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In January, 1973, Darrell Gray

wrote a manifesto expressing his

thoughts on the Actualist Poetry

movement, which began in May,

1972, in Iowa City. The manifesto

appeared as a fold-out in issue

No. 9 of Gum magazine.

ACTUALISM  --  A Manifesto








Darrell Gray

Actuality is never frustrated because it is complete.

The purpose of “intention” is to complicate matter.

    A material paraphrase is a complication.

Or as Guillevic says, “The problem is to do to things

    what light does to them.

Typing thru sunglasses is, of course, an alternative.

There is no room for alternative illusions. There is

    barely room for the table and bed.

The World has changed its mind. Ice cream is on sale.

Concentration is a problem for those obsessed with

    process. For those obsessed with stasis, the oppo-

    site of concentration sets in, and there is a seem-

    ing dispersal throughout all sensory regions.

Where is the missing balance?

Actualism is to Chemistry what Fatalism was to the

    Middle Ages.

Actualism poses the question, “Of the seven openings

    in the human body, why are five of them located

    above the neck?”

Thoughts are concrete things.

Things are characterized more by their conditions

    than their conditions are characterized by them.

“The useless is not horrible until it is bandaged

    with truth.”

Why belabor the impossible?

                * * *

The Actualist Manifesto

concluded with a chapbook

of 21 short poems stapled

to the bottom of the fold-out

The poems were written

shortly after the manifesto.

The title, Apocastasis, was

a parody of a one-word poem,

apocatastasis, by Allen

Ginbsberg that appeared in

Matchbook magazine
Apocastasis
۞
Darrell Gray






I go






to my head






shadow’s






auditorium






the






light comes






out of the dark






to look around






Identification—“the process





   of knowing what one dents”






a blue desk






in the west wind






REPEAT






REPEAT AND






REPEAT






footnotes






to the beach






The Thing sat on the Table






       its okay






            if Mallarme          






already






             did it






        You, too






           are Mallarme






the wood






                 fitting in






to the floor






Evasion #22






another straw falling






on the camel’s broken






back






The fireman






bored






himself.






“eternally plugged in”






is bad biology






Oxism






the






inner-






winding






blame





THE SMOKE FROM WAGNER’S CIGARS






low lying clouds






energized & pink






egolyptical






“kicked out of the house”






Life is just a bowl






of cherry






pits






“a pathetic fuck”






bisexual






bicycle






after Mayakovsky





in the gymnasium






of my heart






the bleachers






are full of hot girls





POST-EPHEMERAL






The “me” called “I”






sits on the yellow toilet in






the bathroom






transplaneted

This poem is in a

hand-made booklet

that Darrell stapled

togther. The cover

has the drawing of an

apple on a saucer.

The title is printed in

lowercase letters

above the apple.

A R T   I S   A   F R U I T

A Birthday Poem for Dave Morice

by

Darrell Gray

NO-DOZE PRESS   /   1973

The era in which every syllable separating the poet


is gathered up and carefully reproduced

And accompanied by a dithyrambic text

Is nearing its end.

The artist of this era sacrifices divine solitude

For a cold glass of beer

With his friends.

If his friends are also poets

They are gathered up and carefully reproduced

In his mind.

O Mind! Steep haven of the quenchable

And unquenchable alike, divine Alps of memory

And the dissonant song of the era,

Do not let me down, I invoke You

On this clear and promising September day—the


birthday

Of a friend whom I love and wish well.

On the tightrope

The poet evolves.

The two ends of the rope come undone.

But the exception proves the rule.

The tightrope remains taut in the air

And the poet

Walks on!

For it is his birthday,

And art is a fruit.

Into the iridescent silence

The fruit hangs,

Into the divine solitude

Of the birthday.

For how to perceive

The birth apart from the day,

The fruit apart from the silence

With wind in the leaves.

The windows and rosettes of the cathedral of Chartres

Are not more beautiful

Than a cigarette that has become

A glass of milk.

Dazzled by the milk, its unpoetic whiteness,

Its purity apart from reason

Or a cigarette, one may enter a new year

Alerted, aloof, and precise.

One may enter the year as at a poetry reading

Where, while arriving late, no ill-feelings come

From the audience. –Or one may simply

Sink into it, pen in hand, –a poem

And a glass of beer.

A glass of beer is not a glass of milk.

Such is the nature of age

And art, if it be art, not ageless, but without

A trace of beer-belly, slim and trim,

Must come to age as a passionate proof of that passing,

A rose in an egg,

A tightrope in a pebble,

The moment of the momento wanted by the momento’s


moment, the molecular spire, the immense

Bow of light that touches the earth and makes


the earth sing.

For what are these days

But the text of repercussions

Living has

On a higher, more redolent level.

Here, the stars protest being enclosed in medallions


of white frost

To adorn the necks of critics.

The stars like to dance, jump, spin, horse-around,


lose their way, but they

Don’t like to vegetate in medallions.

Their silver blood coagulates,

And they whine like sick cats.

Sick, sick, sick, moans their blood.

They feel like animals on litters.

The critics spit their seeds into the textual tears.

The flowers deflower the flowers.

The critics spit their tears into their seeds,

Sad seeds that always bloom crooked.

The stars deflower the stars.

And stars, stars surge up,

Strars with beetle-bodies,

Hot claws,

Organ eyes,

Into the divine separation

Of art from life.

Who would want it other than it is?

Who would want the cathedral of Chartres

In a nutshell,

In a clock

With lichen hands?

Brahmes in the wing of a butterfly—

O there would go Brahmes, over fields

Where we could not catch him

And thumb his butterfly nose

At the History of Music.

That way for real,

Forever devoid of the imagination

That put it there,

Who would desire

Desire wedded to the age it so solemnly enacts,

As on a tightrope, so that everything is merely


what it seems,

And not the unpoetic whiteness,

The whiteness that gave birth to the flight in the


first place?

I fear I have gone too far

Along an unearthly tangent,

That the rope will snap

Despite its inhuman fabric.

But, in thinking so, I become the critic,

And the star in the medallion, white-hot,

Bites me.

It bites me in the soul,

In the seat of the pants of the mind.

And out of the fusing of opposites, night and day,


it bites me.

It bites me and bites me,

And then, sharp and actual as the taste 


of an unripe apple

It bites me in the tongue.

I am nibbled all over by this strange abstract joy!

It says:

The hat is a square navel.

You are alive and well.

Be glad for that.

Be glad you are hungry, thirsty, cold, or hot.

Be glad there are mushrooms—little soft rooms


that grow.

Be glad your navel turned into a hat that flew away.

Art is a fruit.

It grows alone, in its climate, beyond

Laundramats and tables of contents,

Beyond comets and loopholes,

Beyond laughter

Which is not to be laughed at

And the laughter that is,

Beyond summit and abyss,

Beyond the coteries of atheists,

Beyond birthdays (thought they may bring it near!),

Beyond frontiers,

Beyond flags,

Beyond those possessed with money and power,

Art is a fruit, I say,

Whose veracity is a taste beyond suspicion.

Art is a fruit.
A wedding, a poetry marathon…
Grand Epsteins opening

    10:15 a.m. Saturday: Four or five people browse quietly through Epstein’s Book Store and listen to some cool jazz coming from a stereo behind the counter. The mood is oddly subdued considering this is the Grand Opening of Epstein’s in its new location; but it’s still early.

    Against the wall, seated behind an old wooden desk, David Morice is typing furiously. Dave has a warm smile, bright active eyes, and a singular mission: He wants to write a thousand poems in six hours.

    On his right side, a red-headed girl numbers the multi-colored 3 by 5 cards on which Dave writes his poems. He puts three or four cards in the typewriter at once, types, and then places each card in an empty goldfish bowl as he fishes it. In between poems, he puffs on a cigarette. I ask if we can see some of his work.

    Sure, but some are better than others.” I dip my hand into the goldfish bowl and extract a random sample. A few of the letters have been typed over.

“UMBRELLA

The long way

to avoid

rain.”
    I tell Dave to keep at it and that I’ll check up on him later. On my way out, an old man stops me and holds up a book. The Manufacturing of Madness.

    “Don’t think they have to manufacture it, to you?” he asks, smiling.

    “Nope.” I agree and walk out.

    2 p.m. Saturday: On the store’s temporary porch, a musical group called the “Bluegrass Union” is making its way through a rendition of “The Wabash Cannonball.” Inside, the mood is substantially more animated, and maybe fifteen people are standing around watching Dave write poems. There are now two assistants on his right, the red-head and a brunet who is fielding questions. Save is still smoking. He seems oblivious to “The Wabash Cannonball” which filter in from outside.

    A nine or ten year old girl walks up to the goldfish bowl, pulls out one of Dave’s poems, and reads it aloud.

“Gone fishin’ back later

signed: the fish”

    “Gawd, that’s stupid,” she says, throwing the card down contemptuously and walking away.

     The red-head watches her go. “Generation Gap!” Dave just smiles and continues to type.

    A large ashtray, about three feet high, is now filled with multi-colored cards. I overhear the brunette telling someone that the poems will be bound in a book and sold to the highest bidder, with the proceeds going to the Vietnamese Children’s Relief Fund. So far there are only a few bids in, and Dave urges people to make a commitment. I ask how many poems he’s written.

    “Oh, about three hudred and fifty.”

    “You’ll never make it by four.”

    “Probably not.”

    “They won’t crucify you or anything for not succeeding?”

    “Naw. I’ll probably still be here at 9 o’clock, stop by,” and he goes back to work.

    The “Bluegrass Union” have given up, and now someone is playing “Amazing Grace” on the bagpipes. Dave needs another pack of cigarettes.

    4 p.m. Saturday: A group of five actors begins enacting a play, the script for which is a set of poems by Garcia Lorca adapted by Arnold Weinstein for the stage. Weinstein is among the players and at the end of the production announces that what we have just seen was a rehearsal; the finished version is to appear in MacBride next Friday.

    After another set by the Bluegrass Union, Harry Epstein officiates at the wedding of Gary Banks and Debby Davis. After the ceremony the bride participates in the traditional bridal dance with Harry, Glen Epstein, and Herschel Schmedick. Later the couple circulates through the modular unit and departs for Donnely’s and then their honeymoon at the Rainbow Lotus Leather Company in Des Moines.

    The crowd begins to disperse, but the Hard Rock Kid is still holding court in the back office of the book store, declining to tell stories about how he was picked up hitchhiking by a homosexual the last time he was in Iowa City. He does admit to being the king of the hobos, having run away from home in Trenton, New Jersey, at the age of 16.

Actualists gather here as

second convention nears

The Daily Iowan

Feature Staff

    The Second Actualist Convention

will be held Saturday, November 3,

at the Wesley House Auditorium,

120 N. Dubuque St.

    This event, running from 12:30 am

to 1:00 pm, will include a potpourri

of poetry readings, experimental films,

music, happenings, paintings, sculptures,

environmental pieces and drama—all

being a continuous conglomeration of

aesthetic stimulus.

    The varied program will also have

displays by a number of artists. Most

of the people involved in the lay-long

presentation live in the Iowa City area

and have been active in this artistic

movement known as Actualism.

    According to Darrell Gray, movement

spokesperson, Actualism concerns

“Pleasure. Excitement. Diversity. We

want the whole gestalt. Not that we’re a

school or anything, but the movment

began as a bunch of artists and poets

with somewhat similar intentions coming

together and the result was a tremendous

cross-fertilization.

    “Poets began writing plays, musicians

began writing poetry, concrete poets

turned on to the idea of ‘happenings’

and environmental continuums. I guess

one of the things Acvtualism is about is

the idea of art as an action—a process

most real when it achieves some sort of

state of celebration. Actualism takes art

off its pedestal in order to look clearly

at the pedestal itself.”

    Some of the local magazines which

publish Actualist works are “Search

for Tomorrow,” “Gum,” “Toothpaste,”

“Suction,” “Candy,” “Matchbook,”

“Typewriter,” and “PF Flyer.”

    The Actualist idea of creating “on the

spot” was best exemplified in recent

months in Iowa City by Dave Morice

who continuously dashed off a thousand

poems during one public spurt and, in a

summer dawn-to-dusk outing, hammered

away at a single mammoth poem.

    Actualists don’t believe poetry and

other forms of art should be enjoyed only

by a select few. For this reason, the public

is invited and no admission will be charged.

    There will be free food and refreshments

available on the spot.

Actualists’ schedule


Schedule of events:


1:00 Tom Baker—sliders


1:30 Brad Harvey—reading


1:45 Pat O’Donnell—reading


2:00 James Naiden (out-of-town poet—reading out-of-town)


2:15 David and Maria Gitin—“The Careens,” musical number


2:30 John SWjoberg—reading


3:00 Steve Toth—reading


3:15 Mike Evans—video tapes


3:45 George Swoboda—reading


4:00 P.J. Casteel and Joyce Holland—reading


4:15 Sheila Heldenbrand—reading


4:30 Bill Casteel—animated films


5:00 Audrey Teeter—reading


5:15 Morty Sklar, master of ceremonies—reading


5:30 Jim Mulac—reading, piano playing


5:45 Cinda Wormley—reading


6:00 Diane Peterson—film


6:30 Amadeo Achemski—reading


6:45 Chuck Miller—reading


7:00 Diane Auerbach—reading


7:15 Lyn Ferguson—film


4:45 Darrell Gray—reading


8:00 Dave Morice—reading


8:15 Maynard Hendricks—films


8:30 “The Umbrella that Predicted the Future,” a play by Dave Morice. World premier. With: Jim Mulac, P.J. Casteel, Pat O’Donnell. Directed by Allen Kornblum.


9:30-10:30 “Just Friends,” a band

One afternoon,

in the Court Street

apartment

Darrell Gray

Allan Kornblum

George Mattingly

Anselm Hollo

and I were talking

about the Writers

Workshop

Anselm said,

“You guys have

a lot of energy in

your poetry. I

think you have

a poetry movement

going. You should

come up with

a name for it.

Darrell particularly

the idea.

George was less interested,

and he said

as a joke

“Next we’ll be getting

membership cards.”

Darrell said, “Now that’s

not a bad idea.”

George groaned.

The next day Darrell and I went over to Audrey Teeter’s house.

We were painting the lattice in her back yard. Darrell went to

get some more white paint. When he came back, he said,
“I have a name for our movement: Actualism.”

Summer, 1972: George put out

booklet titled

Actualist American Poetry Circuit Readings for 1973-1974

which included this introduction:

“The poets available to you through the Actualist American Poetry Ciruit in 1973-4 are in the forefront of a movment which is making exciting and important use of the major wakening in the past decade to the fact that poetry is not to be locked in vaults for some select few, and that, as Pound said, “Gloom and solemnity are entirely out of place in even the most rigorous student of an art originally intended to make glad the heart of man.

“These poets bring with them an energy which makes their presence exciting in a personal and yet open way, because their involvement is in the world, not simply in their work, or in themselves. They communicate directly through the vast, specific intersection of all our lives, which is the world.”

The booklet listed 13 poets and gave biographical and bibliographical information about them.





Darrell Gray





Sheila Heldenbrand





Anselm Hollo





Steve Toth





George Mattingly





Joyce Holland





John Sjoberg





Josephine Clare





Tim Hildebrand





Morty Sklar





Allan Kornblum





Chuck Miller





Dave Morice

A few months later,

or weeks, or days,

Darrell planned the first

Actualist Convention.
March 10, 1973

Two weeks before the convention,

I put out issue 9 of Gum,

my poetry magazine.

I had around 40 blank

Gum-sized pages

(5.5” x 4.25”)

left over.








        GUM
 








WHEN A MAGAZINE







IS A PIECE OF GUM







YOU CHEW THE WORDS,







AND THE POEMS COME.
I decided to see

how long it would take

to write a short poem

on each one

and to also see

what whether they

would be any good.

Shortly after I started,

Al Buck, a letterpress printer,

came over. I told him

the short poems, and

I continued writing them.

It took maybe an hour.

“That was easy,” I said to Al.

“I wonder if I could write

1,000 poems at one sitting.”

Al said, “Why do that?”

I said, “Yeah, it would be

a waste of time.”

The next day, I went

to Epstein’s Book Store.

Darrell Gray worked there.

He was in. So was Harry Epstein,

one of the owners of the store.

I told them I wanted

to write 1,000 poems

at one sitting in the week

following the 1st Actualist

Convention. Harry said, “Why don’t you do it at our grand opening






next week?”



Darrell said, “Yeah, that’s a week before the convention.






We could advertise it






as an Actualist event.”

I estimated it would take

six hours to write 1,000 poems.

It took 12 hours.

I accidently wrote two extra

poems.

I wrote with a manual

Royal Typewriter.

My girlfriend

P.J. Casteel

(aka Joyce Holland)

sat next to me

at the small wooden

table with

the typewriter,

a fishbowl, and

1,000 Gum-sized pages

on it.

A poster attached

to the front of the table

announced that I was writing an Actualist marathon,







and that it would take 6 hours,







which was way off.







I put three three pages at

a time in the carriage,

and thus I could type

three poems at a time,

take them out, put them in

the fishbowl, and repeat…

It seemed like a mantra:

put 3 pages in,


type 3 poems,



take them out,




put-em-in-the-fishbowl…

put 3 pages in,


type 3 poems,



take them out,




put-em-in-the-fishbowl…

put 3 pages in,


type 3 poems,



take them out,




put-em-in-the-fishbowl…



It was great fun.


Bookstore customers

asked me questions and

suggested words and topics


A girl about ten years old


asked me what I was doing.


“Writing poems,” I said.


She reached into the fishbowl


plucked out poem # 345, and


read it:

GONE FISHIN’ BACK LATER

SIGNED, THE FISH





“Gawd, that’s stupid!” was her critical response.





The Daily Iowan reporter heard her reply





and put her in the fishbowl of the story





he was writing…

Flash forward a couple of years:

Another marathon.

The girl popped up

two years older

and two years wiser.

She said she felt

embarrassed about

the incident, especially

since they quoted her name

in the paper. She said she

changed her mind about

the poem. She liked it.

WHO STOLE THE CITY?

When I woke up, it was gone.

In its place were empty foundations and deserted streets.

People were walking down the sidewalks

staring at the distance, where endless horizons

curved around in a gigantic circle.

The sun began its slow, hot climb up the sky.

Clouds moved silently in the summer breeze.

But the buildings were gone.

Every last brick had migrated like a bird in a mysterious flock

that had suddenly decided to fly away forever.

No, wait! There’s a brick sitting at the edge

of what used to be the city limits.

There’s another, and another—there’s a trail of bricks

heading west, like a trail of breadcrumbs

left from a stolen loaf.

The people see the bricks.

They’re walking toward the bricks.

They’re following the bricks

out of curiosity? or out of love? or anger?

O, People, who stole it?

Who carried it off while we were asleep in the middle of it?

It couldn’t’ve been a simple job,

because simple jobs don’t affect all of us so deeply.

The bricks were set one by one in solid rows

to form rectangles and cubes

for people like me to live in and stand on and talk in.

The biggest buildings held lots of people together

in floor after floor of space.

At night, the lights went out,

but the buildings kept going on.

The people are picking up the bricks

as they chase them into the afternoon.

They’re seeking the giant that lifted their city

right out from under them.

They want to build the city back in its own image.

I’ll wait here till they return.


* * *



There are many

many




ways to write poetry,

many



forms,

styles,




and shapes, too.


* * *



The poem

you just read


is somewhat

surreal


but poems can become much more surreal that that




The next one, for instance


* * *

CONVERSATIONS WITH THE ORCHESTRA

You have your tuba with eggs

when it gestures in crowds. Another

raincoat is up near the athlete.

He lifts the horn, his granulated

sound jug. In the nest the green mink

rocks from side to side. He stalls the car

just to catch the hubcaps. With

brass toast and harps everyday,

the silent flea builds rugs around

your stage, though he whines about it.

What can ossify? Ourselves?

They are crowds, big hearty flutes

in nature’s cab. Flexing and barking

are two basic drums and plunge the

crashing rush that blasts the meat

served on the buggy, vintage 1812.

We talk. They tintinnabulate,

so what does the raft do to wax? Check

out the human in the fir tree, or

the bunch, or the bus you’re on.

It makes the notes seem not, tying

the cigars around each atonal frog,

croaking to the locks, creaking

to the doors. You have your tuba

displayed in glass towels, but they

hold the eggs for the melody.



* * *




Which of those two



did you enjoy reading,




ma’am





or sir?


Or did you like them



both equally

or dislike them



both equally

When the squirrels

dismantle

the tree,



the leaves respond politely

by regarding the shadows on the flagpole.


Billowing like a conversation,

the cloth is embroidered



with petrified trains. The thermometer




watches in the weeds.

“This wide mouth

that we’re traveling past


at so rapid a pace—

its cliffs



are cleverly






polished, aren’t they?”

the year asks the calendar.








But it’s too late








for breakfast.





The sad plate





The shifty-eyed cup.

They can’t be disturbed or memorized,



they can only be hatched



by an egg.


The thermometer





watches in the grass.

Another day sings its minutes


to the vacuum cleaner.



Where are the leaves?

The leaves

of grass.


Pretty soon


you’ll meet Walt Whitman.



That’s right,



the Walt Whitman.

He’ll be

arriving


in three or four


more volumes,



so keep



an eye out.


Keep


an eye out?

Watch

for

Whitman.


Whit


for


Watchman?



He is going to



give me




Some excellent




advice



on how



to find


Poetry


City,

but not

quite yet.

Because I have to

figure out

what I want to say

as I look out

the window


while my cat


rubs against my leg


thinking, I suppose,


that I will feed her more and more and more and more and more and

I won’t


not till


dinner


time.

because right now it’s…


Who’s walking in to the studio right now?



Buffalo Bob



And Howdy Doody.

No, they’re leaving

Oh, I see

the director says that we have to wait a little bit

before having a longer show.


Okay.

Wait we will.


* * *

So,

let’s see.

Ah, yes, I was wondering about what I am writing

And even more, why I am writing,

And that’s the topic

of this volume.
.



Why do we write poetry?

That’s a trickier question than







“What is poetry?”

It doesn’t matter at all



what poetry is,


as long as



people write poetry




and read it.




Imagine,





if you will,


that you take a boat or a plane or something



to the Land of No Poetry.

The boat docks,




and you get out.




The person greeting you






is friendly enough.

She seems quite intelligent,



quite well-read,





so well-read, in fact,





that you can see it in her face.



But





when you ask her

“What kind of poetry do the people


in the Land of No Poetry




write and read?”





She turns to you,





her hair cascading over her nose





for a moment,





then her eyebrows


going up


quizzically,



and she says,





“What is Po-eh-tree?”

You look past her

and you see a sign:



Welcome to the Land of No Poetry.


`

We don’t know what





poetry is,





so don’t ask us




to recite it.

The woman says,

“My name is Annn,”




“Annn?” you reply.






“Yes,” she sways back and forth,





long ringlets of blond hair




sweeping her forehead





“Annn, with three N’s.”

“Ahhh,” you say,



and she says,




“What’s your name?”



“Ummmmj,”

you say,



and she says,




“UmmmmJ?”


You quickly




correct her: “No, final the ‘j’ is silent.’”

And she wants to know why






is the final J silent?

“Because,” you answer succinctly,




that’s how it appears




on my birth certificate.”


“So why are you here



in the Land of No Poetry, Ummmmj?”

You chuckle


at the name Ummmmj.



“Well, I was shanghaied,





and brought here by those






ominous looking





pirates.”


You gesture to the




boat, where four





very mean looking creeps





are holding up signs




saying, “Yankee go home.”

And a fifth guy,


who looks much nicer,


is wearing a New York Yankees uniform



and a baseball and bat.



He throws the ball




as high as he can,




and the bat goes swooping over the water



chasing after it.




The ball crashes into the water





breaks the surface






into a thousand raindrops,




and sinks





deeper and deeper




until it is no longer





a baseball,



but a perfectly round pearl




lying on the bottom of the ocean.



“So,” you say, “where’s the poetry?”




“I don’t kNOw what





poetry is.






Where are you from?”




You reply in a kind voice, “I’m from





a land far away, where





poetry grows on trees.”

“Ummmj,


like that one over there?”





She points






to a tree





with feet growing out of it





instead of leaves.”

“Exactly,” you reply.

You go over to it,

pluck a foot off it,

and read the message on the bottom






of the foot.

The foot is shaped like

a leaf.



It says:





Poetry is something






worth considering





in the branches






and the bark.



To understand more about




what it is,





here is a poem to read




because poetry





is here






even in the Land of No Poetry,



but the people




have to be aware of its existence.

Here’s a poem, ma’am:



Roses aren’t red,



Violets aren’t blue,



Sugar ain’t sweet,



Neither is glue.




And here is another one, called


MIDLIGHT IN THE EMPIRE OF GLASS

You burnish thrones in winter’s sleek strand of midlight

Where the cattle roam, swinging far and near

Across the gold watch ever ticking homeward to morning,

Your thrones of winter topple in the burnished midnight

Where sleek strands of cattle roam back and forth

Swinging onward to the gold watch of morning.

It’s midlight in burnished winter, where the thrones

Swing far and near beyond the cattle toppling across

The gold watch from morning to evening, a sleek strand.

Cattle, in the sleek strand of thrones, are burnishing

Far and near, midlight to morning, while the gold watch

Is tickling and roaming along the sleek strand of winter

When you look out your window.



Now do you understand?” says the foot.


She was delirious. “Yes! I do!”

She was aesthetic. “Poetry is words.”



Well, she didn’t really know for sure.




“Poetry is what poetry does.”


And you and she go




walking along the beach,




reciting poetry,





and behind you






following you like a







puppy dog





the foot hops





on the sand.

The sun is about to shine,

but before it does it says,



“Welcome to the Land of Yes










Poetry.”

Darrell gave me this poem that he’d written for Poetry Marathon #2, the 100-foot Poem Written from Dawn to Dusk on the Longest Day of the Year, also known as the Solstice Marathon.

Poem Invoking a Good Day

For Dave’s Marathon Poem

On the Summer Solstice, 1973
We go in circles

& call it a day

poems end in poems &

food in the mouth

                                if one follows a particular

                                mouth through a dawn street, under

                                dripping arnings, say, or down a blue

                                tunnel in new jersey

                                      there will be a particular

                                      slant, a row of mailboxes, a

                                         wet sp;ot on the Marlboro       .       & so

the mouths may meet        .  a populus may enter

      its self-deprived breath,

                                                     and satalites orbit

lighting up the table where the poet sits writing

                                                                                    in the sun

*
the right words will come                         l

     they will come                                      y
to write for you                                             r

     the right words they are                              i

                                                                             c

the message of the invisible own                              a

is truthfulness cleansed of                                              l

    its plumage— that must be why

    it is invisiblek, & why

                                                                        t

we address ourselves                                         o

    to it—thought the squawks                                 e-

be long, & the notebook

    near at hand                                                s

                                                                          u

                                                                              g

*                                                                                  a

                                                                                          r

you may well

ask yrself:

“what does an owl

know”

“at what velocity

re me do the atoms

of that Cortex move?”

*

WE ARE ALL HUMAN SATALITES

THAT IS THOUGHT # 1

           THOUGHT #2:

            “BLEACHER NOSES.”

*
you relate to a table

                                 beause it supports the future & the past

you relate to paper

                                       because it is the face on which appears

                                        the obstinate wavering of intention

you feel at hom with your typewriter

                                                            even in the open

because

              the alphabet thrives there, unpressured by the dust-balls

& cloudy comedians, TV, Radio, Can-Openers.

                                                                                That dust

does not touch your poem.

                                             Only an oval

                                                                   almond-yellow sphere

                                                 hovers there,

                                         into which your fingers dip,

                                                        for words & spaces.
                                  Don’t ask me what it will feel like

                                          when you are finished,

                                                  you will be tired, I suppose, tense

                                in the muscle-ridges that run

                                         diagonally across & down yr back &

                                                      shoulders. A puffy

                                      numbness in the finger-tips,

                                                            and yet

                             no numbness touch the secret

                                  of the words, the tiny

                                                                     unsolstice-like beginnings

                  that once there, once flicked from oblivion

as a flashlight is flicked into yellow heat, under the hand

       with its twn moving terminations. ENERGY: TABLE, STAR, &

       CHAIR: sweet privacy of isolation

                   in the Act, not to be cultivated

by the star-patrol, for there are such, nor demented

              by the Chair, but lifted by what star

         as circles Chair, & Table so provides

to circle   Star, with Energy

              as writes such future words on paper.

 CODA:

                —the first word, snatched

            as it may well be

                                         from the snort & onflow of indistinct emotions

may be a foreign onoe. One is foreign. The first word, a fat

  but gaily dressed French lady

        may be standing just behind you. She

may remember Apollinaire, or

            she may not. Sun-

        slants will be slanting

on the air, reciting fragments

                     of Racine.

An old German professor may mutter something about Neitxsche—

                                   “Play a new Song,”

                                                                    & go off

                                                                                   the sensory spectrum.

                                                              You are wide awke.

                                                                   You are recording

                                                             the angels at which

                                                                all things unite.

                                  Workmen may be drilling holes

                                                      in front of First National Bank.

                                                             There may be a stench

                                                 of stunted trees & progress

                                                                 in the air.

                                                           Their may be a beautiful

                                  flute-shaped bateria hovering near the hub,

                                               & this may catch yr eye…

                      From the eye

                                             to the word

                             is a drinking fountain

                                                                 of bright pink lights.

Do not get lost in the tension-lines                    The words

                   must shimmy up to the nearest node

        of the open rose.

                                           Everything will seem its own event.

                             The color of the shirt you are wearing, or

                         will be, will be a part of the picture

A design will emerge from the acuteness of the day

       and it will not be the limits

that pleases us, but something inside the flow,

          something flowing, as the sun

                                            continues to shine

Marathon Collaboration Poem
During Poetry Marathon #2

During the writing of the 100-foot poem

on June 21, 1973, at Epstein’s Book Store

(see Volumes 7 and 8)

an electric typewriter

sat on the Sara-Hart Terrace for people

to write a collaboration poem.

The collab is a wild series of
literary snapshots of the people

and the places of the time,

and it starts in one second:

  Creeping leaves of the lizard trees!     Its time
and here is no one here to celebrate it.

But if and when we have room to remember it will

make a great story for our retirement keepers.

There should be no action but that action which

generates time standing still and not a breath

in the air.

M                            O                     v                    e

If your interested in seeing a new tornado film

you should go to Blackhawk County – KXCL ?

Tornado falls in love

               but when time to break u8p can’t face

               the reality of p arking meters

                          which only need plugging sometimes

                         not at

7:30 AM

It’s a beautiful day – but a little early for

inspiration.                     J.S.

7:31 AM

 Words move the world…

           “Mislabeled laxative” reads the REGISTER….
    so spell right…..read carefully…..

     swallow nature,   not poison…..   RBS

Rolling down the highway all caught up in the

Bumper Sticker Revolution – gangs of families

headed for beaches – mountains – forests – and

kitchens.  Up with peanut butter down with

all else that can’t stick to the ribs.

              Holidays are for anyone who can

appreciate the simplicity of celebrating nothing.

And nothing can be exciting when your rolling

down the highway with your bumper sticker and

your doll in the front seat.

thfh hy66 we shall

We shall walk together in the park some day

/Watch the pretty birds

Then we’ll go down to the river

And get a big fish.

Good Morning

June 21st, meet GME

    and the mother goddess confirms again

her ancient hold

    upon the world, and we again

shall bask in beauty from the other age.

    sheltered by the oak

receiving the old blessing.

    we are still people of the beauty past,

dawning with our own age and the time

    of our ancestors.

I am a rasin

whose draftsman

sketched the dotted

line to the cosmos---J.L.B.

Where are you, Mother Pronce?

The day is growing old

with Olives

and Sara has rejoined her family.

Tell me, hamlet,

when the eagles rise

and pay homage and bills

to their fathers,

do the snakes fart

on the hot painted desserts?
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i.e.:

       we grow

into our appliances.

the satellite marks

the bills

the double agent

appears

like the owl with the Ph.D.

        “singing in the rain”

tho there aint no rain,

                                      just a little bank

         offering matches

& shelter

against the fall-out of . . . .

The dollar doesn’t float.

The baloney does.

H.R. HALDEMAN USED CARS

JOHN DEAN INDUSTRIAL STRENGTH MOUTHWASWH

GORDON LIDDY BURGERS

RICHARD NIXON ALPHABET SOUP

BUT we’re asleep on this channel,

showing the genius of

this most twentieth of centuries:

brain selectively Off!

& ON!

because it’s a long way to Kansas

& longer coming back.
*

*

*

do we trust buildings?

can individuals still be “found”?

**    signs of signs **

Honk!

FASTEN YOU SEAT BELTS LADIES N

GENTLMN WE ALL ARE EXPERIENCN

DIFFICULTY WITH THU PROPULSHN

SYSTM OF THU URCRAFT.

i.e.:    theengine just landed in

        tennessee.    we’re in

another state.

we’re in              the all

                 of us

…

      APHASIA

cures ham.

                    The highway is a

back space.

Individuals ARE sometimes “found”

but in other forms.

Three-fourths of every waking; thought

merely serves to hold up our pants.

The other fourth

undresses

the previous thought.

Thus philosophy is a monument

to that body of thought known  as

Incipent Erasibility.

**********

                    time

                                    for

          space.

                                               space

                                for

          disguise

                                   of

                                                              sheer
forgetfulness

                                      .

Thus                  honk?

          surely progress is more than                    ?

honk.

“are you married?”

“how old are you anyway, mr. bank?”

“you’re my friends I want you to know that….

&on&on&on

until we return to something more

exciting, like

                               honk.

In the sky on the solstice

there are two big knees,

crossed

where a year of lunches

meets a year of wet dreams & paydays.

The lunches extend from Vladivostok

to Cleveland to San Luis Obispo to Tunis.

The dreams rain down from over Shanghai

to just over East Leroy, Michigan.

Books are left lying

and liars are left in their books

& we are all paid for

beaver to eternity.

This is a film that does dnot star

everyone         only

                                   any    body;

                                     *********

The words are covered with DOG.

The dog is NEVER covered with words.

                             ******

Good reception in the stomach

the engineers.s;;

           and good rectal

                                     plumbers

S

iowa state bank    &    trust building

 books adler    satellite fallout-shelter

the public is invited to submit titles

 for the actualist marathon kkkkkkkkk
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FAR OUT

It is now degrees o’clock out of the west.

The west is the clock

                                      by degrees.

Now is the degree the west is

                                                 of the clock.

The clock out west is degrees off.

*

Six legs holding up four people around me.

English is the language of barbecued beef.

Nineteen people are trapped inside the bank.

Beef.

Bank.

English.

Legs.

TV camera.

Now people will buy anything.

*

Something just fell down

on something

out in the universe.

This is why cheese is 89¢ a pound.

My knee is about 2 ½ feet from the ground

which is about 6 miles below United Airlines

which is why there is not really

                                  a “president.”

Chickens are white & yellow beef.

Wood is dirt on speed.

Fingers are high pressure frontal systems.

Highways are back space.

Logic is creation shot full of holes.

*

“The coins of beauty are burning holes

in the pockets of the universe.”

                                                     —God.

*

Why am I sitting down

when I could be someone else?

Why do the faces look like money?

WHAT I DID ON MY VACATION:

Colonel Sanders.

Kentucky Fried Brains.

Burger Chef.

Burger sKing.

Burger skiing?

There’s still snow on the bald

banker.

                 ---Wells, Nevada.

**********

When there’s nothing else to eat,

there’s always time to eat.

**********

askew     :     mind

bird     :     organic radio.

bus     :     moving picture.

snow     :     cold salt.

typewriter     :     visible man.

definition     :     rape.

                           **********

Politics is not the margin on the world.

Fact is not the margin on the word.

Margins aren’t

                            .

                   **********

THIS IS GETTING.

                                 *

Tuna is the pitcher of the sea.

Time is the tuna of the mind.

A PITCHER IS THE MIND OF THE SEA.

                                ***

The bank underwhelms me.

“You need money?

  Go to the bank;

  they got it all.”

                            —Ezra Pound

                                ***

Have we got beyond 1900?

Scientists studying the rings

in baloney disagree.

Some say there are too many periods;

some say too few.

Others think that periods are actually

square.

                           *

                           *

If

you

feel

your
psychic

potential

is

being

under-

exploited

come

to

H.

R.

HALDEMAN

USED

CARS.

****

When

your
whole

life

seems

to

be

just

so

much

mileage

what

you

need

is

GLEEM.

*********

When you’re body gets tired

you can get a plaster cast of it

to carry around.

They sell them at the Orthopedic

Hardware Shop.

And what’s more they bill you.

And if your name is already “Bill”

they give you a new body free.

That’s the way American medicne works.

That’s the way Doctors get to go to

Wejunboo for Thanksgiving

                 For the 4th of July

                 For Flag Day

                 For National Secretary Week

The new body never gets dirty looks.

The new body never gets tired.

The new body never gets the whooping cough.

The new body never gets pregnant gut

               if it does

The new body aborts pretty easy.

****************

Black crow

Worshipping the colosus auto

That delivers dead rabbits.

--------------------a*****

cold porcelin potty basin

feels like the skin of a girlfriend i once had

kissed like a dead fish.

  - - -  -----  - -    -   - - -----
Now is the time for God to really mean it.

                           *****

Trees

blow

trailers

over

and

on

the

moon

nothing

is

replaced.

**********

A “Two Dimensional Obect”

has yet to be invented.

                           ***

smithereens in Copacabana

nexus flirt moonmen

look look more mirth for my friends!

**********

DNAL – LOH    E – CY O J    Creates Poetry         sjc

* * * * * *

                    COMET CONSCIOUSNESS IS HERE TO

don’t watergate me

************************************************

       You know it’s really hard to say

        If its become anew day.

        But it isn’t if you know

        If you know what I mean.

When the angels meet Aaron

and Arron meets Ruth

let the lights shine

in Minneapolis,

the dixies run in York.

And tall all the world

that Mister Shine

is alive and well

in Coralville.

As for me,

Mister Scopes,

tell my mother

that rice

swings

and the motherland

is heavy with heat,

and in the wet forests

the jackel is a stranger

and my sweet brown earth

thrives.

sex is a high density i8nput,

gives a very clean, very steady voltage;

be sure to remember to insert your battery

before you start, however, so your meter functions

properly.

when the spirit moves me—cross the river, round

the bend, Gloria halluluah, here i go again.
cat walk down, steel yeard blues, lets o go

roving, see you soon.

lunch time ramblings, flowers for a friend,

Epsteins sidewalk, flags in the wind.

see Dave type

Dave is not a type

Dave is

Dave

sometimes

sometimes he is

more than Dave

Darrell wheres funny hats

Darrell has a different hat

for every day of the week

Darrell has eight hats

Tim Hildebrand (t)

sits in yellow chairs

when it is not raining

This tape is not catching

up with Daves Tape

Steve and Sheila are here

too, Steve and Sheila

are hugging and

things

in public

Dave is writing in public

shame

shame

will 100 feet ever equal

100 feet

ddddd

beneath his 100 ft. long shirt

the poet scratched the itch

later he located his arm

we8re all sad

tie dyed

one impala asked the other impala

at a street light

‘whats gnu’

ladies heart’s are sad and gay

whenon Friday they get their pay

what what ever did you say

he rymed and timed all day

if it weren’t for the sun

I could stay

wandering in and out

wandering all about

see the people come to watch

Here comes Bob

caught in the act

Howard sits

like a fart

k

middle day

in shade machines behind

Dave in front

middle of the day

paper goingin crooked

writer crocked

so we plunk each other rapturously

& signal Butch for more latitude!

burps are free

- -------------

 -

     BOOT HILL

     CRIMSON CITY, ARIZONA

_______

  Go to /

                        Cisco Pete and Big Tit Ethyl

                        April 4, 1879

                         They suffocated 69ing.

Last night my wife

donned a comb,

a baret, a lacka

lazical belt

& wapped her kitcheneet.

My dog, it was not George

loved Junior with a passion.

I found them

behind the garage

eating each other

‘s pepsi.

MAN!?.,:+*)(‘&_%$#”!
********************

****

*****

*****

WAY    DOES    MAN    KILL?

   H
W

BZ

     BURPS    ARE    FREE WHEN YOU BURP

I thot my garage sparrow

was dead.

I breathed into his beak.

He opened his right eye

and died.

Reality is the toilet wall upon which we

        write our lives.

soon a day will come when we can all see

peace.      a day when man will no longer be

afraid of his brother,or himself.

open apaces filled with dots of electricjoys

in the noons silent morning of the suns softly endi

endings.

and the summer somnabulist walks on…

controlling    the avenues of walked on lives

He tred softly, his padding feet making the

        whisper

owling in the secrest of bird landed nights.

never to be awakened—destined to never really

        sleep

moments of laughter lit within the nests and the

chirps that chip each mans mobility.

Only the thot that shot the image remained

to plague him

bulleting the depths of the mirrored image glassedf

the cracked image cozed out the green blood

and the spiders spun webs faster to give it

        chase

touché touch armed angleof the grasping trumpet

doth return the replyh only to be gobbled up

by the giant gnats and toadstool which sat on

        everyone

 in the moments of gothic signitures of wrath

beconing the  marathoned poets poeting.
and the galumphing gnats galumphing

                   charging insects with the realities

of the earths indigestion fulfilling the

ocean waves and the vast mountains

belching forth the magnificent belch of burps

which resounded through the caverns of the

decaying brain

 rot. ROT ROTTENING in the warts of the cavitied

mouth of zits.

ZOTS!!! Was it cold.

                       SHALOM

         The kite string dangled out of the window

                with a rock on the end.

       Hopefully the people in N121   will get the

                  hint and pull it in to read the note

It’s a poem.

    the note.

    it’s all about life.

    also it says hello and

      have a nice day.

    it’s wonderful to know there

      are still some beautiful people

        left in this world.

                                    35

who writes poems

to submit to

Guinness Book of Records?

       n

               6

              man who created the world

                   and made it    to his ideales

                                      who made it

                               livible      for

   himself                               but hardly

                                                                 livi

ble      for other animals                            made

      now    has                poullted,     it;  and

destroyd                         and      used up

almost all of its    natural  r  esources has

made the world unlivible for any animal

The clouds are out today,

I am hungry, and they are dumplings,

I am afraid and they protect me.

they are bumpers, cusions around the

              universe,

cusioning the earth with atmosphere

which is unending, unreachable.

               I can’t have them for supper.

One of the clouds Isee today    looks

     like a bird hatching from an    egg

         When the     clouds turn gray

          he turnsto golden silver.

never once but occasionally more

the cover story broke and lies had to end

and thw mountain still remains

the faces change but

                       the truth is still there

ID

*********************************

  ********************************

*********************************

      *********************************

      anything

A frustrated Shirley Temple taps across the Good

Ship Lollypop

Th

999999999

The longesst poem in the world is a dream image

articulated in the echo box of

well formed American cheerleaders.

“I want to succeed”they scream and scrape the sky

with their urgent cunts as words tumble tumble

tumble.

Humour sitting on a sunlight porch brings action

to the flat midwest first note of summer…thank

you says the sun and corn for words,k though not enough

to eat or love or lean on, fill me up and tickle

  on the disconnected circuit of my soul!

            Thank you and good night.

              DAVID      HArR FV

DAVID    HARVEY ***IS    A    DUMB**SHIT!!!!!!!!

                               signed

                                    gillgan    fox

      signed

                     gilligan foxxx

THISA

In Iowa City, in the summer, it is

so saD.    The Americans,

the Armenians, the drunks living on Marcy st.

also are sad.

MAKEUP    IS    WISE    TO    PUT    ON

                                        ALLTHE

                                           TOOLS CONVENE (tools not fools)

                                           HERE TOMORROW

       and the bartenders, they weep

       is this typewriter working?  why yes it is.

I think i f will just write a few words why i

am waiting for my friend to come get stoned with

me and then again i feel as if sometimes I am waiting

for the entire world to come get stoned for the love

  of god………forgive me if sometimes i submerge

into MAYA and suffer under the illusion that I am

a separate identity,  I8m sorry I guess I’ve just

strayed from the mother organism and trying to

manifest my idea ½ thoughts into reality.  Well my

molecular structure is beginning to disintergrate

so if youll excuse me I will just vibrate my way home..

Dear Darrell,

The wongbreads are fling asque,

askew. The Jumpinells are

chipping the silence.

The Rats are swimming the 100

meters for St. Anthony.

So, Heaven help me in little desires.

Johnson, tell me where the radishes are;

show me where the tulips sing;

how do the bee’s belch;

where does the finest Pike

leap his incandescant record?

My lover, Tell me where

the morning glories shit?

And on who?

Where in the avenues

and the guts of lonesome cows

does the mother

come into play?

In the softness of marbgles

and there is astronide

to be sute,

does snow and love

go together?

Tell my mother

and watch her laugh

so much that the goldfish

snicker

and die,

slowley, eaten sensuously by Bettas

but lovely,

and slowley

like dwarfs, lonely,

sad and permanent.

i

haven’t

been poet for

too many tears.

this is a ERASMIA PULCHELLA

if you dont bellieve

me or anyone aske

Jeanny

with the light brown

butterfly

green shirt

and red shirt

and big smile

all of which has nothing

to do

with her

brother

who is Dave

with the light brown

butterfly

and purple

shirt

and black border

sun sets

but we dont live there anymore

sun sets and the

cars pass

Dave types faster and faster

and melts into

the table

a long

100’ poem

of Morice

Joyce

says

quiet Joyce

don’t be    os busy

Dave watches the sun set

and the cars pass again

and continues to type

   Socks

change your socks

          change your socks

       it is

     the VERNAL

                            EQUINOX

52 minutesw per 100

equals

100 minutes per 1000yards linear

on the cusp of the

margin

thst is the

lower priced spread

the higher is spread 100

fet long

or perhaps 100 feate long

 AND THE INCREDIBLE NIGHTHAWKS*)? ¼

           I’ve seen one of these before; I know I have—

perhaps in my dreams of immortality, perhaps

disguised as my brother in a dark brown suit,

No cheating!    The idiots will be here soon,,,,,,,,,

Otherwise=the guppies, the enormous headpiece, my

friend the Pope.

Today is Yesterday’s Tomarrow and Yesterday is

Tomarrow’s Today andTomarrow is Today’s Yesterday

and

and there is not yesterday, today and, tomarrow.

                                   submited by Me Myself and I.

[Note: a Chinese

 ideograph appears

 here painted on

 calligraphically]

& we race toward the end      toward 8.51    race toward

sunset      catalogue of catalogues      earth’s fiery

balling

F

THEIR  R  A  FEW SPELING MISSTAKES IN THISS SINTENSE

SEA IF YOU KANN FIND AWL OV THEM THEY’RE R XZAXLEE

14 OV THEM
And we raced toward the end of 8:51 and found no end
