
There's a little ambiguity over

there among the bluebells

By Ruth Krauss



$3.95

There's a little ambiguity over

there among the bluebells

By Ruth Krauss

Although the literary

world knows Ruth Krauss

best as the author of, quite

literally, dozens of utterly

delightful books for chil-

dren, the theater world has

increasingly come to know

another aspect of her work

—the poem plays collected

here for the first time as a

selection in a book.

Some of these plays are

really poems. That is to say

that the delight in reading

the texts on which the per-

formances are based adds

to and complements the

whole experience of seeing

the staged realization in a

very special way, because

one can visualize so clearly

and perfectly for oneself all

the potentials of the images

on which the performance

is based.

Similarly, some of these

poems are really plays, pre-
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This is a Krauss sampler disorganized to turn you on to the possi-

bilities of selection and juxtaposition and creating your own show.

The theater pieces have been set to music, published and widely

performed at Judson Poets Theater, Café Cino, Café la Mama,

Actors Studio, etc. — the editor



Weather

Cloudy with occasional immaculate conception today.



Drunk Boat

act one everyone is born

act two South Pole

act three West 86th Street

act four everyone contracts

act five everyone recovers

act six everyone dies

Act seven

because seven is a magic number

the torch carriers are waiting on the side

TorcH SONG

Life, the girls are wearing their skirts higher

and higher

for you

Life, at the South Pole the icebergs

are dancing for you

For you the film-makers are making films

And me I am writing a poem

for you

look! no hands—

I be carry for you torch great torch set on fire whole world

waterfalls green lightnings maelstrom

unlatched land and the tree that will become a violin

or perhaps a fence

Life, I am eyes full of accolades for you

my ocean

my moon

my horse



a great meadow appears

the clown riding a broomstick-with-wings comes

galloping over it

“Pardon me, Sir”’ he says to the broomstick

“I thought you was a horse”

the broomstick takes off from under

the clown and flies away

CLUNK MAN

Clunk!



NARRATOR:

ICEBERG:

in a poem you make your point with lemons-on-fire

LEMONS-ON-FIRE fly out overhead across the

horizons over into onto the stage from all

directions the people run out and bow lie down

and roll in the grass on the rooftops in the sand

and it would be nice to have an iceberg going

in and out



Narcissus

Narcissus: How much do you love me how much

ImaGe: As much as tomato soup

Narcissus: Help!

Send Help!

Runners start running

People jump out of windows

Cabbages jump out of the ground

There’s a crucifixtion . . .

...........



News

A crowd of twenty-three thousand coy mistresses is expected to

turn out this morning for the forty-four day ruby-finding meet by

the Indian Ganges’ side. Eighth race on the card is scheduled for

quaint honor to succumb to the tide at 4:35 P.M. and will be tele-

cast. Thus while her willing soul transpires, she who wins shall take

her due except she come up with the same bruised thigh that put

her out of action last week.



Questions or maybe Answers

CHILD

Grandfather, do old people grow down

as young people grow up?

GRANDFATHER

Of course not, child.

(the grandfather begins to grow down his knees

are shortly framed in flowers his gold watch chain

his beard and now like Whitman full of butterflies



Trio

whom does the little one favor

whom does the little one favor

the little one favors the moon

whom does the little one favor

whom does the little one favor

the little one favors a young lettuce leaf

whom does the little one favor

whom does the little one favor

the little one favors the East River

and the Queensborough Bridge

and a beard full of butterflies

a beard full of butterflies

that’s whom the little one favors
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Horse-Opera-With-Wings

Here comes the poet a-riding riding riding

Here comes the poet a-riding

on a Horse-WiTH-WINGs

PoEeTr: what a poet wants is—

THE Horsk takes off from under the PogT and

flies away

CLuNK MAN: Clunk



if Only

If only I was a nightingale singing

If only I was on my second don’t-live-like-a-pig-week

If only the sun wasn’t always rising behind the next hill
If only I was the flavor of tarragon

If only I was phosphorescence and a night phenomena

at sea

If only Old Drainpipe Rensaleer as we used to call him

hadn’t hit bottom in Detroit the time he made

a fancy dive and got absentminded and forgot

to turn and all his shortribs got stove in he

got sucked down the drainpipe because the grate

wasn’t on

If only I didn’t have to get up and let our dog out now

If only the glorious day in April because it has no

beginning or end that all Flatbush had awaited

impatiently between creation and construction

has come

If only I was James Joyce and had written Finnegans Wake

only then I'd be gone

If only it was I had been cornerstone of the Parnassian

edifice

If only I too had the force to batter a reader about

like a shuttlecock and then strike him or her

out with an indelible phrase to make him or her

forever after a changed him or her

If only somebody would hug me right now

If only I was a sickle moon only then I'd never be full

If only I could explode like Symbolism

If only on the other hand I never explode like Symbolism



If only I was rain in the highest branches

If only I was a little stairs running straight up out

of the sea

If only somebody would kiss me on the back of the neck

right now

If only somebody would complain to me

“Je n’ose pas me plaindre, 6 maitresse ingrate;

Vous étes sans oreille et je perdrais mon cris.”

If only I hadn’t read the Consumer’s Report on the

Chicken Industry

If only those degraded bastards hadn’t monkeyed around

with the Oreo Sandwich pattern

If only I didn’t have to get up and let our dog in

again now

If only Alicia had never answered the phone that day

If only Dudley didn’t go around thinking she’s the

infant Jesus because she was born on Christmas and

we should have a parade

If only I didn’t think I was the infant Jesus otherwise

what was I doing hanging upside down in a blue

light in the barn all night

If only Gold’s Delicatessen was on Chestnut River Road

If only New York City was in Connecticut

If only I had not said no to just lunch

If only I had said no to just lunch

If only we had not had to have our picnic sitting in the

middle of the bridge

If only I too could be reassisted and rise up in the

clocks that are moving saying ‘Rainbow,

rearrange yourself’ and the precious stones

crying out in envy ‘Oh aha!’ And in the forest

lip daughters orange and kneeling in the clear

deluge heavy with nakedness that makes her in

the shade the flower



If @nly I was a plum

If only the seagulls would stop dropping clamshells

on our roof

If only the girl and boy who all summer

were walking the roads hand in hand

and all autumn were walking the roads

hand in hand and all winter are walking

the roads hand in hand and all spring what on earth

is going to happen to them hand in hand if only

it stopped here and they could never

know

If only I had never seen a shining river pouring

out of the sky

If only the new rational interpretation for the Dodgers

was not unfolding for a formal christening

If only I had never been a part of that almost completely

human story where second base like the marrow of

its bones mounted on air

If only Charlie Ebbets would go away

If only I didn’t have so much electricity

If only I was a farm only I'd be sure to be

a farm full of onions and pigs

instead of a delightful acre of

young green lettuces

If only I was a really sharp operator

If only I didn’t forget the eggs every time I boiled them

If only I didn’t forget the toast every time I boiled it

If only our dog wasn’t such a pest and what was he doing

anyway riding through the air all night in a white

closed limousine

If only I had looked down that hole in Yucatan

If only I knew whether to wave at second hand Plymouths



If only somebody was following me down a street in Paris
right now

If only a thousand poetry students dressed like sheiks

would ride motorcycles down the street in front

of our house right now

If only I was dawn

If only I was a drunken boat sailing between the lines

If only I was more mystically charged than blackest night

If only the little boy wearing glasses hadn’t asked

me if I was a witch

If only they didn’t throw crackers around every morning

and when it’s not that it’s dried apricots

If only I wasn’t so interested in the Emperor’s marriage

If only when you left them alone for ten minutes they

didn’t burn down the house

If only they would stop pursuing me to the four passions

of the soul namely joy hope grief and fear

If only it was I who had invented suitable images

of California

If only I was Socrates only then I'd be gone

If only he had never called me one of those who come

into the world with a ray of moonlight in

their brains

If only I was a little shell full of roaring

If only I lived in a little red caboose

If only men wouldn’t commit bigamy for me

I only I had not seen the pushcart peddlar out selling

me in a quarter edition translated by James Joyce

last night

If only I had not played the violin until after

If only bigamy would go away

If only trigamy would go away



If only our dog would stop staring at me

If only they had never moved me farther out into the

Western Ocean

If only my dream would not rise and fall by the moon

If only there were no chimneys in it

‘and a bird is flying by under a chimney in it?’

and a duckis sfl:tmg on itselfin it’

and a sun is rlslng under the duck?’

and a sun is rising under the duck’

under the falling?’

rising under the falling’

‘the falling’

‘the falling’

‘and the moon again’

‘the moon again’

‘moon again’

‘moon’

If only I had never read that Space too is warped

If only my source too was in the mountain

If only I could forget that nifty number with a beautiful

haircut everything working right doing her

half-Veronicas out there with a mink stole and

absolutely devastating the bull she had the

sweat running out of the palms of my hands

If only she hadn’t killed a hundred and fifty-eight bulls

If only I too could do half-Veronicas out there with

a mink stole

If only Milwaukee hadn’t been on its can during the

Depression
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If only he hadn’t told me that a dog represented a

father to me
If only France was in Connecticut

If only England was in Connecticut

If only Connecticut was in Turkey

If only T'urkey was in Tierra del Fuego

If only I too was words on the page but much more

a music that exists off the page

If only Connecticut was in France

If only I was in France

If only I was in Vallauris

If only Vallauris was in me

If only Picasso was in Connecticut

If only Connecticut was in Picasso

If only I was in Picasso

If only Picasso no! once a companion always a companion

If only I could bark louder

If only I had read the Consumer’s report on green mascara

If only I wasn’t tougher than a night in jail

If only once again the mountain was covered with peaches

If only once again for me green lace tangles

were storming in the sea

If only once again the petticoats were flying down

116th Street

If only I had known how convenient it was to be a baby

If only hallo Al! I fal from my shall

If only we hadn’t taught Hero’s father how to get peanuts

out of keyholes



If only I hadn’t had to climb the mountain last night “

with my head tucked underneath my arm

If only he hadn’t been Catholic

If only once again I could comb my hair and it would

stand up stiff in a crown of icicles instead

of thorns

If only I knew what the woman in the night meant when

the messenger from the wars raced up to her holding aloft

the mass of pink ribbons with among them a black
whip and she cried ‘O look! My belt! He brings

me fair girdle’

If only I was a really neat hustler

If only I could go skiing in the Virgin Islands

If only I am never a lion in front a goat in the middle

and a serpent behind infesting mountains

If only he had not had a wife and six children

If only I could strike gold in me I guess I'd know it

If only I was a band full of bells

If only memory was like a chalk drawing

If only memory is never like a chalk drawing

If only we had not had to have our picnic sitting on

the banks of the South Norton Y swimming pool

If only my engine too had shine-in-the-coal between

the wild cherry trees

If only I had asked the girl on the train what she meant

when she said ‘If only the curl stays in my hair

until midnight’

If only I could read without glasses I could have

followed the handbook directions for distress

signals

If only I had put more hearts on the Valentine dragon

for Jill

If only I had never jumped over the city in the

half day light



Complaint

Ah me!

I am the sea



Ballet for Peaches

DoNkEY: What a PoET wants is Chicago covered

with peaches

the PoET covered with peaches flies

onto the stage

the DoNKEY climbs aboard and together

they disappear into a wildrice moonset

where shortly they are joined by

IMmAGEs oF MR. EINSTEIN waving hello with his socks

the IMAGEs multiply





A Show A Play: It's a girl!

a station

boy and girl

train enters

much kissing between boy and girl adieu goodby a little weeping

farewell

boy climbs on train

station exits with girl

a station

hundreds of people

train enters

all the people climb onto the train

station exits

o parted lovers

soliloquies o

suicide from cliffs that are leaping

o foxes pretending to be men



the ocean is a novel of wild lace and young dragons

a mountain is pink

air fresh

station empty

enter train

hundreds of passengers get off with picnic baskets and singing

train exits with landscape

the hundreds of passengers begin kissing each other

the station master the telegraph officer

the ticket seller the news stand woman the

oranges the boards of the platform the

barnswallow nests in the rafters over the

benches the timetables the trash disposal boxes

the mail slit the cigarette machine the telephone

booth the telephone the numbers on the dial the

holes for putting your finger in the ceiling the

cobwebs the new green paint the sign saying

women the sign saying men the boxes of red geraniums

planted by the Women of Darien the radiators the

heat the dust the cigarette butts the ashes

the ashes



a station

i1s empty

enter train

hundreds of trees get off

the ocean the ocean is a novel

a sword fight breaks out

Yoshitsune of The Thousand Cherry Blossom Trees

once again once again they die

once again they swords in hand

turn backward in their somersaults

the mountain is pink

fresh is the air

a station is empty

enter train of wild lace and young dragons get off

with picnic baskets of singing the station goes

away goodby farewell adieu and kisses

a little weeping are your wings

o boy o girl

o barnswallow nests in the rafters

1 tha raftora



in the rafters a station

boy and girl

enter train weeping

adieu oranges they kiss goodby farewell

poor train once again

the station goes away

o station that went away the show goes on

o novel of wild dragons turning back somersaults in lace

o hundreds of fresh pink mountains

fresh is the air o

fresh is the air

fresh is o

SONG OF THE MELANCHOLY DRESS

I stand among The Thousand Cherry Blossom People

the air is swords and broken

where is the ocean the wild

where is the lace the dragons where

and the station that went away

where is the mountain where

is the train is it vanquished again and turning

backward o backward in

back somersaults

where are the red geraniums planted by the Women of Darien where

o my station that went away my ocean o

my novel my pink mountain my young dragons

o parted lovers soliloquies o

suicide from cliffs that are leaping

o foxes pretending to be men



Dante and the Poet

PoOET: in a poem

- you make your point with—

DANTE flies onto the stage

from all directions

the urinating multitudes electrocute themselves

and the landscape becomes

DaRrK CLosgTs full of no light fly on take over



NARRATOR

night falls is it a shell yes

the shell opens

seven ladies in bright kimonos

are seated as if pearls

CHORUS OF LADIES

this is your house, Onward,

will you come in

costume motion verse and music

every part of you we invite

like a favorite avacado vine

NARRATOR

and gradually they are telling her they tell her

a story

to seduce her

LLEADER OF THE CHORUS OF LADIES

once-upon-a-time—

AvrLL THE LADIES TOGETHER

once-upon-a-time—

NARRATOR

Onward, the protagonist, steps into the shell

listening to the roar

she is laughing to keep time

her body is moving as if about to dance

the north of her is green

Onward

the seven ladies in bright kimonos

are still seated as if pearls

the shell closes

night goes up in flame is it the sleeves

of the kimono of the sun yes





News

Miss Diana Palmer went roaring through a ceremony tonight of

white lace whips waving wild and hurtling with winds of eighty

miles an hour or more over the top of the Wedding March straight

to the bottom of Christ Church (Baptist) with Mr. Theodore Van

Huston. This was her maiden voyage.



Song

When your boyfriend writes you a letter

and you light up the air it’s

love

When your boyfriend writes and you run

and the road runs with you and you run to the sea

the big blue beautiful bounding sea

and you tear it up the letter the beautiful letter

so your mother can’t read it or find it no never

you jump with it into the sea

the sea

you jump with it into the mighty fine sea

When your boyfriend writes

When your boyfriend writes

and you light up the air

you light up the road

your shoes light up

your hair lights up it’s

love oh-h-h-h-h-h-h it’ -

s-s-s-s-s LOVE



Molly

Apollinaire trying to translate himself into English

New York Poetry Student

Catalogue of Philosophy Courses

Quartet MoLLY
yes

APOLLINAIRE

the garden of the song

bats itself like flowers

MoLLy

I said yes

APOLLINAIRE

in the wind

who bats like flowers

MoLLy

I will Yes

APOLLINAIRE

batting in the wind

PHILosorPHY CATALOGUE

the pre-Socratic School

and the Vedas



MoLLy

and the sea the sea

crimson sometimes like fire

POETRY STUDENT

Farina of my heart with atomic lyric of lump

You electrify me more than a sixteen-story sonnetful

of astro-camera-cognac

APOLLINAIRE

the garden of the troops

sings very sweetly

while slowly the cows

are abandoned

POETRY STUDENT

You are the missile-piece in my son-of-a-cream-of-stanza

MoLLy

and the fig tree in the Alameda gardens yes

and all the queer little streets

and pink and blue and yellow houses

Pa1LosorHY CATALOGUE

Plato and the Upanishads

MoLLy

and Gibraltar as a girl where I was a flower of the mountain



APOLLINAIRE

like a masque of tyranny

memories sound

among the winds

I shall return to myself often

PHILosoPHY CATALOGUE

the Indianism of Jesus

the Buddhism of the Essenes

POETRY STUDENT

the happy-go-boiled-again of my consonance

MoLLy

like the Andalusian girls

APOLLINAIRE

and so much of the universe is forgotten

where is Christopher Columbus

who owes us the unmemorizing of continence

and takes so seriously phantoms

MoLLy

going about serene with his lamp

yes and then we’d have a hospital nurse next thing

on the carpet and O

POETRY STUDENT

My cracked bean of galaxy-enjambement

My purée of pentameter in a pink parachute



PHILosoPHY CATALOGUE

Islam and the West

Thoreau and his contemporaries

APOLLINAIRE

the Don Juan of a thousand and three comets ha!

MoLLY

and how he kissed me under the Moorish wall

POETRY STUDENT

You a anapest are in constellation of mush

APOLLINAIRE

toujours

PHiLOsoPHY CATALOGUE

the Hinduism of T'urgenev

Tolstoy

Dostoyevsky

Gorky

England-Ireland

the impact of the East on Yeats

T. S. Eliot

Aldous Huxley

APOLLINAIRE

toujours



MoLLy

I thought as well him as another

POETRY STUDENT

A salad-ballad in bullet and

capsule of hexameter-corn

PHa1LosorPHY CATALOGUE

Egyptian philosophy

Indian thought

APPOLLINAIRE

let us pass

all passes

MoLLy

all perfume yes

and his heart was going like mad

APPOLLINAIRE

toujours toujours

it makes a little heavy

and your hair

so long, Marie

which gives an air

of going to adventure





News

A young man in scanty contemplation clad was picked up yester-

night while undergoing a dialect change at the junction of Second

Avenue and St. Germaine. He is said to be the first of the season.



Re-examination of Freedom

ONE

If I were FREEDOM

I’d enter the mountains

and run like a waterfall

Two

If T were FREEDOM

I’d be that mud puddle

where Walter Raleigh laid his cloak

no I mean I'd be that cloak

laid by Sir Walter in the puddle of Queen Elizabeth I mean

the puddle for Queen Elizabeth I mean

once there was a puddle and there was a queen and

along came Sir Walter Somethingorother and laid down his cloak

for her

if I were FREEDOM

I’d be that cloak

and the World my Queen

I mean



THREE

If I were FREEDOM

I'd take off I'd fly

most beautiful I

would range in the sky

another sun

and the people sunflowers

ALL

IfI

)5 b

and

Tl

SoNG

If I were FREEDOM

I’'d love you

in the demented batteries

I'd love you

on the sidewalk

I’d love you

and glasses are empty but

I’d love you I'd love you



abandoned thus to the fury of symbols

If I were FREEDOM

and suddenly there is the wilderness

I'd love you

yes all hands are lost when the ship goes down but

I’d love you

the shadows crowd on the shore

I love you

tell me before the ferryman’s return

I love you I love you

and everything is full of the sea

If I were FREEDOM

I’d love you

dirty calabash

I’d love you

my lion

I’d love you I'd love you

if I were FREEDOM

on feathers in my head if there were snow

on cards on the tables on the chairs

the waves distill you

and the night

salt white stuff on stones

I love you

so that one discovers strawberries at the rim of fire everyday

I love you I love you

which 1s a condition that becomes a festival



Questions or maybe Answers

CHILD

Mother, in autumn do bricks

fall the way leaves do?

MOTHER

No, dear.

(child goes off—theatre falls)





There’'s a little ambiguity over there

among the bluebells

One: What a poet wants is a lake in the middle

of his sentence

(a lake appears)

Two: yesand a valid pumpkin

(a pumpkin appears)

THREE: and you should slice up language like a

meatcutter abba dabba dabba dabba yack

(sliced up language appears)

Four: It’sfine we have inhibitions

otherwise we’d all be dead

(all drop dead)

Frve: or flat on our backs

(all roll over onto backs)

S1x: ves and everyone on rollerskates in bed

would be nice

(everyone on rollerskates in bed appears)

SEVEN: and a delayed verb

EicaT: and an old upright piano

(an old upright piano appears)

(all bow together to the audience and to each other)

NINE: goes to the piano and begins to play

(everyone dances)





Several people were asked how they would stage

Speech One from the title poem...
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Questions or maybe Answers

In a cottage kitchen

CHILD: Mother, was a skyscraper

once a little cottage

like ours?

MortHER: No, dear. Of course not.

(the CoTTAGE begins to grow . ..



Uri Gagarin & William Shakespeare

compare thee

more lovely

and a single spin around the earth

winds do shake

withstanding well the state of weightlessness

too short

too hot

and often could see the earth my native

fair from fair sometime declines

through portholes no

by chance or

speed and changing course

shall not fade

I remember

possession of that fair

in my swift flight

covered in areas by clouds

and in his shade

eternal lines

alone

so long as men can breathe or eyes

so long

no falling continuously no



News

“This measure,” the Attorney-General stated, “This legislation—

which I endorse—requires some thirty thousand skylarks to regis-

ter for the first time with my office.” And he left the room.



1f I were FREEDOM

I’d never be Aunt May

who thinks she is the U.S.A.

and her left leg is Florida

MaAy: oris it my right

no my left

I’ll have a Civil War

I’ll sell Louisiana to Napoleon

Louisiana flies away

LeFT LEG: Napoleon Napoleon

lalalalala——





Winnie-The-Pooh and William Shakespeare

Winnie: How sweet to be a cloud

W.S.: when daisies pied and violets

Winnie: floating in the blue

W.S.: and lady-smocks all silver-white

and cuckoo-buds of yellow hue

Winnie: Iniquum fatum fatu

W.S.: Cuckoo cuckoo cuckoo

Winnie: every little cloud

always sings aloud

it makes him very proud

W.S.: on every tree for thus sings he

Winnie: Winnie Ille Pu

Winnie Ille Pu

Together: Ecce Pu Ecce Pu

it makes him very proud

cuckoo cuckoo cuckoo

to paint the meadows with delight

to be a little cloud



SPRING running wild and throwing flowers

comes upon the POET

running wild and looking for a flower

they collide



BELL:

CHILD:

MOTHER:

DIRECTIONS:

CHILD:

MOTHER:

CHILD:

MOTHER:

CHILD:

Practical Mother’s Guide

begins ringing

Mama Mama,

is that the bell for springtime?

No, silly, that’s the door bell.

Would you answer it please.

CHILD runs to the door

Mama Mama, it’s a man with the sun.

Well, dear, tell him to leave it.

He says it’s €.0.D.

And Mama, it’s all tied up in ribbons and moths.

Ask him to bring it back tomorrow please.

- We have no money in the house.

Mama, he should leave it anyway.

It was the bell for springtime

and if we don’t take it in but

send it away—

Mother Mother, the sun—

what will happen to it?



MotHEer: Well, I don’t know.

Shells are full of the sea

the sea is full of waterbabies

and if you look in the eyes of the waterbabies. . .

..............................

Tell the man to take away the sun

and bring you a waterbaby.

CHILD: Sir, we have no money for the c.o.p.

Could you please leave the sun

and it shine anyway?

ManN: Why not.

Here.

Directions: CHILD takes the sun

and does a sun dance



The 50,000 Dogwood Trees at Valley Forge

HeapLiNe: The 50,000 dogwood trees at Valley Forge are

at the peak of their —

Trees: Bow! Wow! Wow!

HEADLINE: according to the Pennsylvania Department of
Forests and Waters.

Special details of State Police have been

assigned to —

Porice: Bow! Wow! Wow!

HEeADLINE: and to direct the —

AuromoBiLes: Bow! Wow! Wow!

HEADLINE: automobiles —

TrREESs: Bow! Wow! Wow!

Bow! Wow! Wow!

Porice: Bow! Wow! Wow!

Bow! Wow! Wow!

HeapLINE: Bow! Wow! Wow!

Bow! Wow! Wow!

ArL: Bow! Wow! Wow!

Wow! Wow! Wow!

Wow! Wow! Wow!

Wow! Wow! Wow!





THE SuN falls down onto the stage



Duet

the day is so pretty

the umbrella is yellow

the day is so pretty

the sun is so shining

the umbrella is yellow

with white lace all around

the day is so yellow

the umbrella is so pretty

the sun is so all around

with white lace so shining

the umbrella is so yella

the sun is so pretty

with white all so shining

around lace so yellow umbrellow

with day is so yello sa yella

umbrella sa pretty sa yad

sa pretty sa yaddy

sa leylow sow lamu

brell white lace with shining

the sun is so all around

the day 1is so pretty

the umbrella is yellow

the day is so pretty

the sun is so shining

the umbrella is yellow

with white lace all around
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Derangement

Human derangement is order in the universe and
who am I to upset it



NARRATOR: 1n a poem you make your point with pineapples

PiNeEaPPLES fly onto the stage from all directions

Spy: and it would be nice to have a spy going in and out





This Breast

This breast Mexican poetry

This breast Chinese history

This breast Odyssey

This breast Eugénie Grandet at the age of seven

This breast a resort in the Black Forest

This breast was acquainted with the King of Monataccata

This breast given special permission to settle in Geneva

This breast Dostoevskian Masterpiece

This breast Hegelian

This breast little acorn does to mighty oak tree grow

This breast as the Irish Statesman so shrewdly remarked

most unabashed explorer of the crypts of the soul

This breast—but we have nothing but the word of Mr. Snooks

This breast a dove

This breast the flower of Gum Swamp

This breast a little confused by this possibility

This breast suggesting by turns the mother the mistress

the father the Church Ireland India Greenland

Tierra del Fuego and the boot of Italy

This breast apostrophe to the cathedral of night

This breast Olé



This breast Shakespeare

This breast Picasso

This breast Einstein

This breast I seen it in the papers

This breast in Egypt the Pharoah
This breast we must emphasize the fact that a man should bid

farewell before going to his death

This breast with the historic city near the entrance to

the Hellespont

This breast composed entirely of scraps of historic fact

This breast giant devil troll sorcerer cannibal
This breast earliest form of the ballad in France

This breast the field and wood blossom thereat

This breast would you like to know how it started

This breast then we shall have to take an exciting trip

This breast boom-boom yippee slurp strawberries cabahas

This breast as we go whizzing along

This breast thousands of years go by

This breast we have a fine view of everything that happens

This breast like the time the star

This breast there has also been some attempt to correlate

its activity with changes in the time of the

migration of swallows with wheat yields and

even with social revolutions

This breast suddenly

waves quiverings storms lightnings shining

music apple-blossoms green grass blue days

little forget-me-nots



This breast surveyors at first considered flatlands

This breast the train service was never there

This breast following the dedication service there will be

a reception for old-timers

This breast serve as a reminder of the famous Railroad

That Went Totemic

This breast celebration parades fiesta a circus state-of-

the-state message one touch-down favorite

walloped the Philadephia Eagles U.S. representatives

on the scene should have ah-ha! Doe not mock me

in thy bed while these cold nights freeze me dead

in the supernatural dark of Main Street West

under the trestle with dreams broke down

tobacco haze

This breast volta! he is suddenly galvanized by the announcement

This breast to go to a special performance

This breast of predilection

the legendary radiance the wanton

This breast between the final stations of revolutionary orbit

no day no night summer or winter thermal radiation

transmissions megacycles and as to the Eastern

flank the encroachment of the North American

continent complicates matters

This breast needs timetable

This breast early one morning Gothic, Gothic on a vernal sea



News

“Cuckoo cuckoo cuckoo,” president of the Young Cuckoo’s Chris-

tian Association board said today during the appointment of a

married man as general chairman of the YCCA’s local $800,000

building and expansion campaign. “When daisies pied and violets

blue,” the president continued, “Cuckoo cuckoo cuckoo cuckoo.”

The president’s speech will be repeated again tonight in a nation-

wide broadcast.



Miracle or Goodbye My Poets’ Storefront

PoET

What a poet wants is

the 10 in the middle of a sentence

NARRATOR

the 1 appears and

begins to roar it is roaring like a dogstar under the moon

it is rising is the sea yes the air yes the constellation

of the —

CHORUS OF SAILING SHIPS, LIONS, LADDERS THAT LEAP, MR. EINSTEIN,

AND CHILDREN OF THE LEPER-COLONY KINDERGARTEN AT THAT

MOMENT WHEN THEY ARE RUNNING DOWN THE SIDES OF THE

ERUPTING VOLCANO WHO IS SINKING FOREVER LIKE GRANDMOTHER

THE ONE THE FIRE-DEPARTMENT HAD TO BE CALLED IN TO

PICK UP WHEN SHE FELL

yes yes yes yes yes yes

NARRATOR

yes roaring rising fills the stage that is

the auditorium the poet — he bows —

PoET

Gangway!

NARRATOR

and rises a balloon the poet flying away whoops

the audience a thousand balloons the theatre rising whoops whoops

flying away goodbye my love my own farewell

and kisses

Cornelia Street



in a Bull's Eye

1500 HorsEs rush by going east in profile

1500 HORsfisrush by going west‘in profile

1500 HORSES rush by goingr east again in profile

GIRL begins undressing | :

- FIre breaks' out |

CEOWD rolls over a cliff

Man: It’s very ‘hot I'll leave my hat and jaéket here*

BATTLESHIP sinks

BuLL’s EYE closes

*line from An America\n Tragedy





IMITATION

in the womb the wombmen come and go



PoET: in a poem

you make your point with —

AN OcCEAN rises with a boat and a sail

the PoET goes sailing away

water song?



PoET: in a poem

you make your point with a flower

A Srice Or PiE appears

PoET eats PIE

Yum-vyum Boy: yum yum



PoET: 1n a poem

you make your point with a flower

A BorrtLE OF WINE flies over

BorrLE: from France

Pogr: Ah! from France

PoET opens BorTLE and drinks

shortly FLOWERS-IN-THE-HEAD

together they the PoEeT et LES FLEURS DE FRANCE

do a drunk-flower dance



FrENCH POET: in a poem

one makes one’s point with

skies of quicksilver and nubile under the water

buttocks of sandstone —-

FrENcH CoOK: in a poem

one makes one’s point with

egg mixture as in basic omelette

one tablespoon fresh chopped chives

one tablespoon fresh chopped basil

one tablespoon fresh chopped tarragon PrResTO!

and a bottle of dry white wine

the CooK places the omelette around the Poer who

sits there amiably after properly embracing the Cook and

ToGETHER they eat the cook-poem

Cook: ah!

PoEeT: ah! ah!

Song

basil and tarragon

buttocks and wine

skies of quicksilver

lalalala —



FLOWER: in a poem

you make your point with a poet

Many PoEkrs fly onto the stage like firecrackers

from everywhere they —

Frowgr: Help!

FLOWER rises in a small flame

and falls in ashes as

the PoETS crash together in a heap on that spot

AN ASHCAN appears

and the moon

is set upon by Tarzan with his fan



PoET: in a poem

you make your point with a flower

AN ASHCAN appears

CURTAINS



PoET: in a poem

you make your point with a flower

AN ASHCAN appears

AsHCAN: The poet is thinking

PoET: 1n a poem

you make your point with an ashcan

MaNY AsHcANS fly onto the stage from all directions they

knock the PoET out



PoET: in a poem

you make your point with a flower

AN ASHCAN appears

PoET droops

SECOND ASHCAN appears

PoET droops more

Dozens Or ASHCANS appears

PoET cannot droops further farther

F1rsT ASHCAN begins to dance

SECOND ASHCAN begins to dance

Music?

ALL THE ASHCANS begins to dance they do the ashcan-can

PoET begins to dance



PoOET: in a poem

you make your point with a flower

AN ASHCAN appears

PoEr takes paintbrush and paints flowers over ASHCAN

CuUrTAINS pour down disguised as rain



PoET: in a poem

you make your point with a flower

NoTrHING happens

we wait he waits the PoET

IT begins to rain

PoET gets wet

Bic SuN comes out

in Granada

A FLOWER

mounted on mother-of-pearl

A FLOWER

without bridle or stirrups



PoOET: in a poem

you make your point with a flower

Frowegs fly in from all directions and are

CURTAINS



FLOWER: in a poem

you make your point with a poet

A PoOET appears

Success comes leaping like Tarzan

and bows

Frower and PoeT embrace



PoOET: in a poem

you make your point with —

the FLOOR rises under the PceT and

crashes through to the night outside

STARS: in a poem

you make your point with —

the PoET bows and shines from up there among the STARrs

CHoORrUs Or ASTRONOMERS: Eureka!



Weather

Drizzle tonight off the east coast of my head.







senting, through their very

simplicity, great challenges

to the ingenuity of the

theater director, and result-

ing in brilliant theatrical

effectiveness (whichis, -

after all, the main job of

any script, be it simple as

Shakespeare or complex

as O’Neill).

Some of them—well, as

the speaker said, “Well?”

and the audience waited...

but this time it knows what

i1s meant. They are simply

themselvesand perfect,

neither poem nor play, the

images simply erupt like

Miss Krauss’ horses rush-

ing by. Like Topsy, they

“Just growed.” Nonverbal-

isability.

But here then is the liter-

ary world’s first chance to

come to know this other

aspect of Miss Krauss’s

work, and the theater-

goer’s chance to know at

their source the perform-

ance poems which he has

enjoyed for so long seeing

realized by his favorite Oft-

Broadway troups.



Other books on the performing arts available

Philip Corner, Alison Knowles,

Benjamin Patterson and Tomas

Schmit, The Four Suits. The most

extraordinary collection to date of

Intermedia performance forms.

Hardcover only, $5.00

Robert Filliou, L'Immortelle Mort

du Monde. A brilliant drama in

poster format, translated into

English by the author. Hand-col-

ored in 10 colors. $5.00

Robert Filliou and George Brecht,

Games at the Cedilla. Researches

into the midground between per-

formance and psychology, humor

and parable, art and its limits.

Hardcover only, $5.95

Al Hansen, A Primer of Happen-

ings & Time/Space Art. A de-

lightfully readable introduction to

the Happening as an art form.

Hardcover, $4.50. Paperback, $2.25

Dick Higgins, Graphis 144 “Wipe-

out for Orchestra” and Graphis

143 “Softly for Orchestra.” Two

musical scores using common

graphic elements. Acetate overlay

and diagram, $5.00

Dick Higgins, Jefferson’s Birthday/

Postface. Two books bound as one,

the former a collection of the in-

termedial artist’s performance

works, the latter his memoire of

the beginning of Happenings.

Hardcover only, $5.95

Claes Oldenburg, Store Days, ed.

by Emmett Williams. Notes,

sketches, photos and scenarios

from the excitirg beginnings of

Pop Art. Hardcover only, $12.95

Gertrude Stein, Geography and

Plays. A collection, long out of

print, of short works and plays by

one of the greatest writers of our

time. Hardcover, $6.95. Paper,

$2.95

Wolf Vostell, Dé-Coll/age-Happen-

- 1ngs. Texts of all Vostell’s happen-

ings up to 1966, scores for them,

objects selected by the artist, and

a signed, original “mini-notation,”

all'in a wooden box with a plastic

top. $15.00

- Ready in September, 1968

"John Cage, editor, Notations. Sam-

ples of manuscripts by the more

and less experimental composers

of our time, assembled by the

most controversial of them all, to-

gether with a huge essay by Mr.

Cage and others. Nearly 270 illus-

trations make this a must refer-

ence book. Hardcover, $15.00.

Paperback, $4.50

Merce Cunningham, Notes on the

Dance. Most dance books play
boring games with lots of pictures

and personalities. This one is

about the dance, as it is seen by a

very great man whose life it has

been. Hardcover, $6.95

Prepaid advance orders will receive

a 15%, discount and will be shipped

as soon as books are bound.

Write for complete catalog.

Something Else Press, Inc.
238 West 22nd Street

New York, N.Y. 10011
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