:

 Timmy:  No!  No!  No!  Nol!

 Mother  and  chíld  appear  again  and  walk  toward  us,  toward

 their  seat.  Timmy  is  now  dressed  in  shorts,  their  suspenders

 crossing  his  bare  chest.  Timmy  shoves  at  the  legs  of  the

 sleeping  man.

 Mother:  Don't  push,  say  "please"  Timmy.  Your  name  is

 Timmy?  Timmy?

 They  are  seated  again.  The  mother  lights  yet  another

 cigarette.  Timmy  is  now  seated  beside  her,  slightly  for-

 ward,  his  legs  dangling  from  the  seat.  We  notice  numerous

 marks  on  Timmy's  thighs  and  legs,  burn  marks  perhaps,  such

 as  those  that  might  be  made  with  a  lit  cigarette,  The

 marks  look  as  if  they  have  vaseline  over  them,  perhaps  as

 if  the  mother  had  taken  care  of  them,  Perhaps  ín  the

 lavatory.

 (Silence,  Drone.)

 Mother:  What's  your  name  Timmy?

 Timmy:  My  name  is  Timmy,

 Mother:  Your  name  ís  Timmy  Bower,  what's  your
 name?

 Timmy:  Timmy.

 Mother:  Your  name  ís  Tímmy  Bower.

 Timmy:  Timmy  Bower,

 Mother:  What's  your  name  Timmy?

 Timy:  Timmy.

 Mother:  Timmy,  what's  your  name?  Is  it  Timmy  Bower,
 is  that  your  name?  What's  your  name?

 Timuy:  TÍMY  .eereesrsearereaeere  arona  aee..  Bower,

 (Silence.  Fading  lights.  Peaceful  rocking  húm  of  diesel  engine.)
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 WHO  HELPS  WHO?  BUT  WHO  BENEFITS?

 By  Marvin  Cohen

 (A  dialogue  with  a  twist  at  the  end  that  reverses  what  had  been

 building  up  before  and  halts  the  progress  with  a  last-minute
 counter  thrust,  and  it  must  be  left  at  that,  for  just  then  the

 curtain  falls.  The  moral  is  out  in  the  cold,  to  puzzle  the
 previous  story  that  has  elapsed,  For  the  true  answer,  just
 substitute  another  question  and  hope.  Another  saga  to  the  reign
 of  unpredictability,  modern  version.  Ihe  inevitable  need  never
 come  about,  once  the  world  is  convinced  of  this,  and  closes  its
 open  assumptions  that  acted  as  conclusions  before,  Adding  to  the
 legend  of  newer  possibilities  as  yet  unused.  Undiscovered  aspects
 of  the  world's  incomplete  self-knowledge.)

 After  all,  my  first  aim  ís  money.

 Then  why  is  the  thread  loose  from  your  clothing,  and  your

 sleeves  and  cuffs  frazzled  with  the  lining  coming  apart?  And
 your  delay  of  a  shave,  and  other  signs  that  if  your  aim  has  been

 money  you  haven't  acted  wpe  on  your  ambition  or  if  you  have  the

 failure  is  evident.  Not  only  your  frayed  tatters,  hut  your  floored
 shoes  with  the  flaw  seeping  through,  And  unwashed  dirt,  of  layers
 old,  that  adds  to  your  akinny  protection  of  your  aoul.,  Are  you

 sure  money  is  your  goal?

 Of  course,  I  believe  in  the  American  myth.

 But  I'm  not  sure  I  know  what  the  American  myth  is.

 It's  not  "is";  it's  the  way  it  operates;  it's  how.

 Then  how  have  you  come  to  look  like  a  bum,  a  tramp,  a  hobo,

 and  a  vagrant?

 Through  neglecting  my  appearance.

 And  how  is  the  American  myth  manifest  in  you?

 That  failures  are  part  of  the  game,  and  I'm  one.

 But  why  must  you  be  the  one  to  be  sacrificed?

 I  earned  it,  through  idleness,  which  led  to  penury.

 Did  you  never  try  your  hand  at  a  business  career?  Or  take  up

 a  likely  craft,  or  clerkhood  in  one  of  our  numerous  offices  that
 dot  our  fair  land?  What,  in  fact,  is  your  history  of  employment?

 I'm  not  a  historian,  either.  I  loafed  my  way  through  my
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 ™

 background,  and  advanced  to  my  current  foreground,  which  is  as

 you  see  me  now,

 Yet,  unless  some  surprise  is  concealed,  there  seems  to  be  no
 progress.

 No.  But  I  took  refuge  in  philosophy,  as  a  consolation  to  the
 viewpoint  of  attitude.

 Yet  none  of  your  assumed  attitudes  can  undrift  you  from  your

 failure  in  the  workaday  world  of.making  a  mark  for  yourself,

 Success  is  what  I  leave  to  others,  For  their  inspiring  examples,

 Yet  you're  hardly  emulating  them.  You  set  the  pace  of  a  passive

 sluggard.  You're  so  poor  that  the  State  must  aid  you,  And  no  girl
 would  marry  you,  unless  she  designed  to  sue  you  for  non-support.

 You  contribute  nothing  to  our  open  society  and  the  multiple

 opportuni  ties  its  economy  can  afford.  The  prestige  and  dignity

 of  a  profession  would  have  given  you  some  share  in  the  burden  of

 mankind;  some  engagement  in  the  affairs  of  the  community,  But

 your  bum  status  qualifies  you  as  a  mere  consumer  of  dregs;  and

 alienates  you,  into  a  solitary,  unattractive  individual  loneliness,
 Your  case  is  tə0o  isolated  from  useful  activity  to  bear  the  commerce

 of  a  bridge  of  sympathy.  You're  cut  off,  and  command  only

 disrespect.  Can  you  justify  your  persisting  in  so  unproductive
 a  state?  You  need  #ekebit  rehabilitational  therapy,  both
 occupational  and  personal,  Then  you  could  join  links  with  your
 large  brotherhood  of  men  you've  been  self-exiled  from.  You're
 still  not  too  old  to  marry  and  have  a  family  to  bring  up,  as  a

 contributing  member  of  society's  swollen  ranks  of  posterity.
 Spruce  up  your  appearance,  reforn  your  indolence,  and  make  a

 start  at  some  work,  The  rest  will  follow,  For  conformity  needs
 the  ground  plan,  and  constructs  its  evidence  on  the  observed

 formula  of  a  pattern.  Get  going  now,  with  most  of  your  youth used  up.  :
 I  want  to  stay  apart  from  the  world's  industry.  I  like  the

 role  of  an  onlooker  better.

 Then  your  health  is  wrong  as  one  of  society's  cells.  You're
 ı  a  parasitic  wastrel.  Do  you  beg  for  a  living?

 Living  off  others  has  become  customary  to  me,

 That's  by  no  means  noble.

 Nor  by  any  means  was  meant  to  be,  I've  forsaken  caring  about

 opinions.  If  I  make  a  bad  impression,  is  as  indifferent  to  me  as
 winning  approval.  My  concerns  fall  elsewhere  than  in  what  responses
 I  provoke.  The  view  others  take  of  me  is  their  business;  I  won't
 let  it  distract  me  from  mine.

 And  what  is  it  you  call  your  business?
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 You're  prying  into  my  privacy.  Keep  off,  and  hold  a  more

 public  distance.

 I'm  curious  for  your  benefit  and  welfare.

 My  love  of  independence  would  have  you  retreat  into  the

 benevolence  of  selfish  disregard  for  me.  I  don't  welcome  your
 analytic  invasion  into  my  nonconformity,.  Conduct  your  knowing

 elsewhere,  and  direct  your  questions  there,  Your  learning  won't
 increase  from  attentiveness  to  me,

 Now  I'm  obsessed  compulsively  to  focus  on  your  soul,  I  can't
 let  you  go.

 Your  concentration  tears  me  off  my  ease  and  tightens  anxiety

 instead,  the  discomfort  of  being  looked  at  by  you,  subjected  to
 a  critical  examination.  You're  crowding  into  me  with  a  barrage
 of  alien.  terms  and  values  to  rip  me  up  until  I  submit  to  appraisal

 in  accordance  to  your  societal  reference,  That's  unjust,  when  all
 I  fairly  seek  is  solitude,  which  you  molestingly  deprive  me  of  in
 rude  offensiveness,  I  demand  my  liberty  to  be  unwatched.  Your
 scrutiny  is  harassing  me.  It's  a  violation  of  my  right.

 I  want  to  make  you  all  right.  I  want  to  reform  you  into  a

 useful  member  of  society.  It's  for  your  own  good.  I  want  to
 relieve  you  of  your  present  life.  You're  being  self-destructive,
 and  I  want  to  serve  your  improvement.  That's  why  I'm  rubbing

 against  you,  probing  and  querying.

 Back  off,  Go  away.  Leave  me  alone.

 No,  I'm  searching  for  a  remedy,  for  your  application.

 It's  contrary  to  my  own  wish.  Which  you  don't  seem  to  respect,

 To  consult  your  desire  would  be  foolish,  since  what  you  want  is

 no  good  for  you.  I  must  impose  your  re-education.  You  must  learn
 by  force.  You  must  be  taught.  And  reconstructed.

 But  I'm  unwilling.  I  will  not  submit.

 You  must,  Society  must  drill  you  with  its  lessons.  A  new  point
 of  re-orientation  is  to  be  instilled  in  you,  Your  very  resistance
 is  anti-social.

 I  won't  be  bullied.  Let  me  go  to  "ruin".

 Is  that  your  choice?

 My  free  one.  Though  you  might  not  agree  with  its  wisdom,

 Your  decision.is  unfortunate.  Its  reversal  is  mandatory,  You
 will  have  to  be  forced.  You're  a  drain  on  society.  You  must  learn

 how  to  usefully  eemżrsubu  contribute,  while  sustaining  yourself,  ~>
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 (e'll  root  out  your  lonely  dissent,  your  holding  apart,  and  compel
 your  participation.  On  an  active  basis.

 I  refuse  to  consent.  I  reserve  my  dissent.  I'll  exhaust
 your  interest,  by  resistance.  You'll  leave  me  alone,  when  you
 tire  of  effort  on  my  unavailing  behalf,  I'll  be  a  proven  lost
 cause,  n  unredeemable  item,  Your  evangelistic  zeal  will  have
 to  be  spent  elsewhere.

 Your  lack  of  appreciation  indicates  your  ingratitude  for  the
 pains  I'm  staking  in  your  worthless  cause.  I'm  on  the  point  of
 giving  you  up.,  But  defiantly,  and  in  spite,  I  won't,

 If  you're  dedicated  to  reforming  me,  then  there's  nothing  I

 can  do  to  stand  in  your  way,  Your  determination  would  be  futile

 to  oppose.  Then  here  I  am,  I  offer  myself.  Salvage  me  from  the
 rubbish  heap  of  society's  misfits.  Reupholster  my  whole  outlook.
 Guide  me,  convert  me,  undamn  me,  I'm  in  your  hands.  How  will  you
 start?

 I'm  shaken  by  your  abrupt  softening.  I'm  confused,  and  put  off

 my  stride.

 Do  you  need  my  help?

 Yes,  I'm  so  unsettled.  I'm  in  a  shock,

 Assistance  is  on  the  way.  I  feel  useful,  now, R  a  R  R
 BIOGRAPHICAL  FANTASY,  LISTING  ACCURATE  CREDITS

 When  last  seen,  Marvin  Cohen  was  still  there.  Just  as
 Vednesday  always  comes,  he's  still  going.  Loves  the  Yankees  from
 a  Brooklyn  background.  His  fiction  is  not  known  what  it  is.  Book
 of  it  by  New  Directions  is  "The  Self-Devoted  Friend":  Only  Gotham
 Book  Mart  still  always  carries  it.  New  book  coming  out  in  a  year,

 His  undefinables  have  been  in  fifty  issues  of  thirty-five  of
 America's  and  England's  magazines  and  anthologies  in  the  Twentieth
 Century  of  Christian  strife;  untouched  by  history.

 He's  always  spawning  these  mental  children  of  no  pre-shape.
 This  has  increased  his  anonymity  and  sets  the  stage  for  posterity
 to  give  him  posthumous  recognition,  which  he  yet  continues  to

 forestall.  His  tastes  include  heterosexuality  in  private;  anti-
 sociality  in  public;  and  eternal  life  in  between.  His.
 destination's  heaven,  to  compensate  for  what  earth  has  put  him

 up  to.  From  his  turning  body,  new  flights  are  possible,  The
 words  go  up  --  but  the  soul? “a  RR  a  E  A
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 wear

 my

 skin

 lightly
 a  thin

 layer

 of  peach
 hair

 above

 the

 bone

 left  to

 alternatives
 choose

 both/none
 stasis

 death

 movement

 death

 resolute

 tangents  of
 smoke

 resolve

 Black-
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 stairs  up  to
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 sky

 dissolve
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 in  tight
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 a  mosaic

 of
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 above
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 circles

 the

 hawk

 remains

 above
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 belly
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 pink

 in

 the

 dusk

 interpolating  to  endgame

 annihilation  by  sine  waves
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 Old  Mother-fucker  went  to  the  cupboard  |

 To  get  his  poor  daughter  a  bone,

 When  he  got  there  he  found  Melvin  Laird  |

 So  the  little  fool  married  David  Bisenhower,

 Mad  Da
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 THE  CAPTAIN  AD  THE  KIDS  T
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 t  ihe  CAPTAIN  +  i  e n  t  \r  lo P  o  ne o  nO  li r  d  ne
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 a esu  but ac  the eb\  e  c  ain  SIA r  "apt  s a  h  it!s
 cl  t  o  n  s  e  o  d  /e  ios —  E  he

 if

 1  ti  va  t  1  for u  e  a YOu  might  c  s  n s  erscheme  HE  "his aÀ  1  k  =  l. yart  oÍ  y  ne  n —  1
 ne  tis

 it's  like  duringja  «&————niatpac
 k  attack—the—  captain  gjustgot  DES

 his  orders  TAKE  THE  WHOLE  COMPANY  OUT  NT
 he's  been  told  (What  a  responsibility  1!)  He  plans  (he  stays  up  all  night  1y]

 tO  plan  in  anguish  -  thinking  of  the  kids  of  all  the  kids  who  are  going  to  die  pẹ

 the  next  day  when  he  takes  them  out)  It?s  normal  (he's  a  good  captain)  |
 a

 It's  always  the  same  thing  though  some  kids  make  it  and  others  don't  and  those  r
 Who  come  back  to  tell  the  story  always  exaggerate  but  funny  thing  the  captain  h  e

 tm
 Ea  i
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 THERE  ARE  NO  WORDS

 I  want  to  write  a  lovely  story,  lovely,  soft  and  sad,

 I  haven't  changed,  If  you  loved  me  then,  then  you

 love  me  now;  if  you  knew  me  then,  then  you  know  me  now,

 Don't,  please  don't  turn  away,

 You  make  me  happy.  I  don't  want  to  hurt  them,  I

 have  to  make  a  choice,  I  want  to  write  a  lovely  story,

 The  intense  pain,  somehow  at  the  height  of  the  pain's

 intensity,  when  it  goes  into  and  surrounds  the  deepest

 part  of  me,  even  then  the  deepest  part  of  me  is  absent,

 You  did  not  know  that,  I'm  sorry,  I  ama  way  I'm  not,

 I'm  not  theway  I  am,  I  kept  that  back  from  you:  not

 what  I  am,  what  I  am  not,  I  want  a  fine  and  lovely

 story.

 I  want  you,  not  memories;  my  memories  are  wounds.

 I  feel--  There  are  no  words  to  say  it,

 How  nice  it  is  to  be  creative,  to  beable  to

 express  yourself,

 This  is  ny  story,  too  ironic,  too  self  conscious.

 Don't  tell  your  story  this  way,  paint  a  picture,

 Paul  Friedman
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 ИО
 МАШЕ,  ЗЕКУІСЕ,

 Џ.5.СНОКЕ

 ЗІОА№  5

 МАШЕ,  ЗЕКИІСЕ,

 корти  соорле>-  #2124  ВОТ  6/2

 ———
 Маїиге  оез  поі  ргосеед  Бу  Іварз  |
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 ‚the  United  Black  Community
 and  similar

 Sper  al  to  The  New  York  Times

 CININNATI,  Dec.  6—"li  a  Organization

 idepar.ment  store  cannot  con-  8f0UPS.
 ‘ceive  of  a  black  man  as  a'  The  localchapter  of  the  lead-

 Santa  Claus  for  30  days,  it  ership  conference  had  voted  to

 most  assuredly  cannot  conceive  press  for  Ne,

 of  his  being  President  or  Vice  to  an  a¢
 Presidenı  for  365  days.”  junder  t|

 ;  With  those  words  the  Rev.  the  Rev

 [Otis  Moss  Jr,  rejected  the  re-  cago,  ná
 Ifusal  of  Cincinnati  department  ference’

 Istores  to  have  Negro  Santas  ket.

 this  Christmas  season.  |  In  hig

 Mr.  Moss  is  the  nona  di-  that  Sa;
 rector  of  the  Southefn  Chris-  father  i

 'tian  Leadership  Conference  and  give  s
 heads  its  Cincinnati  chapter.  you  a

 He  was  associated  with  the  grandfa

 late  Rev.  Dr.  Martin  Luther  “We

 King  Jr.  in  his  civil  rights  cam-|Claus  i

 paign.  jimmora
 So  far  as  he  knows,  Mr.  sued  yel

 ¡Moss  said  yesterday,  the  local  rus  3d,
 chapter  ís  the  first  in  the  na-|ber  of  CBRRMETCE  dnu  Chai

 ition  to  demand  Negro  Santas  of  the  hoard  of  Shillito’s  de-
 land  he  is  not  aware  of  any|partment  store,  and  W.  G.  Stu-

 plans  to  carry  the  request  tolbenvoll,  vice  president  of  the

 iother  cities  at  this  time.  The  Retail  Merchants  Association

 Ínext  step  here,  he  added,  willland  president  of  McAlpin's

 Ibe  to  work  through  the  Na-Store.  Shili(o's  is  an  affiliate

 tional  Association  for  the  Ad-lof  the  Federated  Department

 e  of  Colored  People,|Stores.

 “We  felt  that  a  black  face

 would  be  incongruous  with  the’

 traditional  Santa  image,”  Mr.

 Lazarus  said.  “This  has  noth-|

 ing  to  do  with  the  quality  of

 employment  or  of  anything

 else.  It  js  doesn't  fit  the  sym-| ds  have  known  it.

 “This  hassle  is  extremely  un-

 than  most  businesses  to  make

 Mr.  Moss  in  his  statement

 said:  “If  a  symbol  of  a  black  |

 Santa  Claus  is  incongruous  in
 the  minds  .of  white  America,

 dent  of  the  United  States,  sne

 of  Chase  Manhattan  Bank.

 “To  refuse  [a  Negro  Santa]

 purely  on  tradition,  color  and

 race  is  a  major  moral  blunder

 and  a  collective  insult  to  all

 people  of  color  and  conscience.
 “We  have  uncovered  the  sub-

 stance  of  racism  by  challenging

 one  of  the  symbols  of  racism.”
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 '  ECOLOGICAL"  '  ROCK  ,  IE  £  x

 by  DAN  GRAHAM

 "situations  arise  because  of  the  weather"  -  Velvet  Underground

 (Iou  Reed)

 While  Houston-based  sstronauts  eat  'plastic'  food  eliminated

 and  immediately  re-cycled  into  their  vessel's  water-waste  and  water-

 on  the  level  of  the  earth  all  things  are  the  same:

 'to'dig'  is  to'be  ''turndcd'on!  isto  be  "hish":

 ('natural'  'low')

 ('synthetic'  'low')

 ('natural'  'high')

 ('synthetic'  'hisgh')

 f

 the  'grass'  'root'

 ('natural'  'ïow!)

 ('synthetic'  'low!ġ

 ('natural'  'high')

 (‘synthetic  'hish')

 "while  people  plenning  trips  to  stars  allow  another  boulevard  to

 “limn  n  quiet  country  lane,  it's  insane'."  Neil  Young)

 Bob  Dylan's  "John  Wesley  Hardin"  and  "Nashville  Skyline"  re-pres-

 nt  his  ambivalent  return  to  the  land  who/which  is  irenically  idel-

 ized  -  seen  in  the  person?ge  of  a  ledy;  just  like  Dylan's  seeming

 îSCeptance  of  the  land,  the  past  is  unironie  THIS  TIME  (A)ROUMD...

 *  Written  in  May,  1969  for  John  Gibson's  "ECOLOGIC  ART"

 *  Intive  text  pihne  set  in  a  'rustic'  'soript'  tyveface
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 "zgo  to  the  country;  take  the  dog;  look  at  the  sky  without  the

 snos.  see  the  farmers  fecdins  hogs;  eat  hot  dors,

 "what  ©  pity  that  the  people  from  the  city  enn't  relate  to  the

 slower  things  that  the  country  brings,"  (Neil  Yon^)

 dithout  ironie  'distonce!  "hat  remains  are  «'merinosed  tentent

 ies  of)  irony  and  ireny:  °  fnlse  idealization  of  the  land  'in  the

 nature'of!/  a  false  pastoral...

 `

 so  'distances',  such  as  they  are,  are  disnloced-to  distant  pl:

 (ythie  tines,  people)  (vtile  norsdoxieally)  heensins  alt  the  clare

 in  fct  through  modern  nesre  of  transport  (geonetrienl  planes  beco

 ing  drug  planes  becoming  seroplanes...as  the  Byrds'a(tsynthetic'  ci

 culari  tyt

 (Overpowering,  sweetly  harnic  texture  of  sitar  ang  itar  f

 back  have  thinned  out  in  the  direction  of  enzineered  brittleness:

 engineered  synthesis  of  the  horse  and  buggy  age  ^nd  the  jet  age  "e

 ectronics  and  the  concents  involved...(as)  the  difference  is  in  th

 mechanical  sounds  of  (the)  time...now  we've  sot  the  krrrrrrriiiiii

 sssssssssshhhhhhhhhhhhhħhh  jet  sound  snd  the  kids  are  singing  up  in

 now,  It's  the  mechanical  sounds  of  the  era:  the  sounds  are  differe

 and  so  the  music  is  different."  (Jin  or  'Roger'  Ic  Guin))]  È

 2s  they  are  now  comuonplace  and  com"on  pleasure  e

 *  "5D",  "8  Miles  High",  "Lear  Jet  Song",  back  slbum  cover."Dr.

 end  lr,  Hyde"

 e  end  nid-1969  -  to  be  continued,  1970  `
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 AIME  RENE  GROULX

 Poem  Sacrificed  to  Fire  1970

 Pieces,  ,
 parts  of  days  =

 struggle

 past

 history

 smoke

 and  many  words

 of  memories

 finally  sacrificed

 carbon

 lost  wisdom

 new  breath

 to  write
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 ATME  RENE  GROULX

 A  Tetra  Biography

 There  ís  not  much  that  one  can  say  in  a  few  sentences,  especially  without

 glutting  my  ego  on  the  affections  of  the  reader.  I  choose  to  provide

 for  the  reader  just  a  few  notes  on  the  possibility  of  the  future  and  a

 few  notes  on  the  possibility  of  the  past,  leavíng  the  present  for  the

 reader,  to  decide  his  own  fate.

 reflection*  í
 so  pages  many
 many  :  lines  s  so
 each  presented  :  one

 one  a  fine  :  eat  `
 some  `  A  sayings  know!  :  N
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 Fben  MY  IENA  733e?  11
 tay  1954

 My  aesthetic  experience  å  is  derived  from  my  life  snd  from  books  se®  ndly

 Of  course,  my  life  is  a  good  deal  inffduenced  by  my  reading,  more  than.

 I  realize  so  that  there  is  an  internenetration  at  the  stabt,  However,
 my  life  as  such  is  my  first  concern,  woven  as  it  is,  My  aetthetice  is

 an  enchantment  with  crim  and  inequality,  om  blendng  with  theother
 in  any  form  or  color  œ  nroportion  or  ratiom,  with  myself  somewhere

 in  between  x  xxixx  wringing  my  hands,  if  not  jumping  in  to  make  a

 portion  and  a  blend  for  which  I  ask  forgibsness,Át  thesame  time

 inequality  and  crime,  innate,  inherent,  resultant  in  ®  ndequenee  and
 of  themselves  give  us  our  feeling  of  the  xwkiky  quality  of  life  itself,
 „nd  when  Melville  storms  agzim  t  the  whitewhale  who  canħot  be  kilt  d

 without  punishmat  as  a  résult,  Ahab's  anger  is  justified,  since  such
 a  oondition  has  been  set  for  us  in  the  first  place  ina  dvame,  We
 are  goaded,  we  are  built  to  be  destroyed,  Such  is  the  insquality  and
 crime  I  write  about  and  with  such  knowledge  I  dare  not  challenge  the

 God  whose  work  it  is  both  to  let  us  know  and  destroy  us  with  that  blow,

 Such  is  the  anger  I  inherit,  This  is  my  aesthetic  as  well  for  what
 man  would  sensibly  write  of  his  kneecan  when  it  is  his  heart  that

 hurts  him,  from  which  hẹ  must  derive  his  sense  of  joy  as  well,

 Interesting  that  Pound  returns  and  returns  to  re  dieval  and  even

 Provencal  themes  of  love  and  romance,  making  his  finest  nostalgic

 yet  1#  e  haunting  lyrics  there,  Life  to  him  can  only  be  seen  through

 a  veil  of  nostalgia,  He  $  not  strong  a  ough'to  bear  the  present  with

 equanimity,  s  is  capable  of  doing  with  the  past,

 I  have  come  to  seo  that  the  H  sullen  dipnity  of  a  Yeats  is  of  a
 nan  vho  will  not  yield  himself,  “e  must  be  the  master  whilk  he  lives,
 his  oun  self  master  for  he  can  be  hurt  and  hurt  is  revealing  of  »ride,

 0e  does  not  reveal  oneself  naked  to  the  croid  which  igshameless  in
 its  laughter,  It  cannot  be  hurt  and  swallows  man

 A  sense  of  evil  comeszfrom  living,  Whitman  learnt  it  during  his

 Civil  War  days  and  afterwards,  In  this  country  to  live  is  to  be  in
 Usiness  or  to  think.of  money  and  to  work  for  money,  Anyone,

 Good  criticism  must  be  an  íins»iration  to  the  writer  who  reads  it,

 In  it  he  must  feel  a  strong  lift  ofc  reative  thinking  in  the  critic,
 êt  im  ginative  projection  beyond  the  subject  under  immediate  study,

 1  aura  surrounding,  a  platfornfr  aised,gki  giving  a  far  distant  view
 beyond  the  object,  thb  aura  surrounding  theobject  under  study,  and  to
 “One  back'to  it  is  to  see  it  fit  or  mmk  sudda  ly  not  fit  into  the  back
 ound,  This  is  the  true  function  of  the  cpitic,  “e  starts  from  the
 ject,  centers  on  it,  goes  around  it,  far  from  it  and  comes  back  zEskxx
 08  ee  theobject  in  a  rew  x  light,  All  this  is  creative  in  the  highest
 38e,  given  the  proper  critic,  `  |  !

 t

 It  is  obvious  from  reading  Whitman's  recollections  that  tho  blight
 r  money  had  not  invaded  the  country  or  the  city  in  narticular.  His

 sight  in  shis,  music,  persons  are  nure  and  undilated  or  unstained,
 aas  with  the  whole  delight  in  living  and  particinating,  It  is  not oi,
 1  11y  life  is  plain  because  I  feqr  that  to  give  over  tothe  luxuries

 d  love  I  would  lose  what  I  enjoy  most  -  this  ability  to  dissociate

 "7S8  from  my  11f0,  I  have  the  power  now  to  think,-

 a  rDbgiib  (ENAT  OO
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 REPORT  OF  AN  EXPEDITION

 AMONG  THE  SABRUNDI

 by

 Arno  Karlen

 Fow  experiences  are  more  instructive  to  a  student  of  man  than  a

 visit  with  the  gentle  Sabrundi,  Consider  first  their  traditional  method

 of  greoting,  Two  men  stand  face  to  face  and  extend  their  hands  hori-
 zontal  to  the  ground,  turning  them  twice  to  show  the  palms  and  backs,

 This  must  be  done  in  such  a  way  as  to  allow  the  wide  sleeves  of  their

 Tobos  to  hang  loose;  it  is  a  grave  discourtesy  not,  while  displaying

 one's  hands,  to  gaze  with  sincerity  up  the  other  person's  sleeves.

 Sabrundi  elders  conjecture  that  this  is  a  survival  of  a  more  ancient

 custom  whose  purpose  was  to  prove  that  one  was  not  carrying  a  conceal-

 ed  weapon,  But  of  course  this  is  a  post  facto  guess,  and  now  the  ges-

 ture  is  purely  traditional
 iki

 The  Sabrundi  police  are  carefully  chosen  for  their  gullibility,

 timidity,  small  stature  and  feebleness.  They  are  obeyed  without  ex-

 ception.  The  wrath  of  the  entire  people  would  fall  --  in  the  form  of

 complete  ostracism  --  on  anyone  who  dared  take  advantage  of  these

 weakest  among  them,

 No  Sabrundi  has  ever  admitted  entering  a  court  of  law  to  pursue  his

 own  interests.  The  plaintiff's  lawyer  --  in  Sabrundi,  not  precisely

 lawyer  but  obram,  or  "speaker"  --  is  painstakingly  disguised  to  resem-
 ble  his  client,  He  wears  the  client's  clothes  and  imitates  his  voice,

 His  face  is  made  up  to  resemble  the  client's  by  cosmetic  experts  who

 are  among  the  highest-paid  and  most  admired  craftsmen  in  Sabrundi  soci-

 ety,  The  plaintiff's  obram  tells  judge  and  jury  that  he  has  come  here
 out  of  concern  for  the  defendant,  He  doesn't  care  at  all,  he  explains,

 that  the  defendant  has  his  cow,  He  doesn't  want  or  need  it;  in  fact,

 he  was  planning  on  presenting  another,  better,  cow  to  him,  But  this

 particular  cow  eats  inordinately,  gives  no  milk,  and  has  tough  flesh.

 He  has  refused  to  have  it  slaughtered  only  out  of  sentiment,  The  de-

 fendant  knew  none  of  these  defects  and  should  not  have  to  support  the

 worthless  beast.  Besides,  there  are  people  who  have  misinterpreted

 the  defendant's  possession  of  the  cow;  as  a  friend,  the  plaintiff

 cannot  bear  to  provide  pretexts  for  such  cruel  slander,  etc.,  etc,
 So  he  wants  the  cow  back,  The  defendant's  obram,  disguised  as  his

 client,  says  he  only  wanted  to  relieve  the  plaintiff  of  this  burden-

 some  beast,  etc.,  etc.  The  judgement  is  awarded  to  the  one  who  has
 demonstrated  the  highest  motives  and  greatest  concern  for  others'
 welfare,

 ii

 A  similar  pattern  shapes  Sabrundi  politics.  A  candidate  for

 office  has  himself  made  up  to  resemble  his  opponent  and  makes  vicious,
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 slanderous,  humiliating  and  obscene  speeches  against  himself  in  the

 person  of  the  opposition,  thereby  enlisting  voters'  sympathy  and

 winning  their  votes.
 Liki

 One  of  the  visitor's  first  contacts  with  Sabrundi  life  is  in  the

 central  marketplace  of  their  capital,  Dabique.  Here  he  buys  his  first

 specimens  of  Sabrundi  handicrafts  and  learns  to  bargain  Sabrundi  fashion.

 A  prospective  buyer  hovers  over  an  item,  hands  raised  as  though

 longing  to  touch  ít  but  too  awed  to  dare,  saying,  "No,  it  can't  be!"  and
 other  such  exclamations.

 The  vendor  averts  his  head  and  shakes  it  with  a  little  smile  of

 sad  pain,

 The  buyer  offers  a  fantastically  high  price.  The  vendor  shows

 shock  and  solicitously,  but  firmly,  begs  the  customer  not  to  do  himself

 such  a  disservice.  In  turn,  he  suggests  an  absurdly  low  amount,

 The  buyer  replies  that  he  doesn't  wish  to  offend  by  quarreling,

 and  for  that  reason  alone,  with  shame,  will  offer  a  little  less,

 Moved,  the  vendor  says  he  appreciates  such  charity  but  cannot  al-

 low  this  noble  but  unnecessary  largesse.  He  names  a  slightly  higher

 price  thsn  before.

 This  procsss  continues  for  some  time,  until  they  meet  in  the  mid-

 dle.  Thn  they  fall  on  each  others'  necks,  each  murmuring  that  he  is

 glad  to  have  checked  at  last  the  other's  generosity,
 ANA

 But  'dc  not  assume  that  the  Sabrundi  are  incapable  of  anger.  Here

 is  a  comuon  marketplace  incident,

 A  as  insulted  B  --  not  directly,  of  course,  but  by  obliquely  sug-

 gesting  to  a  cousin  that  he  hint  something  of  disesteem  about  B  to  B's

 neighbor.  When  Å  appears  in  the  market,  B  looks  at  him  significantly,

 bends  over,  and  ostentatiously  turns  down  the  hem  of  his  robe.  Though

 there  is  no  apparent  incident  or  immediate  interruption  of  business,
 the  whole  market  takes  notice,

 Now  B  stands  at  his  stall,  arms  folded,  looking  into  the  distance

 with  an  expression  Of  exquisitely  sad  affront.  He  seems  moated  about

 with  injury  and  grief  -  a  pain  so  soul-deep  that  none  approach  to  in-
 trude  on  his  solitude,

 A  knows  that  B  has  enlisted  the  sympathy  of  the  market;  people

 will  bleme  him  for  A's  suffering.  What's  more,  AÀ  is  himself  a  Sabrun-

 di,  as  səlicitous  as  any  other.  He  also  knows  that  as  long  as  B  is  ín

 a  state  of  khris  (literally,  "grievance"),  no  one  will  have  the  heart

 to  disturb  him,  so  he  will  keep  losing  business.

 Now  perhaps  A's  contrition  --  and  fear  of  losing  business  himself

 from  B's  sympathizers  --  make  him  stoop  and  let  down  the  hem  of  his  own

 robe.  Then  a  cooing  of  approval  and  relief  rises  in  the  market,  and

 the  two  Sabrundi  embrace,  But  if  A  fails  to  capitulate,  the  result  may

 be  a  long  and  bitter  competition,  with  A  in  khris  over  B's  khris.  Such

 feuds  have  been  known  to  result  in  extended  bilateral  hunger  strikes,

 with  economic  boycotts  affecting  both  sides.
 e
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 Marital  disputes  are  settled  at  home  as  in  the  market,  by  khris  and

 counter-khris.  Sabrundi  custom  rigidly  demands,  though,  that  marital

 khris  be  confined  to  the  intimacy  of  the  home  and  not  inflicted  on

 others.  Here,  as  in  all  Sabrundi  life,  the  cheerful  united  front  is

 valued  above  all  things.  Marital  khris  may  last  anywhere  from  a  few

 minutes  to  a  lifetime,  Divorce  is  permitted  only  in  the  most  extreme

 circumstances,  and  is  looked  down  on  as  reflecting  a  sad  incapacity

 for  patience  and  control,

 Fidelity  is  highly  praised  and  generally  observed,  but  once  a  year

 there  is  a  ceremony  in  which  the  Sabrundi's  stray  wishes  and  discontents

 find  release,  All  the  married  adults  (and  most  adults  are  married)  gath-

 er  on  a  hill  outside  the  city  at  night,  and  by  torchlight  they  1ift

 their  robes  above  their  waists  and  dance  about  lightly  to  the  music  of

 flutes.  They  move  in  a  mild  trance  of  subdued  erotic  ecstasy,  eyes

 closed,  gently  colliding,  robes  held  delicately  to  their  navels,  souls

 half  way  to  oblivion.  Some  collapse  to  the  ground  and  weep  bitter

 tears  the  Sabrundi  call  "tears  of  forgetting."  They  waltz  blindly

 through  the  night,  and  at  dawn  all  the  husbands  and  wives  return  home

 together  for  another  year  with  renewed  affection,  arms  about  each
 others!  waists,

 Lik

 Sabrundi  children  are  disciplined  in  an  ingenious  and  typically

 Sabrundian  way.  When  one  of  them  breaks  a  rule  of  conduct,  the  parent
 shows  unspeakable  despondence,  In  cases  of  extreme  disobedience,  the

 parent  collapses  on  the  floor,  moaning  and  rolling  in  pain.  The  child

 cries,  begs  for  forgiveness,  and  tries  to  coax  the  stricken  parent  with

 promises  of  repentence  and  mended  ways.  Among  themselves,  adults  speak
 with  amusement  of  this  little  ruse  and  the  childish  bribes  it  elicits,

 as  a  very  different  people  discuss  the  effects  of  corporal  punishment,

 Among  the  Sabrundi,  whipping  is  unknown  and  unnecessary,
 uN

 Friendships  among  these  sedentary,  mercantile  and  gregarious  folk

 are  deep  and  intimate,  but  deeply  influenced  by  lines  of  sympathy  in

 tapas,  the  embroilments  that  grow  out  of  states  of  khris,  with  all  the

 contradictory  dėmands  they  make  on  friends  and  relatives,  Topas  be-

 come  numerous  and  unimaginably  complex.

 The  Sabrundi,  not  given  to  violent  action,  engage  in  endless  gos-

 Sip  and  speculation  about  the  past  and  future.  Women  meet  in  homes  and

 men  in  cafes,  both  sexes  together  in  the  main  square  in  the  evening,

 sucking  continually  on  soft,  sweet  bugu  roots  and  gossiping.  In  fact,

 sometimes  gossip  seems  their  chief  avocation.  Of  course  utterly  unre-

 Strained  gossip  would  create  too  many  topas  for  even  a  Sabrundi  to  keep

 Straight,  so  they  have  become  masters  of  innuendo  and  the  subtle  per-

 ception  of  it.  The  delicacy  of  one's  gossip,  the  obliquity  of  one's

 anecdotes,  the  composure  and  show  of  good  will  with  which  one  threads

 One's  way  through  topag,  are  the  Sabrundi  measure  of  social  finesse.
 ux
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 À  stranger  visiting  the  Sabrundi  has  many  problems,  They  are  sen-

 sítíve  to  the  tiniest  nuance  of  affection,  rejection  and  courtesy.  3

 They  also  have  a  curious  habit  so  common  and,  to  them,  so  natural,  that  `

 they  have  no  name  for  it:  as  they  talk,  they  stroke  each  other  appeas-

 ingly  on  the  forearm  with  the  tips  of  their  fingers.  The  gesture  is  =  `

 habitual,  autcmatic,  almost  absent-minded.  It  is  impossible  for  an

 outsider  to  develop  the  correct,  conciliatory  touch,  and  extreme  bad

 feeling  is  generated  by  being  ever-so-slightly  too  rough  or  perfunctory,  `

 No  matter  how  he  tries,  the  non-Sabrundi  feels  that  he  cannot  match

 his  hosts!  generosity  and  considerateness,  At  the  same  time,  his  pock-

 ets  are  emptying  rapidly  of  money  in  his  transactions  with  the  shrewd

 Sabrundi  merchants,  He  starts  to  suspect  people  of  offenses  he  cannot

 substantiate;  to  interpret  their  good  manners  as  subtle  condescension;

 to  begin  to  view  with  impatience  what  he  may  see  as  an  unendurable

 blend  of  shyness,  smugness,  duplicity  and  greed;  and  to  suspect  himself

 of  boorishness,  crudeness  and  cruelty.

 Despite  all  his  efforts,  he  probably  ends  up  in  a  state  of  extreme

 nervous  tensicn,  for  which  he  alternately  feels  guilty  and  irascible,

 During  the  first  weeks,  with  the  best  intentions,  he  sends  innumerable

 people  into  khris,  sets  off  a  mare's-nest  of  topas,  and  discovers  that

 he  has  come  to  share  the  Sabrundi's  nightmare  feel  --  the  solitude  of
 exclusion.

 xH

 But  if  visitors  among  the  Sabrundi  have  a  dífficult  tíme,  imagine

 a  Sabrundi's  troubles  when  events  compel  onc  of  his  rare  visits  among

 other  peoples,  After  his  initial  panic,  he  recalls  the  tribal  motto,
 learned  in  childhood:  "Sacrifice  is  man's  proud  sanctuary,"  and  covers

 his  affable  face  by  putting  a  sack  over  his  head,  with  only  slits  for

 seeing  through,  He  becomes,  as  it  were,  the  man  who  isn't  there,  the

 perfectly  unobtrusive  guest,  seeming  to  say,  "Why  you  can  plainly  see,

 sir,  that  I  am  no  one  offensive."  For  he  finds  nothing  more  painful

 than  imposing  himself  on  others,

 fakk AKNE
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 FREE  Dy  PULL]

اهون  جو  و  i  ترور 
 Pestiy  webtrusive  guook,  seoning  fw  say,  "hy  yousa ۴

 RARE  1  AH  HO  ONE  010817  OF  Ie  [D08  POCNANE
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 If,  as  some  say,  the  poet

 must  finally  elect  silence,
 let  a  thousand  readers  chant

 in  unison,  like  the  gallery
 at  the  1940  Republican  Convention;

 We  Want  Rilke  !
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 ΝΗΟΣ  ΛΗΝΊΗ
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 16Ψ1μ4  1Η1  ΩΊΝΙΟ7  16411  ἸΖ10Π01
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 САІСОТТА  НОМОО

 МЕМ  ОБЕГНІ  ЅАМ  ҒВАМСІЗЅЗСО
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 ТЕНЕВАМ  КЕМ  ҮОВК

 ЈЕВ  ОЅАГЕМ  Ором

 АТНЕМЅ  РАВІЗЅ

 КОМЕ  КК
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 A  WORD  EVENT  AGAINST  WARS

 by  Arthur  Layzer

 This  is  a  composition  for  a  large  group  of  men  and

 women.  They  form  both  the  audience  and  the  participants.
 Activities  take  place  in  a  large  cleared  outdoor  area  of
 regular  shape.  Initially  everyone  is  seated.  One  can
 describe  the  piece  very  generally  as  an  interplay  of
 communication  processes.  Both  the  messages  and  the  modes
 of  transmission  are  significant.  The  material  that  is
 transmitted  is  formed  of  words,  spoken,  sung  or  written.
 Both  pitch  and  rhythm  are  used  in  guiding  the  contours  of

 the  message  but  no  technical  musical  ability  is  demanded
 of  the  participants.  Quasi-musical  processes  of  voiced
 words  are  formed  by  each  person  and  transmitted  outwards

 to  all  other  persons.  Conversely,  as  a  result  of  this
 communication  process,  the  local  sound  environment  of
 each  person  is  partly  determined  by  the  cooperative  efforts
 Of  persons  at  a  distance  -  and  in  the  past,  because  of  the
 time  lag  in  transmission.

 Activities

 There  are  three  concurrent  activities.  Half  the
 men  take  part  in  a  chant  of  first  names  that  is  trans-

 mitted  by  a  sort  of  human  chain.  Half  of  the  women  and

 the  other  half  of  the  men  play  the  role  of  readers.

 They  stand  and  recite  newspaper-like  articles  having  to  do
 with  diverse  subjects  including  the  war.  The  long-term
 period  of  the  piece  is  provided  by  waves  of  word-oscilla-
 tions  transmitted  by  the  other  half  of  the  women.  The
 words  in  these  oscillations  are  drawn  from  groups  of  per=
 sonal  but  universal  words.  The  piece  ends  when  the
 last  wave  has  passed  over  the  audience.

 Directions  concerning  rhythmic  patterns,  pitch  levels
 and  other  details  are  contained  on  instruction  sheets
 handed  out  in  advance  to  the  audience.

 Monitors  should  be  on  hand  to  facilitate  the  distri-
 buiton  of  the  mimeographed  instruction  sheets.  The  same
 monitors  could  give  an  initial  explanation  of  the  directions.
 Alternatively,  this  could  be  supplied  by  a  loudspeaker.
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 WORD  EVENT  (continued)

 -2-

 Activities  of  Men  Name-Links

 These  men  receive  and  transmit  a  message  consisting
 of  a  single  male  first  name,  for  example  Thomas,  Richard.
 This  name  is  chanted  in  a  simple  and  definite  rhythmic

 pattern,  and  this  is  repeated  four  or  five  times.

 The  name  is  passed  to  another  name-link  by  touching

 or  tapping.  The  person  touched  joins  in  on  the  first
 repetition  of  the  name.  He  chants  in  rhythmic  unison
 with  the  person  who  has  touched  him.  He  also  matches

 the  pitch  as  best  he  can  or  sings  an  octave  above  or  below.
 An  exception  to  this  "normal"  transmission  process  occurs
 when  the  person  touched  has  a  name  beginning  with  the

 same  first  letter  as  the  person  who  has  touched  him.

 What  happens  in  this  case  is  described  later.

 The  names  originate  from  "starters"  who  are  selected
 at  random.  The  starters  use  their  own  name  as  the

 message  to  be  transmitted.

 Each  chanter  passes  his  message  to  a  non-chanting
 name-link.  He  may  if  he  chooses  contact  two  neighbors
 simultaneously.  The  chant  is  thus  passed  along  as  a  chain
 with  frequent  branches.The  branching  causes  more  and  more
 people  to  be  involved  as  time  goes  on.  When  the  density
 of  chanters  gets  very  high  a  "burst"  occurs,  described
 later,  after  which  the  chain  process  resumes.

 If  the  person  contacted  has  a  name  that  begins
 with  the  same  first  letter  as  the  name  being  passed  to  him

 he  substitutes  his  own  name  in  the  chant.  He  also  changes
 the  rhythmic  pattern  in  a  manner  that  depends  on  his

 reaction  to  the  subject  matter  of  the  article  being  read
 by  the  "readers"  who  are  standing  nearest  to  him.

 Specifically,  if  he  finds  the  material  amusing  he  doubles
 the  speed  of  the  rhythm,  unless  it  is  already  rapid,  while
 Otherwise  maintaining  the  pattern.  If  what  the
 readers  say  is  disturbing  to  him,  he  makes  the  rhythm

 jagged  while  maintaing  the  average  speed.  This  rhythmic
 change  is  then  transmitted  along  the  chain.
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 WORD  EVENT  (continued)

 -3-

 If  the  name  is  passed  to  a  person  who  has  exactly

 the  same  first  name  he  does  not  propagate  the  message  at
 all  but  stands  and  remains  silent  for  aabout  60  seconds.

 If  a  group  of  men  are  more  or  less  surrounded  by

 near-by  chanters  they  join  in  spontaneously,  forming  a
 "burst".  A  large  burst  should  be  extended  by  repetition
 by  all  participants  for  about  20  or  30  seconds.  A
 silence  of  about  equal  length  should  follow.

 Activities  of  Readers

 Readers  recite  from  newspaper-like  passages  that
 they  and  other  readers  have  constructed.  The  passages
 should  be  imitations  in  the  style  of  recipes,  help-wanted
 ads,  apartment  or  house  rental  or  sales  ads,  wedding
 announcements,  funeral  notices,  sports  results,  financial
 summaries,  war  reports,  protest  reports,  culinary  criticism
 and  art  criticism.  The  passages  are  constructed  by  an
 accretion  process:  a  reader  adds  with  a  pencil  or  pen
 a  sentence  or  two  to  a  passage  transmitted  to  her  or
 him  by  another  reader  and  then  passes  on  the  piece  of

 paper  to  another  reader.  Continuity  of  subject  matter  may
 or  may  not  be  maintained.

 Following  this  initial  period  of  silent  writing  activity,
 readers  may  stand  and  recite  publicly.  They  should  start
 at  the  beginning  of  the  passage  and  read  to  its  end.  The
 recitation  is  done  in  pitched  voices  in  a  mechanically  even
 rhythm  with  groups  of  words  separated  by  definite  pauses
 Of  at  least  a  second,  resembling  somewhat  the  rhythm  of

 the  words  as  they  would  come  off  a  typewriter.  Pauses,
 however,  may  be  very  long,  up  to  10  seconds,  and  may  occur

 between  syllables  of  a  word.

 The  recitation  is  generally  in  a  monotone  pitch
 level,  as  close  as  possible  to  that  of  the  reader
 already  standing  nearest.  Readers  can,  however,  let  the
 pitch  of  their  voices  vary  by  small  step-like  changes  over  the
 syllables.

 Following  the  recitation,  the  reader  stands  silently
 for  an  equal  length  of  time,  then  sits.  He  may  then  pass
 On  his  article  intact  or  cross  out  the  old  passage  and
 start  another.
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 WORD  EVENT  (continued)

 24-

 Activities  of  Women  Wave-Links

 The  woman  taking  part  in  the  wave  waits  until  the  wave

 gets  very  close  to  her  and  then  joins  in  by  choosing  an

 appropriate  word.  The  groups  of  words  for  the  various  waves
 are  -  first  wave:  either  I  or  you.  Second  wave:  adverbs
 ending  in  -ly,  for  example,  delicately,  hurriedly,
 bitterly,  loudly.  Third  wave:  present  participles  having
 to  do  with  the  five  senses,  for  example,  staring,  groping,
 listening.  Fourth  wave:  a  noun  that  is  a  sense  organ
 or  close  to  it,  for  example,  lips,  skin,  face,  nose,
 ears,  hair,  tongue.  Fifth  wave:  the  pronouns  me  or  you
 preceded  by  a  preposition,  for  example,  of  me,  to  you,  for
 me.

 The  words  are  long  and  drawn  out.  Each  word  or  word-

 phrase  should  be  repeated,  separated  by  short  pauses  until
 the  wave  gets  past  the  wave-link  by  about  10  feet.

 Waves  are  either  whispered,  spoken  or  sung.  The
 first  wave  should  be  whispered.  Waves  are  reflected
 from  the  boundaries  of  the  group  back  into  the  interior.

 When  this  occurs  a  change  in  mode  may  occur,  for  example,

 from  speaking  to  singing.  When  singing,  the  wave-link
 chooses  her  pitch  arbitrarily.  Successive  repetitions  by
 her,  however,  should  be  with  the  same  pitch.  Similarly,
 in  any  mode,  the  rhythm  and  the  word  itself  are  chosen  by
 the  wave-link  but  then  maintained  through  successive
 repetitions.

 New  York,  1967
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 WOOOOOOCO
 You  have  been  born  in  Spain.  what  have  you  done?

 On  West  72  st.  where  it  meets  the  west  side  highway  there's  a  cage
 to  the  left  which  heads  a  stairway,  go  down  the  stairs,  cross

 the  tracks  twoards  the  river,  there's  a  place  where  the  train  men
 &  engineers  are  sitting.  go  inside  &  explain  you  need  a  ride  to

 Albany  or  Syracuse  to  go  to  school,  if  any  engi  neers  are  around

 they  may  decide  to  take  you  in  the  cab,  if  they  dont,  the  train
 has  to  slow  down  to  cross  the  bridge  into  the  bronx  from  Manhattan

 You  can  board  a  box  car  to  Albany.  girls  should  wear  hats  &  pants.

 Sometimes  gradually  sometimes  violently,  former  hunters
 took  over  the  female  communitiktes,

 male  societies  formed  in  reaction  to  female  control  of
 community  institutions  suppressed  &  enslaved  the  females  who

 had  worked  with  nature  to  produce  food  &  to  reproduce  the  human  race.,

 In  the  struggle  for  liberation,  women  cannot  use  the

 nethods  of  men.  you  have  been  born  in  Spain,  what  are  you  doing?
 A  man  of  a  certain  color  sat  on  the  meshed  border  of  the

 purple  chair.  he  xq  sweated,  "What  would  happen  if  there  werent  any

 sirplane  mechanics?"  "What  would  happen?"  wondered  the  pink  man,

 the  man  up  front  was  sweating.  "An  unexplainable  culture"  next

 question,  which  branch  is  wrong?  ans.  the  one  that  is  floating  away
 from  the  tree,  "I  see"  they  all  nodded,  you  gave  him  a  two-dimen-

 sional  problem,  he  solved  it  this  way:  the  expression  on  the  face
 was  spatial.

 it  extended  before  its  dimensions,  it  extended  behind  them.

 turning  around  you  could  see  that  this  person  was  unhappy.

 everyone  at  the  meeting  stopped  for  tea,  there  was  no  talk.

 the  next  question,  what  can  you  bbild  with  your  hands?  "Every  day
 is  different,"

 Cybernetics:  answers  that  we  may  give  to  questions  about  one  set

 of  worlds  are  probably  probable  among  a  larger  set  of  worlds,

 This  probability  tends  naturally  to  increase  as  the  universe
 grows  older,  the  measure  of  this  probability  is  called  entropy
 &  the  tendency  of  entropy  is  to  increase,  "An  entropy  increases,  the

 univas  &  all  closed  systems  in  the  universe,  tend  naturally  to
 deteriorate  &  lose  their  distinctiveness,  to  move

 from  the  least  to  the  most  probable  state,  from  a  state  of  organi-

 zation  &  differentiation  in  which  distinctions  &  forms  exist,
 to  a  state  of  chaos  &  sameness,  Order  is  least  probable,  chaos
 most  probable.  but  while  the  univdrse  as  a  whole,  if  there  is

 a  whole  universe,  tends  to  run  down,  there  are  local  enclaves
 Whose  direction  seems  opposed  to  that  of  the  universe  at  large
 &  in  which  there  is  a  limited  &  temporary  tendency  for  organiza-

 tion  to  increase,  Life  finds  its  home  in  some  of  these  enclaves,"
 It  is  with  this  point  of  view  that  cybernetics  developd,

 Åre  you  irrational?/do  youmake  many  changes  oF  few??/  is  incomplete-

 ness  evil?/  under  certain  conditions  a  system  runx  thru  all  the
 distributions  of  position  &  momentum  which  are  compatible  with

 its  energy,  if  it  continues  to  exist  long  enough.  is  a  person  a
 system?/  can  evil  be?/whât  is  evolution  in  a  trivial  system?

 Why  do  rockets  have  fins?/  when  will  we  land  on  Mars?

 He  sat  on  the  door  that  had  fallen  down  saying  "this  flimsy

 lattice  is  throwing  my  life  around"  he  went  out  to  the  garden

 "take  that"  he  said  "pointing  her  eyes  to  the  closest  garden
 t001.  "bill"  she  said  "i  can  be  up  to  my  breasts  in  white  satin  &
 Still  be  on  the  plantation".  "the  man  with  the  hoe"  he  laughed

 Stoking  perfectly.  "How  will  the  family  unit  be  destroyed?
 How  will  the  family  unit  be  destroyed?

 Sh!  tbelong!  to  these  men  are  going  to e  said:  "The  women  who  'belong  T  TaS1e  Biss  16B  Á revolt,  wome:  bel  :
 Women  ónd  „t  thei  yet  in  the  cylee  of  marriage  &  family,
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 when  the  white`working-class  man  is  confronted  with  the  revolt  of
 women  against  the  family  &  society  he  will  not  have  the  escape

 valve  of  supremacy  over  those  beneath  him  in  the  system,  feminisn

 is  opposed  to  the  masculine  ideology  of  power"
 it's  still  alive,"  I  said,  "Yes"  he  said  &  with  a  quick

 movement  he  picked  up  the  star  &  spun  it  over  my  head  &  far  out
 into  the  sea,  it  sank  in  a  burst  of  spume  &  the  waters  roared

 over  1t,  pound  cake:

 1  1b  butter,  1l  1b  sugar  2  cups,  1  1b  flour  4  cups,  1  1b  eggs

 9  large,  1l  tspn  lemon  extract,  1l  tspn  bak,powd.,  $  tspn  salt;
 separate  eggs.  beat  yolks  w.  sugaņ,  cream  butter,  add  sifted
 flour  w.  salt  &  bak,powd.  &  cream  well.  add  egg  &  sugar  mixt,  to

 this  &  beat,  add  lemon  &  mix  in  egg  whites,  13  hrs,  in  slow oven.  :
 May  12  -  my  father  puts  me  on  a  train/May  19  -  a  man-

 woman  with  a  cloven  foot  is  driving  us  around/May  27  -  USA  is

 painted  on  my  stone  pavement/  May  31  -  brush  fires/  June  24  -
 N  &  W  are  saved  from  politics  &  a  south  American  revolution,

 we've  solved  the  problem;  men  are  women,  women  are  men,  i'm

 k  pregnant  for  a  while,  If  someone  doesnt  change  into  an  animal
 we  wont  be  saved,  A  man  turns  into  a  cat,  he  gives  himself  to  his

 friends  in  the  form  of  lead  &  coal,  he  draws  himself  for  then,

 He  is  a  girl  -  in  black  &  white  -  she  sings,  brush  fires,
 the  letter  carriers  union  struck  after  warning  the  govt.

 repeatedly  that  their  demands  must  be  met,  "Communications
 must  be  captured"  "coups  d'etat  are  generally  effective

 in  a  corrupt  state,"  postwar.  all  states  are  corrupt  when
 they're  found  out,  communications  must  be  cleaned,  use  the

 telwphone,  am  i  an  infiltrator?  yes  everyone  should  be  an
 infiltrator,  white  a  short  biography  of  yourself.  no  it's  better

 not  to,  You  may  believe  women  are  harmless  officer  but  they
 are  not,  do  you  need  new  pants?  which  moment  were  you  a  dolphin?

 how  should  you  educate  children?  do  you  have  any?  how  can  you

 move?  how  can  you  not  move?  are  you  in  bed?

 moving  along  at  60  mph,  accelerate  to  90  mph,  are  you
 awake?  what  is  the  difference  between  hypnogogic  trance  &

 the  way  a  dolphin  sleeps,  he  never  sleeps.  you  move  i  move  i
 cannot  move  today,  we  moved.  i  was  born  in  Brooklyn  New  York  on

 may  12,  1945.  I  am  a  person  like  other  people  except  that  i  am
 a  woman  &  1945  was  the  year  the  men  ended  WWII,  My  room  had

 Mickeġ  Mouse  wallpaper.  Test  1  How  fine  does  the  lens  resolve?
 center?  edges?  2  how  accurate  are  the  shutter  speeds?  which
 ones?  3  how  often?  4  how  accurate  is  the  f/stop  ring?  5  how

 often  does  the  film  advance  fuck  something  up  &  when?  (in  advance’

 7  how  good  is  the  lens  contrast  8  What  speed  is  the  film?  9  How
 wide  is  its  latitude  10  what  density  is  desired?  11  what  is  the
 contrast  12  D  is  at  U,  of  Calif.  at  LaJolla

 It's  insane  to  think  it  happened  in  such  a  stupid  way,  We  took
 the  boat  &  then  stopped  for  a  smoke,  the  captain  was  standing

 right  next  to  us,  then  we  took  our  places  at  the
 window,  we  looked  at  each  other,  we  were  all  cousins  of  each
 other,  we  painted  our  faces,  they  threw  us  coins,  we  fucked,
 shouted,  we  plaġed  with  cats,  we  went  skating  with  guns  in  our

 backs,  "Jump  into  the  weeds,  save  yourselves!",  we  fw  flew
 into  them,  the  weeds  were  iron  pipes.

 we;ve  solved  the  problem,  men  are  women,  women  are  men,

 if  someone  doesnt  change  into  an  animal  we  wont  be  saved,  a  man

 turns  into  a  cat,  he  gives  himself  to  his  friends  inthe  form
 of  lead  &  coal,  he  draws  himself  for  them,  he  is  a  girl

 singing,  black  &  white  --  brush  fires,  Bernadette  Mayer,  25,
 24  Grand  Street,  4139399.
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 DO-IT-YOURSELF  POFS

 IN  THOSF  TRADITIONAL  AMERICAN  THEMES

 by  Carole  Spearin  Mc  Cauley
 and  are  the  end  of  :

 MARPTAGE  ani  PRFGNANCY  are  the  end  of  LOVE.  LOV  a

 nd  MARRIAGE  are  the  enil  of  MAN.  MAN  and  PPRRGNANCY

 are  th2  eni  of  WOMAN.  WOMAN  and  HORMON!S  are  the  =e

 nd  of  INDER  THE  SHRETS.  NDER  THS  SHEFTS  and  DIAPE

 RS  are  tha  an1  of  Y)

 MFN'S  LIBERATION.  WO

 MFN'S  LIPFRATION  and  MARRIAGE  are  the  end  of  BABTE

 S.  BABIES  ani  UNDER  THE  SHEETS  are  the  end  of  MARP
 TAGE.  MARRIAGE  and  B

 ABIES  are  the  end  of

 PFOP  LETTER  WORDS.

 FOIR  LETT"R  Y9RDS  and  UNDER  THE  SHEETS  are  the  enf

 of  .  HORMONES  and  PRESNANCY  are  the  end  of  DIAPER

 S.  DIAPERS  and  FJUP  LETTER  WORDS  are  the  eniì  of  H0
 MAN.  WOMAN  and  DIAPERS  are  the  end  of  MAN.  MAN  and

 HOMEN'S  LIBFRATION  are  the  end  of  WOMAN,  WOMAN  an

 4  WITHOUT  A  SHIRT  are  the  end  of  MARRIAG".  FOUR  LF

 TTER  WORDS  and  MARRIAGE  are  the  end  of  HOMFEN!S  LTB

 ERATION.  WOMEN'S  LIBERATION  and  PREGNANCY  are  the

 end  of  MAN.  WOMEN!S

 LIBERATION  and  HJRMO

 NES  are  tha  end  əf  PREGNANCY.  BLOOD  and  PREGNANCY

 are  the  end  əf  LOVE.  HJRMONES  and  LOVE  are  the  end

 of  WOMAN.  MARRIAGF  ani  HORMONES  are  the  eni  of  W0

 MFN'S  LIRERATTON,  BA

 BIES  and  PRESNANCY  a

 te  the  eni  of  HORMONES.  PREGNANCY  and  BABIES  are  t

 he  enâđ  of  MARRIAGE.  H)?MONES  and  BABIES  are  the  en

 à  of  LOVE.  FJUR  LETTER  WORDS  and  WOIMEN!'S  LIBERATIO

 N  are  the  eni  of  BABIES.  H)RMONES  and  WOMEN'S  LIBE

 RATION  are  tha  end  of  LOVE.  LOVE  anã  BLOD  are  the

 endå  of  DIAPERS.  WOMAN  and  LOVE  are  the  end

 of  WITHOUT  A  SHIRT.  WITHOUT  A  SHIRT  an
 A  INDEP  THE  SHEETS  are  tha  end  o

 f  WOMAN.  BABTES  and  ¥ITHO

 T'A  SHIRT  are  the  en

 À  of  WOMEN'S  L

 IBERATIN

 N.  UNDER  THE  S

 HFETS  and  PRABISS  are

 the  end  of  LOVES.  WITHJUT

 A  SHIRT  and  HORMONES  are  the  and

 of  LOVE.  LOVE  and  HORMONES  are  the  en

 d  of  MAN.  PREGNANCY  and  HOPMONFS  are  the  end

 of  FNR  LETTPR  WORDS.  MARRIAGE  ani  PREGNANCY  are

 Ahhh  and  --)
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 VIALRNOR  1111:

 an1  are  the  beginning  of ------  -------  ---~----
 GUNS  and  ARSON  are  the  beginning  of  POR!.  POW!  and  DO  IT  YON"
 `  CHIRCH  are  the  beginning  of  SADIS4.  SADISM  and  MU  SELF  RHIN  T7

 PDER  are  tha  beginning  of  ARSON.  ARSON  and  RAPS  ar  YOURSELF..

 a  the  heginning  of  BLOJD.  BLOOD  and  3  |
 3n  are  the  baginning  of  MMRDER.  MIRADE

 P  an4  RACTSM  are  the  beginning
 of  CHURCH.  CHURCH  and  GUNS

 are  the  beginning  of  59D.
 30D  and  GUYS  a  re  the
 heqinning  o  f  MALE
 CHAUVINIS  M.  MIR

 DEP  and  590D  T
 ASTE  ia  re  the heq  inning o  ;  f  POW!

 .  POW!  and  59D  are  the  baginning  of  SADISM.  SADISH  DO  IT  YOUR

 and  RACISM  are  the  beginning  of  PLASTIC.  PLASTIC  SELF  RUIN  IT

 and  GUNS  are  the  beqinning  of  RAPE.  RAP"  and  SUNS  =  YONRSELF..

 are  the  beginning  of  CHURCH.  CHURCH  a

 nd  MALE  CHAUVINISM  are  the  beginning
 of  MURDER.  MURDER  and  CHIJRCH  a

 re  the  beginning  of  509D  TA
 STE.  GOOD  TASTE  and  MURDER

 are  the  beginn  ing  of
 BLOOD,  BLOO  D  and

 RAPE  are  t  |  he  heg
 Înning  0  e  Wf  RACI
 SA.  RA  Na.  ik  Li  UCESM  a  ;
 nd  Ghe  rasasher  (be  t1004  alies  | sT  i  :  3  are

 pisau  ot  TOUSEHES  SRISeE  ress  0155!

 y  BLOOD  are  the  begi  DO  If  Yorn

 stoa  are  hebenti  SELF  RUDI
 e  begi  nske  An

 d  Pat  age  de  tie

 s81  vedbi  forsanti:  seats  ef  bia  br

 GE  RADE,  RA
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 The  Gorilla  Speaks

 to  Spook

 Courthouse  in  less  than  five,  Born,  buy  this  thing.

 Print  it  angry  with  me,  accident  or  suicide  much  too  long,

 Couldn't  come  to  decision  mind  at  all,  nothing  a  certain  pur-

 purchase.

 No  personal  interest  practically  all  love,  his  privacy  re-

 newed  publicity.

 Want  to  buy  the  contents  idle  curiosity  (everyone's)  been
 over?  It

 Surely  must  understand  and  offer  what  I  said,  Goodbye,

 Like  a  liar  eat  something  to  drink.  Against  anyone

 About  your  trial  clearly  ít  would  depend  upon  a  pauper's
 famous

 Simple  case  job  after  job  to  write  back  defaming  the  in-
 nocent

 Nothing  but  gruel  found  ín  the  jungle  diary  in  your  purse

 Reading.  Warning  guard  dogs  tíre  trouble  switch  down

 Here  the  monkeys,  That's  all  beautiful  home  real  wood  work

 To  state  his  position  odd  all  are  connection  including,  Hoped
 to  make

 Himself  very  powerful  swing.  Bang  hang  the  doctor,  this  thing

 To  be  technical  that  urn  upside  down  bright  things  being  a
 thief

 Every  single  item  keys,  You  lost  snooping  around

 The  bed  where  I  belong  that  finds  a  phone  out  at  the  house  you

 Very  well  was  the  road  not  sure  she  got  in,  as  fast  as  you
 can,

 On  your  knees  playing  a  game,  dont  look  at  him,  I  said

 He's  dead,  Blood  all  over,  straight,  ít  later,  upper  king-
 size

 Been  alone,  mauled  and  beaten  after  you  did,  Wanted  to

 Arrange  all  I  knew  to  bed  trouble  or  other  been  releásed,

 Said  she  could  breathe  very  upset  ín  thru  the  back  of  course,

 Was  dead  behind  me  flat  told  the  police  something  wrong

 The  yacht  remember  (be  ridiculous)  supplies  for  the  cook  the
 worst  part

 Disappeared  got  something  present  address  might  become  an
 actress

 Several  weeks,  for  several  weeks  afraid  of  hís  brother,

 Stunt  believe  all  this,  pretend  to  do  all  this,  Is  in-
 teresting

 But  mad  in  what  can't  imagine  no  results  saw,  Him

 Is,  my  money  might  solve  this  case  this  poor  soul  make  me
 do  that

 Irrevocable  was  in  there  anyway  of  my  own  counter
 On  the  backdoor  made  her  claims  married.  Not  true

 Patience,  everyone  such  a  shock  talking  about

 Who  was  the  other  person  thought  until  planted

 Actually  hurt  tied  up  in  the  closet.  Gorilla  marks  for  you

 During  that  year  so  fearful  after  him  ín  someway.

 And  theillusion  too  high,  seream  alittle  Spooky.

 1819Y-  -Peter  Melnick
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 The  Wings  of  the  Dove

 Only  to  break  down  without  an  accident

 The  final,  fatal  sponge  that  I  ask
 He  stood  as  one  fast

 By  the  upstairs  fire,  in  a  whole  dark  December  afternoon
 Fell  strait  across  the  field

 Líke  a  lighted  window  at  níght

 The  crack  of  a  great  whip  ín  the  blue  air

 From  the  moment  the  picture  loomed

 They  had  pressed  in  that  gaity  an  electríc  bell  that  had  contin-

 Vast,  obscure,  luríd  ued  to  sound
 Like  plashes  of  a  slow,  thick  tide

 That  wears,  that  washes,  that  survives  use,  that  resists  famil-

 The  various  signs  of  a  relation  iarity
 Looking  at  the  mysterious  portrait  thru  tears

 Like  fish  in  a  crystal  pool

 Idle  lads  át  games  of  ball,  their  cries  mild  in  the  thick  air

 Complicated  brass

 S0  crystal  clean,  the  great  cup  of  attention  you  set  on  the  table

 An  image  of  never  going  down
 As  sad  as  a  winter  dawn

 It  opened  out  as  a  dark,  confused  thing

 The  adventure  of  not  stirring
 In  a  wondrous  sílken  web:

 The  reflected  light  of  the  admirable  city

 Dívíded  from  ít  by  so  thin  a  partítíon

 It  should  now  be  wholly  left

 So  painfully  astray,  wandering  in  a  desert  in  which  thare  was
 nothing  left  to  nourish  him

 As  even  the  great  length  of  the  table  had  not  baffled

 Polished  pressure

 Say  at  once  a  balloon

 Bornto  float  in  a  sustaining  air
 It  has  been  lifted  off

 Being  here  on  the  edge  of  a  great  darkness

 The  question  of  her  friend's  chemical  change

 This  was  always  an  incalculable  light

 For  all  that  she  must  see  swept  away

 Letting  it  goas  deep  as  it  will

 The  air  was  like  a  clap  of  hands

 Poem

 Where  chance  has  never  settled

 Behind  the  mountain  appears  the  moon  --  red  and  gigantic

 The  end  of  the  meal  or  the  music  of  broken  light

 Something  ferocious,  like  a  chest  pierced  by  a  sword

 I  heard  the  resounding  blows  of  a  hammer  upon  planks

 --Peter  Melnick
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 year  old  men  who  become  more  loathsome  cackling  and  clawing.

 Fade  out  on  that  note  that  locked  up  one  thought  in  mind
 together

 At  dinner.  Corruscating  has  become  blazing  eyes  willowy

 and  languid  for  awhile  walking  in  the  desert,
 More  limited  than  the  decline  and  fall  loved  ones'  serious

 production

 Put  here  a  handful  of  dust

 And  pathos  too,  Significantly  last  hours  really
 Embark  on  that  now  at  the  head,

 Wíl1  they  stand  men  at  arms  sort  in  a  farewell  that  could

 respect  a  certain  mellowing
 From  first  to  last  ín  the  face  of  all  the  other  evils

 Bound  into  a  great  tradition  for  a  long  time?

 Exiled  ties  are  stronger  out  of  condition.

 Muddles  through  and  comes  out  on  the  other  end  and  will

 never  get  it  back,

 «Peter  Melnick

 Angry  Fliers

 We  kept  on  with  him  building  up  where  best  to  use

 what  product  many  places  ín  that  concept  would  smash

 your  fist  in  the  panel,

 This  work  it's  all  I  know  all  over  again,

 Stuff's  strong  gate  will  fínd  you  there

 last  stage  one  mark  of  today's  normal  vacation  adjustment,

 Some  sort  of  hallucination  upstairs  dressing  in  the  locker
 |  room  alome

 with  no  trace  of  the  original  inexcusably  highhanded
 the  name  in  the  corner.

 Great  injustice  at  the  hands  more  than  he  had  in.  the  air

 colors  your  memory  in  addition  to  a  log

 that  days  tapes  no  part  of  it

 witness  to  reality  carefully  arranged  you  leave

 Pod  containing  negative  tag

 the  physical  facts  area  of  motive

 delíberate  tampering  plans  explode  down

 that  request  was  an  invention

 created  illusions  you  had,  ,
 Built  nothing  against  put  the  blame  shut  her  down

 now  this  end  of  the  bed  f'e;

 enticed  me  on  the  phone  like  it
 30  much  start  without  me.,

 Your  lips  and  their  lives.

 --Peter  Melnick
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 Tied  to  the  Times

 Tie  your  work  to  the  times

 After  the  times  have  ceased  and  started  to`  decay.
 Practical  '

 With  a  peculiar  skill

 Exposed  to  a  play  precisely  fít  the  íntentions'  smash  hit

 to  their  bosom  that  so  loves  a  dandy

 One  brittle  stream  kéeps  producing  a  healthy.  example  of

 itself  fairly  readily,

 Gets  revived  so  epheneral

 Printed  in  pink  ink
 Consists  of  a  short  walk  and  raised  hats,

 Her  best  slender  mêans

 A  casual  mention,  To  suggest  lumps  him,

 Fascinating  automätiícally  will  carry  one  to  patches  in

 between  meetings

 Begun  and  ended  currently  watching  X  or  Y,

 What's  the  gossip  not  revolutionary  the  kindly  ones  lately

 Some  of  by  being  delayed  about  that  red  hot  just  ín  at  the

 tíme  on  the  tip  of  my  tongue  to  say

 Around  the  parts  completely  tied  up

 Comes  to  mind  rather  remarkable  orange  tremors  of  íntent

 vein  suppressed,

 It  dropping  names  out  of  the  english  presses  laughing  at
 itself

 Saying  editorially  love  to  do  it  supporter  or  explainer,

 Clan  brilliant  choose  one  work  to  preserve  something  else
 awe  and  hatred;

 Awkward  translations  playing  the  game  of  fiction  glittering

 on  music  cannot  know  everything  but

 Do  know  everything.

 An  interesting  personality

 Totally  blind  other  person  being  a  judge

 Thick  lenses  unerringly  sée  that  much  at  a  time,

 Various  forms  of  theories  of  nature  healing  notíons  the
 sun  could  cure,

 This  complimentary  relationship

 A  transcendental  mystíc  antícípates  all  that  amusing  an

 entertaining  dissection  theme  of  child  obsessions

 All  utterly  victimized,  4
 Gift  for  the  outrageous  sitting  in  a  bath  tub,

 Parting  shot  as  the  camera  pulls  away

 From  a  very  serious  stagein  his  lífe,

 A  sane  center  prototype  sits  there  ín  the  middle  calm

 famous  to  view  the  soulless  as  the  future  continues  I  suppose

 to  come  true  in  many  ways  as  man  progresses  technologically

 and  must  choose  salvation  decanted  from  bottles  put  on  the  job.

 A11  he  wants  to  do  when  he  gets  down  slipped  up  a  little  bit.
 Some  human  form  conflict  is.

 Built  upon  themes  after  many  a  summer

 A  fountain  of  youth  madness  swipes  loved  monkeys  always

 hanging  out  in  trees  ín  between  equally  frightful  two-hundred
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 Admíssíon  to  the  Gate

 "Two  romping  horses  dropping  quickly" i  -Homer
 To  halt  essentially  a  petty  conference  on  a  battle

 Fighting  the  seduction  scene,  statements  of  night

 Caught  the  pathetic  leaders  whose  humorous  veins
 Were  midway  in  the:  crafty  love  council,  A  door  leaves

 The  adorable  sweet  olive  oil  stirred  with  the  fragrance

 Of  delicate  hair  pearls  the  head  points  ring  into

 Clusters  veiled  pale  sunlight  serves  falsely  by  laughing

 To  deny  the  greatest  arms  brother  eyes  of  gold  in  the

 Passage  of  mist  put  to  bed;  -Parents  melted

 Broken  peaks  of  the  amusing  cloud  resurgence  of  power,

 Interludes  cure  the  fray  better  than  remaíns  waning

 Soldier  toughs.  come.to  the  awareness  of  the  condition  of  the
 dark  audience's

 Prediction  of  the  head-long  capture  of  the  impotent  designs  of

 Spears,  Wisdom  indexes  head  quibbles  that  parody  the  behavior

 Of  fools  thoughtlessly  ín  arguments  of  strength,  Unsympathetic
 Nothing,  insensítive  sorrows  break-down  mirrors,  re-echo

 Chaos  when  horrible  obvious,  falls  save  entirely  balanced

 Husbands  in  passages  that  elevate  the  intentions

 That  blow-up  easily  the  plain  rope  river  of  shoulders  knees
 Stirring  in  confident  sexuality  repeat,  Feats  collapse  ,

 Scenes  skillfully  into  frivolous  base  actions  wounded

 In  the  clamor  humans.  build  slashing  an;  image  little  expected

 By  the  boy  sand  towers  ruin.  Push  oriented  trained  replies

 To  the  purpose  that  quarters  devotions  programmed  all,  for  victory,

 Showing  frequent  driven  murderous  lion  intensity  ship

 Paticnce  that.  volleys  tho.  fury  of  swords  glancing  off  the

 Questions  piling-up  quickly.  Helplessly,  watches,  man

 Necessary  anger  entirely  bad  that  pleads  often  for  figures

 To  speak  of  fate's  musie,  Pleasurable  joy  of  recognition,
 Increases  attitudes  that  wolves'  mountains  ín  the,  darkness  lean

 Into.  the  surface  of  the  groaning  spirit,  Urges  compare

 The  streaming  to  teasing  by  the  roadéide  the  silly  conflict

 Hurts  sulking.  Madness  waged  is  the  best  mouth  that  gets  smashed

 In  the  spray  of  darkness  which  exceedingly  graphic  runs  falsely

 To  perfect  mortal  hands  that  submit  to  the  limited  world
 Doomed  to  release  him,  Home  we  carry  the  city  to

 „Disobey  the  "tears  of  blood’  at  the  síde  vf  an  oak,

 When  the  clawing  was  hewn,  who  has  perished

 Who  will  not  stand  by  children  when  the.  difference  sounds,

 The  insect  milk  note  expected  to  get  drunk,  make  fun,

 Sharpen  a  bitter  stone  bone  of  agile  light  an  acrobat

 Overboard  chariots  with  sarcasm?  Wonderful  noises.

 "Inhuman"  terms  the  sense  of  guns  which  pretends,  fun  to  attract

 A  real  epithet  winning  disadvantages,  like  a  wounded  belly

 Or  a  down’  manner  subdued  when  sitina  by  twenty Deadly  destinies  passing  in  tremendous  lines..  ^

 Which  ongie  r  yield,  to  the  inevitable  threads

 Of  the  lots,  Get  the  pills  which,  atrophy  she  sark  creature Who  is  an,  riate  sister  to  a  sea-iiie  body  strong

 aa  Naby  a  a  couplíng  logic  with  the  brusi US  :  Osi  surging
 Of  a  bribe  feuding  in  a  pánic  ín  a  reddened  picture  which  crawls

This content downloaded from 
������������108.12.209.211 on Mon, 15 Dec 2025 06:53:39 UTC������������� 

All use subject to https://about.jstor.org/terms



 To  a  dismal,  yet  optimistic  super-charitable  father  who  pre-
 dominates

 In  civilizations  thirsting  for

 A  daring  mosquito  to  persist  inspiring  their  laments,

 Armor  your  text  when  the  typical  changes

 What  is  poured  into  the  scented  alarm  to  form  a  goble  loyal
 throat

 Of  highly  kindly  violence  for  societies  understandably  in  a

 strait-jacket,

 Solemnly  chairs  in  a  compact  parlor  rolled  out  of  the  way  so

 the  purging  dance

 Could  rid  what  restrains  a  better  revenge  than  seeing

 Mountains  of  values  could  fairly  paragraph  as  ships

 Of  burdens  the  inadequacies  of  a  war  of  words  honeys  into  dis-
 cords

 That  flare-up  into  the  smoke  which  being  rousing  the  fault  of
 self-pity

 Makes  an  admission  of  character,  What  happened  to  history's

 peaceful  shield

 When  harmony  internally  thunders

 Afraid  to  shirk  the  face  of  victory?  Deserted  favorites

 Warn  us  to  constantly  heed  the  rage  which  runs  in  a  glorious
 book  that

 Remembers  the  details  of  a  sense  of  richness  exerted  in  the
 cosmos,

 The  last  defensive  universe  peopled  cities  with  weddings,

 The  uníons  of  which  happy  tímes  rest  in  a  courtroom  of  trans-
 lators

 Who  are  also  the  arbitrators,  Top  polished  equipment  sacked

 the  lovely  town's

 Property  whose  impact  secretly  divided  the  sympathy

 Older  ‘than  its  clothes  hammering  out  symbols  laden  with  a
 tuneful  change.

 Grapes  drank  productíve  cattle  in  the  midst  of  the  tear.,

 The  situation  finally  became  an  ocean  flux  that  expresses  in

 Microcosu  the  significance  of  the  view  of  a  large  abstract

 Object  which  apprehends  the  common  --  else,  this  balance  of
 commonsense

 Laments  the  advice  grudging  the  dínner

 Returning  to  appreciate  the  unnatural  rushing  that  has  been
 borrowed

 From  contrasting  the  weapons,  Reconcile  the  extent  thís  picks-
 up  either

 Myself  or  a  wished  for  desperate  arrow  that  skips  aloof  the
 fray

 That  sanpitkias  who  walking  moments  on  the  bottom  of  a
 Touching  fury  know  its  insubstantial  formula

 Blinds  even  the  very  eldest,  The  palatable  believes  it  can :  j  :  explain
 Ultimately  a  solution  mentioned  tactfully  as  a  practical  food

 Which  disgraces  even  the  wisest  as  they  repair  wrong  standing
 Marvelously  in  lines  that  survive  carnage.

 A  hateful  end  jolts  the  problem  into  a  confusing

 Name  of  an  sssunoe.  Claber  than  the  water  tn  back  of  the  due

 t  f  vie  papers,  Woktas;
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 The  die  ín  a  moment  of  mythology  considered  trying  lust,

 Pursuing  it,  destructive  comparisons  that  equate

 Much  address  the  dreaded  hour  legal  destiny  safely

 Meets  in  legends  found  by  wild  brothers  appropriately  the  initial
 Of  the  tension  that  falls

 Magically  to  a  conclusion,

 Onward  references  exaggerated  the  weight  gathered

 In  the  muscles  painfully  straining  in  the  filth  which  clogs
 a  hero's  flow.

 Fleeing  beautiful  locusts  choosing  a  section  of  innocent  suffering,

 The  "fauns'"  bound  in  thongs  that  are  hollow  and  reveal

 The  focus  departing  from  the  truthful  bias  seize  then  the  fury
 whirled

 Into  the  present  through  a  cluteh,  The  sacred  assumes

 What  slings  deride,  The  lick  of  an  animal

 Is  bending  nothing  when  boastful  whites  shuddering  behind

 Bowls  which  numbers  rescue  from  pay  begin  rising  at  last  to  a

 Mammoth  power  like  eels  with  kidneys  who  continue.  Brief  comments

 Belong  to  sorry  works,  The  fat  group  is  taming  effected  hope,

 „Peter  Melnick

 `The  Circus  World

 A  man  racing  against  a  horse  has  no  chance  when

 Broken  glass  moves
 When  hands  move  made  from

 The  strings  of  a  tent,  which
 Maximum  in  their  crazed  anger
 Flash

 "White  horse!  Whitehorse!"

 The  young  girl  firing  the  gun  at  the  moose
 In  the  middle  of  the  table  in  the  glass  flow

 Had  to  gasp  when  her  real  glass  tears  began,  to  flow,

 The'hat  on  the  rack  limpidly  stood,

 A  lamp  behind  its  back  projecting  "the

 Hugging  and  kissing  rain,"  then  it  had  to  stop  and  switch  to
 A  road  thru  the  trees  leading  to

 Its  door,  In  the  foam  we  saw  the

 American  flag  marching  on  íts  poor  back.  Slowly

 A  shaft  of  sunlight  on  the  floor  became
 A  stab  from  the  fire  --  0  crazy,  it  was

 High  above  the  ground!  He  said,  "The  name  beside  the  wall  will
 start  walking  to

 Those  lions  in  a  ring  who  have  started  to  walk  to  those  Happy
 Fields  once  again."

 Then  a  long  walk  started  for

 The  dancing  horses  just  when  he  began

 Counting  the  men  racing  against  the  horses,

 --Peter  Melnick
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 The  Butter

 The  pail  was  so  nasty  the  -butter  had  no

 Properties,  I  am  the

 Noise  in  the  dryer,  The  point  was  rushed

 Laughingly  to  the  door,  He  was

 Pronged  to  the  question  of  whether  the  life-long
 Was  likt  a  fish  for  which

 The  bubbles  of  yesterday  and  tomorrow

 Are  the  poor  pustules  of  today,

 Now  ghe  iron  thong  of  soup,  that  poor

 As  butter  fled  thru  the  door,  took  lo0t

 That  pronging  the  bubble  pails  thonged  the

 Noise  of  fish  like  glue,  Rock  life-long

 On  the  víne,  Á  portíon  of  the  door

 That's  burning  the  idle  crumbs

 Was  leaving.  Iron  ís  quite  deadly  for  the  fish,

 The  soup  dryer  is  ready  for  a  pressing.

 Butter  makes  a  good  memory  for  slaves,

 Boring  íin,  he  found  the  giant  empty  holes  the  dryer  had  knocked,

 Door  was  so  fast  that  turning  it  The
 Was  very  nasty,  Now  the  iron  shore  of  soup  was  boring

 Into  a  hole  that  had  the  properties  of

 Wax,  that  buttor  laughingly  melts,  Nasty  rocking
 On  the  shore  leads  to  crumbs  that  life-long

 When  you  push  me  are  deadly  as  the  wax,  as  you  wax

 That  glucy  block  you  found,  Merry  as  the  poor  dryer  blocks
 Fish  slaves  rested  on  their  hubs.

 The  brush  that  held  the  iron  in  its  lap

 Was  leaving  you  to  turn  the  point

 Of  soup.  Question  him  äs  to  the  wax,  ‘Hehas  returned

 Like  a  fish  the  loot  holes  of  the  pressing,

 The  thong  of  empty  butter  that  burning  pushed  the  bubble  doors

 Into  the  nastyportions  of  the  wax,  yesterday  was  like  a  slave

 That  ídle  brushing  on  the  vine  had  turned  into  the  deadly

 properties  of  a  soup.

 Life»long  pronging  in  the  wax  was  so-nasty  to  the  pails

 the  iron  brushes  held  the  question  in  their  laps

 Like  poor  pools  of  glue,  The  pustule  memory  of  sores  is

 .  noisy

 When  you  open  the  hubs  as  they're  pressing  the  doors,  Fish

 were  rocking  on  the  shore

 Like  crumbs  that  pails  wax  melting

 In  the  giant  empty  glue  blocks,  The  butter  vine  was  very

 merry  in  the  soup,

 --Peter  Melniċtk

This content downloaded from 
������������108.12.209.211 on Mon, 15 Dec 2025 06:53:39 UTC������������� 

All use subject to https://about.jstor.org/terms



 "Garcon,  bite  my  ass  if  you  will"  order  came  out  as  (to  the  foreign  ear)  "Garcon,

 bite  my  assiffyouill,"

 "I  wear  the  dentures  sir  i  cannot  bite  well,"

 "Fnench  for  fuck  you  buddy  I  want  you  to  bite  my  ass  or  (if  you  wish)  suck  on  my

 asshole  in  French  or  English"  recoiled  the  faggot  creep  tourist.

 "Monsieur,  punch  in  the  face  in  English  language"  as  he  punched  him  the  the

 fuckin  nose  with  his  slimy  Frenchy  fist.

 Went  to  jail  (both).

 Went  to  trial.  Judge  said  through  an  interpreter  "Goldilocks  and  the  three  bears

 and  you  theenk  why  you  trash  go  back  to  America  as  fast  as  legs  can  carry  you  and  you

 are  barred  from  waiting  on  stomachs  from  here  to  there  you  bigot,"

 .'Oh  shut  up,"

 "No  I  won't  you  can't  make  me."

 Judge  spat  upon  him  (I  forgey  which  one)  an  he  had  to  retaliate.  Threw  his  shoelace

 With  two  sscatiðis  on  each  end  and  he  hit  someone  who  spoke  both  languages  and  also

 didn't  like  too  many  people  who  behaved  so  rudely,  Right,  what  else  could  he  do:

 the  Inevitable  member  wave  and  a  few  other  (unmentionable  in  this  family  story)  things

 too,

 Mysteriously  it  all  started  over  again  at  the  clambake:  "Garcon",  "Pardonnez-moi",

 "Shit  on  my  face  musically  this  time",  "Take  eet  or  leave  eet  as  one  might  say  een

 Germanisch",  "Fight  first  if  you  say  that",  "Go  to  jail  out  of  here:  you  make  me  sicker

 than  I  don't  know  what",  etc.  More  people  should  have  the  dignity  to  feel  like  curtains

 they  knew  so  don  kasiah  told  everybody  through  several  renowned  (you  can  believe

 that,  they  were  renowned  often)  interpreters  "Behave  yourselves  like  curtains  or  you SN  RN  Hiena  saae  a
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 Place  sheets  of  glass  along  exhibit  wall,  then  fill  the  room  with  objects

 Place  various  spot  lights  through  the  room.  Photograph  each  sheet  of  glass

 making  film  positives,  replace  each  sheet  of  glass  with  the  positive

 finally  empty  the  room  of  all  objects  except  the  positives
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 Christ  on  Water

 Here  the  quiet  radius  by  which  he  walked:

 To  have  no  doubt

 not  even  in  the  farthest  corner

 a  paw  of  instinct

 that  this  thing  cannot  be  done.

 No  matter  whether  liquid  or  vapor

 all  was  him

 setting  out  on  that  gnashing  water

 against  the  wind.

 '!He  meant  to  pass  by  them,  ''

 to  have  no  doubt

 requires  pure  absence  of  thought,

 no  knowledge  of  action.

 Here  the  quiet  radius  by  which  he  walked

 raised  above  any  human  wave

 to  where  his  eyes  were  One  with

 That  Eye

 which  turns  back  again

 pure  light  against  the  nerve  of  sense.

 In  the  boat,  hard  at  rowing,

 "It  is  a  ghost  !"

 But  immediately  he  spoke  to  them:

 "Take  heart,  itis  I."

 And  the  wind  stopped  as  he  sat  beside

 those  twelve  sweating

 in  the  dark  fourth  watch.

 He  meant  to  pass  them  by.

 But  they,  assured  by  his  joining,

 called  this  thing  they

 imagined  as  movement  in  space

 a  miracle

 and  let  it  go  at  that.

 Not  ever  learning

 the  true  miracle  was  after  all

 only  what  he  said:

 his  humanness

 his  love  for  men

 in  returning

 to  hand  them  the  crystal  of  his  faith

 after  drowning.
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 Fragments  from  Lesbos

 I,

 Great  stars  sweep  the  sky,

 It  is  early  morning

 in  Kansas,

 1f  I  shook  your  shoulders

 would  the  straw  fall  out?
 Would  your  teeth

 rattle  like  broken  marbles

 in  the  cave  of  your  mouth?

 i  ;
 As  for  her,

 ‘  freckled  skin  that  flexes

 in  your  memory  of  the  warm  afternoon
 benearth  the  sticky  sheets

 .  ineighty  seven  degress  of  heat,

 close  the  petals  of  your  desire.

 She  is  yours  within  heartbeat,

 From,Cape  Pogue  Meditations  A  Britus

 Meditation  III  j  išo
 ;  gaise  bisia  o1aw  bas  wai  c

 And  the  water:

 wears  a  wind  chime  around  t  throat/ cloak  for  god  "I  al  di
 :  sbiasd  iss  sd  as  b  j

 gaiisewa  aviswi  ased:
 Stomach  sitaw  diuo  Arab  adi  nl

 The  wick  trembles.  -vd  misili  sasq  01  jassm  sH

 UNE  A  yd  bsswees  yodi  iul  >
 sY

 '  eyelids,  yerli  gaidi  aldi  bollan

 soagu  ni  jnamavom  ua  beniyami
 R  Sesia  at  ST

 Sadi  jä  og  dit
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 For  the  Reader  of  the  Tarot

 To  write  love  soft  poems  again

 among  the  pieces  of  falling  bark

 with  the  day  and  the  hunter  dark

 remembering  when  -

 But  you  who  look  snd  remark

 on  the  meanness  of  my  jewel

 have  found  the  cruel  target

 within  light  arcs

 and  made  each  arc  your  tool,

 Castrate,  then,  the  heavy  thumb.

 I  will  eat  almonds,  drink  black  rum,

 deny  you  by  obeying  your  rule,

 This  is  my  winter  re-run,

 Clarity,  returning  from  the  insane,

 never  to  write  love  poems  again

 nor  see  the  hunter  in  the  sun,

 Passage

 '!'Oh,  Oh!'  cried  Tiny  Tears,

 flinging  her  golden  ringlets

 from  side  to  side,  'I  wish

 they  were  deadl  I  wish  they

 all  were  dead!"
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 Games  of  Chance  #1:  Rose  the  Dyke

 Rose

 tattooed  her  arms

 with  crayons

 at  the  age  of

 twenty

 and  told  me  about

 her  "old  lady'.

 Whom  one  night

 I  met.

 She  was  I7,  drinking  scotch

 in  pink  baby  dolls,

 I  was  wearing

 my  black  dress.

 The  one

 my  mother  bought  me

 for  the  casinos.

 My  Room  Waits  For  Someone
 Who  Is  Not  Myself  To  Come

 Beside  Me  In  The  Heavy  Night,

 The  Cool  Morning  Light

 This  room  is  a  wound  in  me,

 It  has  absorbed  my  expectancy,

 reeks  of  my  needs,

 Suppose

 you  came  quietly  -

 I  have  waited,

 forehead  pressed  to  window  -

 "No.  ti

 On  Thursday  the  room  shuddered.
 The  shades  broke  loose

 and  flapped  against  my  sleep.
 I  sweated.  Turned  back  the  covers.

 Packed  the  knapsack,  Cursed  strong  drink.
 Left,

 Returned.

 Suppose  you  come  quietly.
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 "'!Ноу,  һарру  І  ивед  {о  ѓее1  іп  Њове  даув  -  во  теггу,  Пке  а

 #вһ  іп  уаќег,',..

 Тһе  ѓоо1,  '  вће  сгіей,  мі  а  ріуіпу  вте,  'Не  теапв  Ње

 Нте  ће  мав  фегапреф,  Ње  те  ће  врел  іп  Ње  тадћоџве,  ућел

 ће  аіјп'е  Кпом  мћај  чав  роіпр  оп  агошпӣ  ћіга  -  Њаё'в  Ње  Ите

 ће  ів  ѓогеуег  ргаівіпд  во  ру,"  -  Соеће

 Ғівһ  Іл  Жаѓег

 УОІСЕ  І  апа  Ње  йівіапі  сіу

 весгеі  раћуаув үћһеге  ҮОІСЕ
 ҮОІСЕ  ћеге  а  ћогтог  вирегаппца(ей  тев  ѓоріау

 тћісһеуегкшау  проп  Њаё  ћимһитпитіпр

 һивһкеПтеараіп  һоҹҝо  врепаіпвепј  Ғог-

 аувчвћіп  пергсЫмваћврепсег  (аКевтівв

 ўшШеѓодау  ѓогсакевапда1е  апі  ћите  Ѓог-

 піКаіев  іп  ЊећаіШооІау  уеа  (аке  ів

 ігопа  те  Ьепјіі  (аке  іє  аугау  аћ  ів  воге

 аѓтаід  (о  ѓеаһег  Ње  ед  уі  мау  ҮОІСЕ

 УОІСЕ  АМ№АКЕ  імепіу  уеагв  гоп  шева  үегйе  РОЈМОІМО

 Џр  іп  е  ІаЬ  еу  герІау  еасһҳ  ќаре:

 Ғилпсфіопв  оѓ  Беһауіог,  Іпјесііолв

 Кмісе  а  дау.  С1еап  Зһееів,  Тһеге!в

 а  Кепојг  іл  еуегу  Ьоцдоіг,  ҮОІСЕ

 ҮОІСЕ  І  апа  Њів  ШШпд

 аЈмаув  гідіпр

 іѓ  уои  чіШ  висе  те
 меге

 еге  аге  по  Прћќв  ћідіпр  ҮОІСЕ

 ҮОІСЕ  5һе  мав  а  ѓгіепі  оѓ  тіле  іп  69,  '71,

 Оідп'є  кпом  ћег  меП,  уои  Кпом,

 І'в  һаг  Го  гететЬег  Баск  о  Њозе  сітев  УОІСЕ

 ҮОІСЕ  АМАКЕ  РОШМОІМО
 вор  Шів  поч!

 віор  ів  тоуіпр  аІопр  еасһү  ўша  вігір

 і;  кеерв  роіпр  апі  і  сап'є  їеП  мћу

 Ње  тоуіев  Іоок  Ње  вате  Го  те

 Ѕкор  Њіввіор  ів  ів  віор  Њів  РОШМОІМС

 ҮОІСЕ  ТНЕ  ҒІООВ  ВЕМЕАТН  ТНЕ  ЅЗОМКЕМ  8КҮ  ҮОІСЕУОІСЕ

 ҮОІСЕ  еасһ  івіапй  чЛісһ  ргоүв  іпвіде  Ёо  таке  уі

 ућаеуег  уои  вее  ЬгеаКіпр  амау  гопа  ше  їп  еасһ

 Шаһите  асе  верагаіей  їют  Ње  ѓасе  іп

 ефійівіапі  врасе  саШпд  оп  ВАВМев  оһ  Вагпев  ҮОІСЕ

 ҮОІСЕ  АМАКЕ  ЅНАКІМО  `
 іп  Бей?  уои  доа  Бе  Кійфіпр,  Үоц'ф  сһоове

 апуопе  е1ве,  еүеп  а  баво  уі  а  Іатрвһаде

 оп  һів  һеј,  дапсіпр  ор  іаҺев  а  рагіјев  ҮОІСЕ

 УОСЕ  оһ  вѓор  Шів  саг  віор  Шівзіор  гһів  ів
 РОМОМ

 І  ап  Ше  весгеі  сіу

 вопе  фатк  жіп
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 pillow  life

 here  it  is  in  the  dark

 eating  this  paper  in  the  dark

 with  its  yellow  lines

 this  poem  İs  a  surprise  for  you

 who  know  it  all  already

 gargantua  walked  in  with  the  candle

 this  is  a  sesame  bread  he  said

 a  yellow  opium  loaf

 oh  for  a  little  secret  vial  of  motherhood

 among  the  many  scarves  of  your  face

 i  am  trying  very  hard  to  be  blind  and

 dead  an  old  wound  binding

 upon  myself  and  the  head

 of  that  man  who  let  the  bullet  in

 but  the  word  would  not  fly  from  him

 he  was  tired  of  us

 just  kids

 pillow  life

 pillow  life

 i  love  us  all

 i  am  writing  this  in  the  dark  and  it

 is  a  surprise  for  you

 Surprisel

 as  if  it  really  were

 time  for  our  birthdays

 as  if  pillows  were  cake

 and  this  sweet  genetic  pool

 a  great  three  cent  piece

 engraved  on  the  ass  of  god

 who  is  sneezing

 he  has  pillow  up  his  nose

 Biographical  Note:  Reed  College  drop  -  out.  Mutilated  Cricket

 wandering  from  coast  to  coast,  not  un-hebrew  like.  Strange-

 handed,  beginning  to  dip  them  in  the  world.  Orphaned  by
 suicide,  her  own.  Has  never  used  the  word  "bumbershoot"  in

 a  poem,  Aliases:  Naomi  Othman  Brooke,  Welschmirtz  Knockum,
 S.  Persivious  Wonder.

 Li  Po,  Li  Po  are  you  listening?

 Do  you  think  any  of  us  know

 what  it  is  to  fold  our  poems

 into  paper  boats  and

 let  them  go?
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 ALPHABET
 POEM

 ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ

 BCODEFOGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZA

 CDEFGHIJKLMNNOPQRSTUVWXYZASBS

 EFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZABC

 FGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZASB
 B  GHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZABC
 Q

 HIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZABCD
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 D

 HIJKLNNOPQRSTUVWXYZABCDE
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 IJKLHHNOPQRSTUVWKYZABCDEPG
 H  m KLMNOPQRSIUVWXYZABCODEFP

 e  T  H

 oe  =  =  =-
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 LMNOPQRSTUVWXYZABCDEFG
 GH  H MNOPQRSTUVWXYZABCDE
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 NOPQRSTUVWKYZABCDEPFGHI

 OPQRSTUVVWXYZABCDEPFGHIJ

 OPQRSTUVWÄYZABODEPFGHIJK

 PQRSTUYWKXYZABCDEFRGHIJKL
 Eb QRSTUVWXYZABODEPFGHIJKLNN

 NOPQR

 J
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 RSTUVWXYZABCODEPRGHIJKLMNOP

 STUVWXYZABCDEFGHIJKLM
 N TUVWXYZABCDEPGHIJKLMNOPARS

 UVWXYZABCDEFGHIJKLNNOPQRST

 VWXYZABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTU

 WXYZABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUV

 XYZABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVN

 YZABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWAX

 ZABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXY
 ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVUXYZ
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 alphabet

 poem

 #2

 abcdef'ghi  jklmnopqrstuvwxyz

 bedefghi  jklmnopqrstuvwxyza

 cdef'ghi  jklmnopqrstuvwxyzab

 defghijklmnopqrstuvwxyzabc

 „  efghijklmnopqrstuvwxyzabcd

 f  ghi  jklmnopqrstuvwxyzabcde

 ghi  jklmnopqrstuvwxyzabcdef

 hi  jklmnopąrstuvwxyzabcdefg

 ijklmnopąrstuvwxyzabcdefgh

 jklmnopąrstuvwxyzabcdefghi

 klmnopqrstuvwxyzabcdefghij

 lmnopqrstuvwxyzabcdefghijk

 mnopqrstuvwxyzabcdefghijkl

 nopąrstuvwxyzabcdefghijklm

 opqrstuvwxyzabcdefghijklmn

 pąarstuvwxyzabcdefghijklmno

 qrstuvwxyzabcdefghijklmnop

 rstuvwxyzabcdefghijklmnopq

 stuvwxyzabcdef  ghi  jklmnopqr

 tuvwxyzabcdefghijklmnopqrs

 uvwxyzabcdefghijklmnopąrst

 vwxyzabcdef  ghi  jklmnopqrstu

 wxyzabcdef  ghi  jklmnopqrstuv

 xyzabcdefghi  jklmnopqrstuvw

 yzabcdef  ghi  jklmnopqrstuvwx

 zabcdef  ghi  jklmnopqrstuvwxy

 abcdef'ghi  jklmnopqrstuvwxyz

 Michael  Joseph  Phillips
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 σάττττᾳ  υἄθθορ  τϑυηοτ]ὶ

 ΤΤΤΤΤΤΤΤΙΤΤΤΙΤΙΤΙΤΙΤΙΤΙΤΙΤΤΤΤΙΤΙΙΤΤΙΤΙΙΙΤΤΙΤΙΤΤΊΤΤΤΙΤΤΙΙ

 ΤΤΙΤΙΙΤΙΤΙΤΙΤΙΤΙΙΙΤΙΙΙΙΤΤΤΤΙΙΙΤΙΤΙΤΤ  ΤΙ  ΤΤΤΤΤΤΤΤΤΤΤΤΤΤΤΤΙΤΙΙ
 ΤΙΙΤΙΙΙΙΤΙΙΙΙΙΤΙΤΙΙΙΙΙΙΙΙΤΙΙΤΙΙΤΤΙΤΙΤΙΤΙΤΙΤΤΤΤΙΤΙΤΤΤΙΤΙΤΙ

 τιΕΣΥΕΣΣΕΣΕΣΥΣΣΥνΚεΣεΣΣεκεΣΣΣΣΣΣΣΣ

 ιΗΣΕΣΣΣΥΣΣεΥνενεΣε«εει“ε“  εξ“

 εσεις  ΣΣ
 ΣΣΣΑΛΑΣΑΣΑΣΑΣΑΣΣΑΣΧΑΣΕΣΛΣΑΝΣΣΙ

 εΣνκεΣε

 ε-

 ΡΥ  Σεν  εΣ
 ΠΣΣΛΑΣΑΣΑΣΑΣΑΦΚΑΖΝΣΑΧΙ  ΧΑΧΣΣΟΧΑΣ  ΣΣ

 αν  ΕΣΣΣΣΣΥΣΣΣΝΣΣΣΣΣ

 ΣΑΣΑ  ΑΣΑΣΑΣΆΣΣΑΑΧΑΧΆΑΣΑΛΙΑΑ

 ΤΣΥΕΣΥΣΕεΣΕΣΗΣενεεκεκεξκεεεἕεςες

 ΣΣΥΕΣΣΣΕΣΣΣΕΥνΥ  εξ  νεσξέσξΣεἕεἕεεςσενεε
 ΣΣ  ΣΊΣΣΣΣΑΣΣΑΣΣΑΣΣΖΣΑΣΖΣΣΖΣΣΖΣΚΑΛΖΚΆΖΖΣΙ  ΣΥΥνεινενε

 ΣΕΕΣΣΣΦΣΕΣΓΣΥΣΥΣΥεΣεέκεκεσεἕκεεκεεξεκεεκκιεκ

 ΣΙΑΙΑΣΑΣΣΑΣΣΣΣΣΕΣΑΣΑΣΕΣΆΧΑΣ  ΣΣ

 ΣΕΥΣΥΣΣΣΕξεες«  εξεσςΣεΣΣεσε  Σεξ.  Σ

 ΤΣΣΥΣΣΕΣΥΕΚΣΗΣΥΥΣΥΣΣΣ  ΣΣ

 ΣΣ  ΕΣΣΣΣΣΣΣΣΣΣΣΣ  ΣΣ  ΞΩΞΈΣΣΟ

 ετεκ  ς
 ιν  ΥΕΣΣΥΕΥΕΕΥΤΣΕΕΕΣΕΥΣεΣε  εν  εξ  εκ  ες  εξκεκεέκεσ  Σε  ΣΣ
 ΣΠ  ΣΠΣΤΑΣΑΣΑΣΧΣΣΣΥΣΣΑΣΣΣΣΣΣ  ΣΣΧΣΕΗΧΣΕΣΣΣΕΣΑΧΣΣΧΑΝΧΑΣΧΑΚΑΧΑΧΑΆΣΑΧΑΙΣ

 ΕΣΥΕ  ΣΕΣΣΣΕΥεΕΣΕΣεΕΣεΕΣ  Σε  ΣεΣεΣΣΣκΣΣεΣ

 ΕΣΕΣΕΓΚΣΓΣΣΓΣΕΓΣΣεΝέεκεεεεεξεσξεκεεεκΣ

 “ΣΗΕΣΕΣΣΣΣΥΣΣΣΕΝ  ΞΕ  εξΣεσεΣ  Σεξ
 ΕΣΕΣΣΕΣΕΣΣΣΕΣΡΕΣΚΕΕΚΙΣΣΞΕ«εΣΣΣΣΕΣΕΣΣ

 'ΕΥΕΣΣΚΕΕΣΕΣΣΣΣΣΣΕΥΣΣΕΣΕΣΣεΣΣΣΣΣΕΣεεεκεξεεκεΥνσεΣΣΣΣΣΣ

 ΣΥΣΣΕΣΣΕΣΥΣΣΣΣΣεΕΙΣΣΣΣΣ

 ΣσΕΣΣΣΣΣΣΣΣΣΣΥΣΣΥΣΕΣ

 ΤΤΤΤΙΙΙΤΤΤΙΙΙΤΙΙΤΤΤΙΙΤΙΙΙΙΤΤΤΙΙΤΤΤΤΙΤΤΤΤΙΙΤΤΤΤΙΙΙΤΤΙΙ
 ΤΠΤΙΤΤΙΙΤΤΤΙΙΤΙΙΙΤΙΙΤΤΙΤΙΙΙΤΤΙΙΤΙΙΤΙΙΙΤΙΙΙΤΤΙΤΤΤΤΤΤΙΙΤΤΙΙ

 ΤΤΙΙΤτΙτΙΤΙττΙΙττΙΙτΙΙΙΤΙΤΙΙΙΤΙΙΙΙΙΙτΙΤΙΣΤΙΤΙττΙΊΙΙΙτΙΙ
 ΤΤΤΤΙΤΙΤΙΙΤΙΤΙΙΙΤΙΙΙΙΙΙΤΙΙΤΤτΙΙΤτΙΙΙΙΙΙτΙΤΤΙΙΙττΙτΤΙΤΙ

 ΧΧΧ ΣΕΥ  ΕΣΕΣΥΣΥΣΣΥΣΣΣεΣΣΣΣΣεΣεεξΣξΣΣΣεξνΣΣεεξεσσεσεΣεΣΣΣΣΣ

 θλτγ09{50α4711  ΠΌΤ  ο  ΟΊ5ταΥ
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 retinal  processing  is  still  not  understood.  the  optic
 nerves  function  as  a  section  of  the  brain.  images  are

 integrated  in  l6mm  film  at  a  speed  of  24  frames/sec.

 with  avarage  density  light  say  750  watts  falling  on
 the  screen  normal  (non  wide-angle)  lens  distance  15'.

 oscilloscope  sweep  or  one  of  3  input  signals  can  be
 established  to  almost  coincide  with  camera  frame

 frequency  which  allows  both  stroboscopic  effects  and

 serial  repetitive  frame  order  to  occur  according  to
 calculations.  result  is  afterimages  and  imagined

 three-dimensionality,  no  matter,  due  to  the  nature  of

 the  process  perhaps  7/8ths  of  the  event  remains  hidden
 to  (for?)  us.  processing  therefore  is  established  in

 the  recording  procedure  itself  that  normally  might
 occur  retinally.  normally  referring  to  "non-film."  we

 have  little  comprehension  as  to  our  protection  from
 the  environment.  in  other  words  an  evolutionary  pattern

 may  have  been  established  to  blank  out  certain  areas

 of  factual  existence  which  would  prove  to  be  either
 useless  or  detremental  to  a  continuation  of  the

 species.  we  see  how  drug-relieved  behaviour  may  alter

 this  blanking  creating  a  state  we  can  crudely  term
 "acceptance."  the  film  denies  this  state  even  with

 drug  patterning,  substituting  in  its  place  the  use  of
 imagination  for  "filling  in"  between  the  frames.  we

 feel  we  must  account  for  our  experiences  even  if  they
 formulate  themselves  according  to  illusory  laws  or

 assumptions.  7  model  with  negative  accident

 is  a  work  juxtaposing  two  unrelated  contents  for  no
 apparent  reason  at  all.

 writing  as  a  form  of  crystallized  verbal  communication
 relies  least  of  all  the  media  on  exterior  processing.

 presuming  that  the  symbol  flow  is  comprehensible  (noise

 kept  to  a  minimum)  the  processing  that  does  occur  is
 based  entirely  on  neural-glial  logic  and  memory  banks.

 speech  has  been  used  by  jung  piaget  structuralists  etc.  to  i
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 cases  Of  negative  verification

 the  "truth"  of  certain  situations  is  non-verifiable.  this  has
 no  bearing  on  their  factuality  ("existence").  we  dismiss  the
 "behaviour  of  the  rat  in  a  black-box"  at  present  to  consider
 instances  related  to  a  general  description  of  reality.

 I.  driver,  in  a  letter  to  nature,  226,  968,  discusses
 "protean  displays  as  inducers  of  conflict.  "  protean  behaviours

 are  defined  as  "behaviours  which  are  sufficiently  unsystematic
 in  appearance  to  prevent  a  reactor  predicting  in  detail  the
 position  and/or  actions  of  the  actor...  the  simplest  and  most
 widespread  example  is  the  single  erratic  display  of  a  fleeing
 animal,  characterized  by  unpredictable  turns."  a  difficulty
 arises  in  considering  protean  behaviours  from  a  genetic  stand-
 point.  we  note  two  things:  1l.  genetics  works  basically  through
 a  linear  (aristotelian)  viewpoint  with  certain  allowable
 breakdowns  which  have  been  named  "mutations."  2.  protean  be-

 haviour  is  essentially  non-linear.  furthermore,  if  protean
 behaviour  characterized  the  genetic  legacy  of  one  generation
 to  another  (it  doesn't),  genetics  would  cease  to  operate
 linearly.  in  certain  areas  of  human  endeavor  such  as  art,
 mysticism,  literature,  etc.  behaviour  is  protean.  the  artist
 "creates  his  own  task";  when  the  task  produces  marketable

 results,  we  have  merchandise.  a  negative  tendency  is  constantly
 at  work;  as  in  technology,  one  avoids  repetition  (of  style,
 content,  etc.)  this  description  hinges  on  the  word  "erratic;"
 if  "erratic"  means  entirely  unpredictable,  no  "verifiable"
 situations  may  be  established  to  determine  the  "truth"  or
 "falsity"  of  protean  behaviour.  a  situation  such  as  this  may
 be  termed  "negative  verification."  the  results  of  artistic
 endeavor  constitute  one  such  situation;  the  course  of  human
 technology,  another.  (the  "course  of  human  technology":  means

 simply  that  we  cannot  "predict"  history.)
 II.  a  chart  presented  in  koestler's  the  act  of  creation:

 the  Y  axis  characterizes  the  degree  of  verifiability;  the
 x-axis,  the  degree  of  subjectivity.  (y  is  also  termed  "objec-
 tive,"  and  x,  "emotional.")  the  following  subjects  are  then
 arranged  on  a  hyperbolic  branch  with  the  x  and  y  axes  as

 asymptotes:  chemistry,  biochemistry,  biology,  medicine,  psy-
 chology,  anthropology,  history,  biography,  novel,  epic,  lyric.
 science  ("pure"  science)  on  one  end;  art  on  the  other.  accord-
 ing  to  the  diagram,  art  affects  the  emotional;  science,  the
 objective.  presumeably,  science  "tells  us"  about  the  world,
 while  art  is  concerned  with  the  emotional  (or  lack  of  it).  we
 may  take  a  counter  view,  however:  that  art,  instead  of  being

 "non-verifiable,"  deals  with  the  non-verifiable.  this  "dealing
 with"  creates  a  semi-verification,  however,  through  aesthetic
 theory  and  social  assimilation.  when  this  occurs,  a  new  move-
 ment  or  "work"  is  formulated  by  means  of  a  protean  process.
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 contemporary  "work,"  therefore,  remains  as  a  functional  non-
 linear  description  of  reality,  which  is  linearized  by  histor-
 ical-critical  processes.  according  to  this  view,  art,  like
 technology,  is  categorized  by  "progress;"  we  speak  accurately
 when  considering  one  work  an  "advance"  over  another.

 III.  art,  in  dealing  with  the  non-verifiable,  concerns  itself
 with  synchronicity,  and  "that  which  cannot  be  formulated"  from

 a  semantic-logical  point  of  view,  with  both  "things,"  it  is
 impossible  to  establish  any  sort  of  "verification  procedure"  or
 methodology  of  experimentation.  again,  this  has  no  bearing  on
 their  factuality.  even  in  conceptual  processes,  verification
 procedure  is  only  local;  that  is,  it  "explains"  perhaps  the
 appearance  of  the  relevant  physical  object.  it  does  not  however
 explain  the  existence  of  the  created  object  or  the  existence  of
 the  explanation  itself.  both  object  and  explanation  "rub"  against
 each  other,  and  the  real  context  they  are  placed  in.  this
 "rubbing"  determines  "conceptual  art"  as  art,  and  not  as  inform
 ative  factual  experimentation  in  the  first  place.

 IV.  self-related  work.  a  work  (of  any  sort)  is  "self-related"
 if  it  speaks  about  itself.  in  other  words,  if  it  defines  (by  an
 means)  a  class  of  objects  of  which  it  itself  is  a  member.  self-
 related  works  may  be  considered  closed  systems  or  tautologies.
 we  postulate  that  all  art  works  are  self-related,  that  a  consid-
 eration  of  their  historicity  is  secondary  to  their  impact  or
 artistic  "advance."  (obviously,  historical  process  must  be  take!
 into  account  in  order  to  view  the  advance  as  such,  but  the  work

 generates  its  own  system  incorporating  previous  systems.  hence
 the  idea  that  works  of  art  sum  up  all  art  history  before  their

 creation.)][fuss.  the  fuss  is  being  made  because  of  the  importa
 of  art/magic,  etc.  if  these  fields  were  only  important  because
 of  "pure"  history  or  because  of  socio-economic  forces,  they  woul
 then  warrant  no  attention  from  directions  concerned  with  "expl0!

 tion"  of  reality.  it  is  a  fact,  however,  that  they  can  directly
 explore  areas  of  negative  verification  -  areas  in  which  the  wori
 "verification"  itself  loses  denotation.  we  should  not  suppose
 that  this  exploration  is  less  scientific  than  any  other  method
 of  inquiry.  (what  do  we  mean  when  we  state  "yes,  but  it  will  tel
 us  less"?)
 alan  sondheim

 snow]

 are  inches

 fallingí
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 XCQWP  BNKJVS  PGHZTD

 By  Ronald  M,  Spatz

 Friends:

 The  monument  is  almost  erected,  Unveilinz  will  occur  pron>otly
 on  the  seventeenth  day,  Formal  attire,  including  patent  lenther
 footwear,  will  be  observed,  Buffet  will  be  available  before  anċ

 IN  interment,  Permits  will  be  issued,  Buses  taken  and  so orth,

 Vehicular  homicide  is  committed  from  time  to  tire,  and  yet  wec

 must  consider  and  remember  the  consequences  of  such  an  act,  Intent

 is  most  imyortant,  as  determined  in  the  tire  tread's  depth  or  lack
 of  it,

 Keep  in  mind  dear  friends,  it  is  difficult  to  deny  e  denarture.
 Iate  comers  esn  not  he  admitted,

 Yours,

 Pashe  Frablischer

 Fat  cells  growing,  Dividing,  Cysts  teins  root  upon  eye:  lids  and
 brows,  Polyns  swinging  to  and  fro  against  the  colon  walls,  Small  in-
 sgrovm  wires  ceusins  multiple  abrasions  at  the  surface,  Blood  in  tu-
 hers  spills  out,  Water  fills  the  lungs  and  gills  nulsete,  Snouts  un-
 eorth  massots  and  ant  farms,  Instinct  becomes  acute,  Survival,  mo-
 rentarily  in  doubt,  is  revived.

 Euphemia  seemed  happy  to  see  me;  sreetings.  On  the  nylon  nile  rug,

 the  cnndomic  universe  accepted  the  fusing  send:  electricity  gener-
 sted,  revolving  in  free  fall,  touching  liquid  wax  at  each  turn  of  the
 rimbhus  clouds,

 A  lone  perschute  opened,  Restraint,  The  drifting,  stethoscopving, the  silk  shrouð  collapsing.
 "If  in  a  dream,  in  a  fall,"  she  had  explained,  "if  you  can't  awake

 before  the  interment,  then  death  displaces  the  dream,"  Euphemia  was
 osleep;  all  »recautions  had  been  taken,  I  touched  her,

 ly  hond  possed  unon  the  tracing,  the  reys  entwined  with  shadow

 licht,

 Putting  in  and  taking  out  of  envelopes,  Some  with  dessicated  muci-
 lage  to  be  wetted  and  tin  clips  to  be  bent;  others  needing  but  an  in-
 sertive  finser  to  instigate  a  response,  At  times,  surgery  is  the  only
 means  to  reduce  the  swelling.

 The  balding  process  once  begun  is  halted  under  a  veil  of  naked
 skin,  its  roots  dead,  is  abandoned;  polished  with  time,  softened  by
 rin,  ond  finclly  curling  in  senility  with  the  bone,

 I  watched  telèvision  as  the  sorting  continued.

 In  the  hospital  waiting  rcom,  victory  had  been  predicted  and...

 BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLET

 BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLET

 "Combined  wire  services  report  confirmotion  of  death,  The  depart-
 ment  of  defense  has  declined  comment,  but  sgovernment  officials  on  the

 sceno  szid  later  that  the  President  had  been  informed  and  was  deeply
 saddened,  To  reveat,  combined  wire  services  report  confirmation  of
 death.  Stay  tuned  for  further  developments,"

 the  clerzy,  empowered  hy  the  state  to  perform  certain  rites,  closed

 Ronad  M,  Spatz  was  Born  IN  1949  1N  NEw  York  Ciy,  AND  WaS  Bnuamen  at  Lrswas  College  oF  Tir  Cry  INnERSITY  oF  New  York
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 the  hedroom  door  behind  them,  and  retraced  their  ste»s;  a  hushand  and

 his  wife  emerged  from  cobalt  therapy  and  were  met  by  ap»lause,  fol-

 loved  by  the  arrest  of  body  function,

 "The  wild  growth  of  cells,"  doctor  Redford  lamented...

 BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLET
 3ULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLETIN  BULLET

 "Corhined  vire  services  revort  that-docetor  Jonathan  Redford,  taken
 into  custody  by  police  late  last  evening,  as  a  material  witness,  has
 heen  found  dead  in  his  cell,  According  to  reliable  sources,  doctor
 Redford  hrd  heen  despondent  for  some  time,  Cause  of  death  has  yet  to

 be  determined,  To  repeat,  doctor  Jonathan  Redford  hes  been  found  dead

 in  his  cell,  Stay  tuned  for  futher  developments," eee
 while  lubricating  a  thermometer.

 "Ihat  hannens  if  it's  normal  doctor?"

 tnough  of  this  device,  I  thought,  as  I  unyluggeð  the  set,
 Nv  o3nanån  xes  2slee»,  snd  nothing  to  do,  I  was  bored,  PFantasying

 ny  Yill,  those  bequeathed  did  monage  to  pay  their  resvects,

 XCQWP  BIKJVS  FGHZTD

 The  »lot  is  suspect.

 The  clinical  detachment  of  scientists  priming  paint,  spies  storing
 drte:  enter.

 "ood  of  you  to  come,"  Hez  said  softly.
 "hrt  rooms  re  involved?"  l
 "A11  of  em,  Everything  must  be  as  it  was  by  six  fourteen.  White,

 fronch  white,  to  be  exset.  It's  e11  the  same,"

 "ith  lons  teruous  strokes,  the  roller  slid,  dripped;  the  walls  re-
 sisted.  The  hangings  zone,  the  nails  implanted  in  the  plaster  were
 srováng:  the  bulbous  hess  flowering  -  orange  brown  bacillus  rods.

 "Lothemotios  is  tho  nurest  forn  of  art."  She  stated  while  assault-
 inz  the  mouldings.  The  cerdinality  of  rational  numbers,  (vhich  usual-
 1y  yreeipitoted  a  rouze  tint  in  her  checks,)  was  not  consiċered,She
 wore  bleek.

 Plans  exchanged,  were  faked  on  the  spot.

 "Gond  of  you  to  come,"  Meg  ssid  softly  and  departed.
 Woitins,  I  wotehed  the  vaint  ary,  crack,  2nd  drop  off,

 "Jtephrnie,  Sre  youa  virsiin?"
 "p  h  huh.  "  `  "  S
 Key  hole  blur,  making  sense:  'Deutschland  Uber  Alles,'

 bumm hurmm  humm  :  : humm  burn  bumm
 burm  humm  DUI,  ele  e  ssuweeee  eses

 Let  us  12y.

 In  their  sond-besred  bunker,  the  controllers  alloted  space  for

 redor  blips.  The  time  fsetor  comyliçated  the  WnAemtAEinC,  (The  tr?ns- ference  to  sround  levels  is  required  by  lov,  )

 "Trons  Vorld  four  tro  one,  this  is  Blithe  Aporosch  Control.
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 reint  in  three  thoussnd,  Little  or  no  delay,  Blithe  lending:  rue
 three,  left,  Blithe  weathers  five  thousond  scattered;  estimated  notl-
 inz,  nine  hundred  overesst;  visibility,  ono  cighth  of  ©  mile;  lisht
 rrin,  ind  ís  vest  rt  six  knots;  the  oltinnter,  folling,"

 ntroining  metr,  flops  dorm,  ensines  in  funk,  final  instrmctions.
 four  oint  positioning.  night,  friction,  rubber,  shric',  fover,
 reseure.,  conwulsins.  sull,  stop.

 nosh  losh  7103h  plos  s}
 :  :  :  plosh  plosh  »losh  plosh  plosh  losh  ploch  Airsh

 "Parsport  pleese,  Anything  to  feclara?"

 “hore  fect  -  vetor"

 SWATI

 .  U.3.  Customs

 PASSED  PF31333

 llew  York

 Plywood  temnorery  terminal  fecility,  Nisloid  bosgage,  Inset  gless
 vierings  p1°tlornm,  3e1ations.  Peeking.  Pawing.  Pewnins.  Tonguins.
 L°ushins,  Luring.  ILolling.  Lo»nins.  Sniling.  Snorting.  Sweating.
 Snoring.  Wining,  Waving.  Feming,  Pertin,

 POOP!

 Inset  gloss  viewing  platform,  Transperent  finger  veinting.

 POOP!

 Inset  glass  viering  platform,  Fog  mildew  fungus.

 plir

 Safe  covern,  Block  letters,

 XCOQWP  BIKJVS  FGHZTD

 iP  plip

 Dripstone,
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 ۳  bs  ف  Bue  Rb  EP
 arses  BVE  SHOOK  ا
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 Rosmat

 re  &  Kei

 th  Waldro

 p:  Knee
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 A  SHORT  STORY  BY  NANCY  WEBER

This content downloaded from 
������������108.12.209.211 on Mon, 15 Dec 2025 06:53:39 UTC������������� 

All use subject to https://about.jstor.org/terms



 du  0  4  r  A.  2
 2  £  AMSAV  E,  1 Nandan  We?  bm  Ua  oud  E
 n  ams  lk  cang  >  "the  n  نر
 E  n  م  ف  عامل"  ا adm

 0
حک 

 4

 Nor  Theat  you're  The  enewm  ؛

 wa  d  vo  |  +hat  ISH  +  ۱  . 2  ا
َ  0 ا  واسو  يم  ا  سا  م  ی 

د  هلل,  س 

 Qet  way  an  STRANE  E  e  e
 Fo  nor  doia

 o,  de  gaa  gf  2  dn
 Wan  |  n  4  n  ong 0  ا
 dew  whet  d  wan? ا  اس
 FLESH  0  0 we  Leake  1  هى  ل

 We  That  PRIDE  D  Ch  ASS.  iar  _

 Aig  y  wiha  a  youn  CD?  Od  tha

 ‘in  TO  Mont  at  vont  1  affg ص  ا  ا  ا
 0
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 DoT  wo  CARES  AGT  HER?

,Hon  WK  4  pudaweg ارل  طو  م  .the  TENNIS  PinyER  %  ا  5 

 Me  AT.  ل1ل  همس  pnp  nga

 4  who  did  7  زام  س A  pid 1  ا  ا
7  م  ف ا  0 ل  2  0  0 ل  ua,  D4)  اس  ا 

o.  Listen,  really.  Let's  +alk  about  wy  Lenni  s س  هارو  ر 
 phe  club  with

 qame.  Remember  The  Fie  21  went  up  te
 Sanet  e  Tay  7  And  Mrs.  Engle  hart  called  to  tll  you

 What  an  absolve]  qe  ن  Thad?  Anal  he

 sweet  1  burt  ا  A  mp  4u  tennl'g  dresy?.  fn whet  httle  DOLL  FT  Wis  ۱  enrol  e  Puchi  7
 Well  call  her  vp  Bsk  her  1f  that  darling  ا
 should  b4  shipped  0  Alaska  COLL  ECT.

 th  ou  Ho  the  م
 han  Up  °  1  ر  wid  : SEE?  How  sideratfe  3L

th  an  Gb  moaning  ا  1 

 hg  ۸ مملو  مالم  ن  PERHRPS  7  AM  700  SAME!  PERHAPS  TL

BE  SENT  TF  of  EpousE  70  ZE  و 

 O  DARRINED  0  My  EXCESS  SRNENESS  |  1 ا
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 wa  Aa.  A  won't  ap  okt,  0  horê  1
 oie  e  4  aah  1
 lining  1  0  Pa?  Moga  ‘d3  aie

 lh  hid  ors  >  TA)  Yao  ova  لس  د

 Ma  04  un  o  YY  lod  Yon  Wn  (owe?
 E  ZM  SueRY  FRONT  cveny  THM,  PAY

 7  AM  IM  SoRRY  abot  MPS.  Gor  ALTE  Es  1.  1⁄7

 SORRY  fBOoUT  THE  THINGS  Z  0/0  %0  4
 :  Din  N  KW  SHE'D  BE  so  UPSET  Nov  7T  rH

 Wee:  4"  SORRY  2  LEO  0V  ۰  37  WS
 YY  JST  THT  NE  STRAW  BERRIES  (RED

 T,  py  ERE:  E  Md  Ho  answer  them,
iln't  Z2  Pleest  don't  send  Maل 
اا  +  oe  yo  Ver  Much)  ]ہہ 
 a  bov  ?he  +i  we  +  broke  4]  900

 the  Lit  chen  windows.  The  traWherries
 e  yee.  Please  den'  send  MS  Way:  ZAR

 Jou  seud  we  away  FM  Kull  yous  Waa  s

 it  ihe  tope  Lea  Art  yur  deenms

 Felt  0]  yow  Fina  Sars?  The

 |  ASE  DON'TS  ENDE  Ringy,
 n  pENUY  VERY  SAME

و 
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 FOND  (meaning:  pressed  to  the  heart).  Cross  wrists,  in

 front  and  above  the  heart,  right  near  body.  Press.

 cross  my  heart,
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 ASSEMBLING

 O!  leaving,  for  GM.  flying

 we  do  that

 before  the  page  of

 C<)  names

 is  it  love  isit  gre  e  d

 fm

 this  far  from  the  ocean  /  L
 t  BELA?

 Siow  rhythm  he  catocti^$ sitorw  i  graph  of  foothill  1s  Sga  Í

 forget  it

 |  lazed  away

 sugardaddy

 forgets  war
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 play  your  whitepiano  man
 the  cat  hups  on  the  porch

 you're  leaving  the  farm

 you  don't  own  it

 sudlces  geff
 wE  tach  avt  a  outfči

 nrd  smilje  damn  language

 Dear  God:  Give  Me  Peace,  i.e.,

 a  small  farm,  good  barn  ànd

 fences.  Amen.  And  keep  me

 from.  California;  Amen.

 Make  My  Horse  A  Winner.

 so  goodbye  goodbye

 make  it  home

 you  give  your  whitepiano

 to  the  girl  you  introduced

 when  we  were  boys

 she  keeps  MY  memories

 you'll  float  that  lookedupsomewhere  look

 and  bring  her  back

 you  hear

 STEPHEN  WIEST
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 RONALD  M.  SPATZ,  born  in  New  York  City,  recently  graduated

 from  Lehman  College  CUNY.  His  unpublished  works  include  more

 stories  and  several  plays.

 KEITH  WALDROP  teachs  English  at  Brown  University,  runs  a

 magazine  and  press  called  Burning  Deck  ,  and  his  more  convent-

 ional  poems  were  collected  in  A  Windmill  Near  Calvery  (1968).

 Rosemarie  Waldrop  is  his  legalized  wife.

 NANCY  WEBER  lives  in  New  York.  She  asks  that  it  be  known

 that  she  loves  her  mother  and  father.  Her  first  novel  will  appear

 in  the  spring  of  1971.

 STEVE  WELTE  lives  beneath  the  Brooklyn  Bridge.

 HANNAH  WEINER  works  as  a  designer  of  underwear.  As  a  poet

 and  artist  she  has  contributed  to  magazines  and  anthologies.  She

 has  done  performance  pieces  and  has  recently  completed  an  ex-

 tended  work  that  remains  unpublished.

 ADDENDUM

 DAN  GRAHAM  works  on  the  interface  of  criticism,  art  and
 literature.  His  recent  works,  including  poetry  and  art
 criticism,  were  collected  in  End  Moments  (1970),  which  he

 published  himself.  He  is  said  to  possess  one  of  the
 imaginative  minds  of  the  age.

 MICHAEL  METZ,  born  in  New  York  in  1945,  has  been  "trying

 to  set  up  a  studio  that  would  let  me  produce  as  much  as  I
 needed  [in  Providence,  R.I.].  I  have  given  up  and  am  moving
 back  within  the  year."

 STEPHEN  WIEST  wishes  no  biographical  note.

 GIVEN  ASSEMBLING'S  COMPOSITIONAL  PROCESS,  THERE  IS  NO  SUCH

 ENTITY  ÁS  A  DEFECTIVE"  COPY.
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 BERNADETTE  MAYER,  co-founder  and  co-editor  of  0  to  9  has

 contributed  poems  and  stories  to  numerous  New  York  magazines.

 CAROLE  SPEARIN  McCAULEY,  Associate  editor  of  Panache  is

 currently  completing  a  novel  with  the  assistance  of  a  computer.

 Its  tentative  title  is  Ingrid  Watts.

 PETER  MELNICK,  born  in  Brooklyn  in  1943,  has  contributed  to

 Panache,  He  was  last  seen  traveling  from  North  Carolina  (  where

 he  graduated  college  )  to  Canada.

 RICHARD  MELTZER,  author  of  The  Aesthetics  Of  Rock  (  1970)

 calls  his  Assembling  contribution  Rin  Tin  Tin's  Asshole  and  Penis.

 "It's  a  thousand  pages  of  all  different  shit  (including  the  only  copy

 of  the  only  novel  I  ever  wrote)  so  each  one-page  thing  is  gonna  be

 a  whole  different  show  stopper.  '

 ELANA  NACHMAN  was  last  seen  on  the  way  to  Europe,  planning

 to  attend  the  fall  1970  session  of  The  California  Institute  of  The

 Arts.  Previously  she  had  checked  out  Reed  College  and  studied

 writing  in  Chicago.

 LIAM  O'  GALLAGHER  identifies  himself  as  an  intermedia  artist.

 He  has  worked  in  language,  image  and  sound.  Planet  Noise  (1969)

 and  Fruit  Cup  (1969)  collect  his  visual  poetry  which  also  appeared

 in  Imaged  Words  and  Worded  Images.  He  lives  in  San  Francisco's
 Chinatown.

 MICHAEL  JOSEPH  PHILLIPS  teaches  English  and  Creative  Writing

 at  The  University  of  Wisconsin  (  Milwaukee).  He  has  published  poems

 in  many  magazines  and  limited  editions.

 EDWARD  RUSCHA,  a  painter,  has  also  published  his  own  remarkable

 books:  Twenty-Six  Gasoline  Stations  (1962),  Some  Los  Angeles  Apart-

 ments  (1965),  Sunset  Strip  (1966),  Thirty-four  Parking  Lots  (1967),

 Nine  Swimming  Pools  (1968),  and  Stain  (1969).

 ALAN  SONDHEIM,  who  teaches  at  The  Rhode  Island  School  of  Design

 has  written  poems  and  essays,  made  films,  exhibited  sculpture,  pro-

 duced  theatre,  recorded  his  music  and  is  both  the  editor  and  printer

 of  Occasional  Press.
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 Vito  Acconci

 Tom  Ahern

 Arakawa

 Lee  Baxandall

 Gay  Beste

 George  Chambers

 Marvin  Cohen

 Regina  Cohen

 Mad  Dog

 Raymond  Federman

 Rosalie  Frank

 Paul  Friedman

 Madeline  Gins

 Elizabet  Ginsberg

 Dan  Graham

 Aime  Rene  Groulx

 Jan  Jacob  Herman

 Roni  Hoffman

 Scott  Hyde

 David  Ignatow

 Arno  Karlen

 Lynn  P.  Kohl

 Henry  J.  Korn

 Richard  Kostelanetz

 Robert  Lax

 Arthur  Layzer

 Bernadette  Mayer

 Carole  S,  McCauley

 Peter  Melnick

 Richard  Meltzer

 Michael  Metz

 Elana  Nachman

 Liam  0'Gallagher

 Michael  J.  Phillips

 Edward  Ruscha

 Alan  Sondheim

 Ronald  M.  Spatz

 K.  &  R.  Waldrop

 Nancy  Weber

 Hannah  Weiner

 Steve  Welte

 Stephen  Wiest
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