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Stephen Emerson:
THE LEE MORGAN MEMORIAL ALBUM

He wanted to take in, to exhaust, to possess, the tones. It was another
time. The buzzing airplane blended with the distant music. The fish
scorched on the pan, a glazed, crisp spot formed on his finger as he
burned it on the handle, so that in his unsure grip, the fork emptied
the fish into the glass of milk. B8he smiled at him and he mistook it

for a taunt. The record was called, Sidewinder.

This page is empty. A tone, or maybe an errand to run, could involve
it? Sepia, odor of fruit, tangy of well being, they sing as they unload
fruits and flowers, or the land lush with ripe fruits, or a woman, as
in a painting, or what colors the void is the tone of a brass instrument,

which we call, warm.



She called it a tire iron, when what she really meant was, a lug wrench.
The term seemed right, but it wasn't. He said, I love you, when it
meant..., and he meant.... He picked up the arm to hear that part of
the record again, where the saxaphone took over the vocal part, somewhat
against himself, you could never have that moment again. The sound,

however, was startlingly identical.

Although freedom ig, primarily, an undeveloped idea, the means it uses
are external and phenomenal: presenting themselves in history to our
sensuous vision. A might be black, and O blue. Rays redolent of sea
and sky, colors that glance from the vectors of, the trumpet solo.

Lee's own freedom was inhibited by his unexampled romanticism, his
alcoholism, and his gunshot death on stage. As the grande dame remarked,

Don't even know how you can blow: the life you lead is bad I know.

What is one to make of elegance? Are its pleasures to be honored or
not? That a certain misery, to which she gives an exquisite tint, will
draw you, is an inevitability. The objection here is that the
inevitability lies in your own necessity to see what happens to be that.

Lee could play "out" music as effectively as Tin Pan Alley Ballads.



She doesn't speak our language, you dig? The world drops away in a
single sheet just out of reach, or like so much past sucked out the
back of a speeding car. On a hot day, a street lined with pederasts in
linen suits, also some alert people with whom connection might
intelligently be reached. Right now I ‘could really go for something
that would combine fish, lemon, and garlic. At this instant you can

have every skill and grace you ever wished for.

Lee was fourteen, but playing, influenced by Hot Lips when it wasn't
fashionable. Stylish as Hammett, with quick doodling phrases and
tricky lipping. Lee was doing everything he could to keep from
laughing{ This was before they wired his mouth. He blew You Go To
My Head with blood oozing from the mouthpiece, wearing a mantle he'd
got off Clifford Brown, from the corpse, that he'd had dyed and made

into an electric blue pimp suit.

The most amazing rehearsals were done with a single sheet of music.

It was just one of those things, how, crouched on the edge of a stool,
embittered, horny, and proud of it, he still blew clean and fast, like
the old pro he was. Invariably he took a break, drank a soda, dropped

a speedball, his thoughts wandering to Ceora, who'd gone to his head



more times than he'd blown Sidewinder, neither did he allow hocus pocus
in the studio, his intuitive response to the surroundings brought
everything together, all forgot the woes of their lusts, the brass of

his instrument cast a glow over the room.

It seems impossible to predict what will ultimately prove the emotional
worth of anything, i.e., after time has passed, asking the begged
question to please shut up til I've finished. I think I've got a thing
here, he said, stapling the sheets together. To what extent will the
unmartialled activity of your mind serve your values. The coffin,
containing Bud Powell, was preceded by the Jazzmobile, on which Barry
Harris and Lee played Dance of the Infidels, Bouncin with Bud, and Time

Waits. An estimated 5000 people lined the streets to say goodbye.



Richard Dillon:
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Pinedsle, Wroming

Cowboy Par has atyrena redwood oailing beanma placed over white
styrens imuhl.l;::’mutl. Partander and ovner'll talk to you about
onae smblaschad stesr aknlls now yellowsd dvs te tobacco emoks,
The huges saloon Ls vacant, tut soon two cowples will arrive, vomen
heavysat over refays while thetr wan enter slowly in ten-gallon
hats, Mlowered shirts, rangehand Jesns - the ontire eutfit, black;
shirt flowers baing white and pale blua.

Wa mosled down frem Henkson's T.V. llapair for this bear. The owpsr
tinkersd a few hours with EA's taps-dank, took a long time, and Lold
ns that folks ronnd thess parte don't lake an eesy 1iking to strengers.
Even after ssvaral ywara residency doing good business was aonwidered
Lo have flown whan he took a month's howsooming to Chicago. He returns
and the bank thinke he's gons for good. Howsver, peopla leave him

in psass hara, and that's why he cams to bagln with.

Parksap's talling ue Pinedals is Wyoming's richast town, he motions
soross Main Ttrest towsrds wows fine tavern ous hotel, sy that's
whers & guy oan by us a drink or two, give us sows straight loeal

e enm .

1 attempted to give a supply-stors shopeirl the lowdown on Boston,

lt: tephats and ourrisged boulevardn, but she just stosd there, stolo,
ohmokla-legs, following sy Jawquick movth, I gusss Fasternars to these
folk are a fast-tong! wed that's got to be watohed, thay'rs slready
branded, .

Morning at tha Patie Restauwrsnt. Ed discovers that the tahles have besn
inaoribsd with boomerang dasigne that, I ngntmﬂ. might heve benn

dagigned by Arp. )
M-,» c L efire
Ed percaivas that

avary ten smre innhes the danign repeate 1taslf. * A million amoabas
trying to take shaps, ™ The surface eolors ereate & mirags of diffarant

javsla, The main, innerwest tons is grey. A red plans sepsrates the grey

from 8 14ghtly tonsd white surfane. Thess Arplsh boowerangs disappesr
into the tahla's grey sky.

Aw will B4 and I later thie morning, boowsranging

out. of soaiaty, where man in etetnons stood about on plokup trucks
at 7 a.m,, * They're still ssoked outi * I heard a bronco buster sourans,

They mean sl

Take flve hers, sit

devm, relax. Pender L
ovar

your U.3.0.9,

Ht, Bannaville

map.

Tou've just read

ahoul Lha south ares
to Woll Lake

and all ths

Mliver Urask Drainages.

Wow rest your eyms on this map

an north as

Halls and Middle Fork Lakes >
and Lo tha high psaks

on the horison.

In my opinion,
naither diatator
nor Xing
h moTe

divine land

alamechars on tha globe.

And,

until ebowt the last i
0 years,

11'8 busn ursd malnly

for eattla and shesp gresing.

Natd Fask

Just south of

Bonnavilla,

and

Ratd Laka

in tha aentar of the haain
wars nam

in memory of

the vinlous sheap ralde here,
ovar the range,

Aatinfied?

Than follow Lhia treil =
on past

the ol) gusrd statisn
ab the right of

hoavy timbsrsd arsa

whars anan sfterverds

s trail branches

B) i

(A) 1o & computer mynphomy or side view of the end of thought,
er even the End of Thought im the brain pattern of a metropelitan
human.

(B) 1s the profile of Mt. Bonneville.

It is quite apparant that coneys seek out and imbibe with full intention
amanita wushrooms, the Doorimob to the Oode.

Horses overtaks us on the trail, s band of pllgrime jeurneying te
Canterbury Chapsl, Dream Laks, John Erlichman i3 one of theam, he
oalls over, " How far to Dreas Lakel ™ I, of courss, bury him in
cant, ® Er, farther you go the farther it goss, *

Wa hike over pastwrsland, soens of range-wars not leng beok, quite calm,
Mt, Bannevilla almost like Turmer's cowmtry stroll jolt of s cathadral,
but different bscsusa we are galoot Ameriocsans, and becauss Mt. Bonnevills
has the towsh of evil. .

I rosm in & rich whits hat and have heard myself saying, ® Yankse,

with msoothness never soms to this endless urge of 1ife) hills,

r--dn--. :f.rn- embanieants, root-ribbed trails, put your best fect
'orwvard,

to the left,
orossen the stream
and leads across
the open meadow

to join

the High-

1ine Trail

Ko on,

paseing South Fork Lake
on the left

and wotill

further

and arrive
at Crows lake
whare onos
wal
s little

vhite

Patrel Cabin,
bt which

T think

has basn rewoved
#inoes arsation

of the
Pridger Wildarness Arsa.

From this point,

ona oan eroms-coimtry

Lo many lakes which drain
into Mald Laka

vis
hoth Maid and South Fork Cresks.

This s

the ariginal
Mighline Trail
that

Rald Jlake

on the sast side,
then Dream lake,
Dobs,
Samdpalnt,
Lakan, -

Halle Crask, on past Plpestons lakes

previously.



It 1 besoning mere M f(loultl Lo move. Ue srv humary end
den't realisze it, even worrise emerge + We wust

alamber low stoms hulls end ford rirsass a ptats of
weeming Inabriation, The insistent wind geine intenwsity, Ponner Parly inamdatod in 30 ool smew oterw ssng aliforata‘’s MNerrua

will n sll thet ressins of owr biies. We entler Lhe wiresm had Lo ressrt e sannibaliss, Toduy a )0 feot stens pinnacle marks thelr
bagin, A ary, oroseed between vielin and fMute, similiar to tragedy.
the one we heard greeting us when wa mownted Washaide Fass, Fislupehe ankn vhethar the survivors of that dissster sewld .
rises quiakly inte song. We adjourn ow hiking. it throogh what we would term a traglo draml

Or om Long's Peak, tuo

Tt recalls Morart's Lowoh, its song 1o measursd and spare, mon ptrugpled ovar e woman, she walked awayi snov lall during their
Put sltarstion can sppear suddenly; the walody rippling tussle, would have killed them all, but the woman ualked svay.
abruptly apsinet iteelf, stonelly. Other singers fesl compelled Wa apend
to follow, bsoking the dominant lesder, It is all T can do our houra in the illusien of wnending normaloy, lass Lragedy.
to stand motionlessly, without a word Lo resind me of wmy placs, Augh Olane
and 1isten, watched wolves bring dovm an wlk calf, fAs had besn erawling tosards Montana
for woeka, vowing to destroy hie betrayets. When the volves ( who had

soparated the calf frem ite mother ) tired of ssting. Mush Glans orawled
N towarda the osreass and ste the ressins.

The walvas looked on in ailence,
Lameh for todayi pesnuls, psanut butter, chadder chessw, onoonut they ware salisfied.
eookias, graps jwies, and smlowar seeda.

Tha wind, onos musaling we invieihly, inaludes iteslf in Hosari's
sonnel

Richard Dillon onas 1ifted s sandwich frow sn abandoned
st Patio Cafe, Pinedsls, Fellow diners sald nothing. They too were
ad, .

pl
Wa raplenish owr power, 1is baok, dreaming of & planst built in L

our Interstellar Vaid. After oranling slong Tellovstens to Mismourl River, Olsss found

* Say 1L was 1ike this landesape, 10 1 10 sn abandoned esnoe eontaining mecassine, knives, slothes. Too wesk to'take
milag. Mountaina would b sasy to alimb, Sky's water wapor would Lhe boat srownd & bend to hide it from Hlackfoot Indlane, who'd killad
refl tham, " Ed meyse, the original owner,

Nave T reimagined his potions acourstely. flugh Glase stubled ferward sasily, having gone hundreds
1 ready wmyself to quastion him, but don't - toso tired af miles naked and erawling. He'd served with Major Henry, Ownaral Ashley,

Thera's Ha jor .
thet esbin in tha distanne, ® Ed surveys, " not too far off. A grissly Jumped him
Wonder if that old gy 1u ewt thers, the old gy whe ateked ne in the Baga of Nngh Olasa. And Jim Dridger
ooffes AF we oould stalk him dmm when he acaalersted away st wan remindsd continuslly of this inoidant down hie starry carssr duve to
haadoamp, " o soinoldence of namas:

Pridgar's niokname was " 01d Oabe," er " Old Nlass, "
Wa hiks towarda Ronnevilla. Pasturss wild with graws snd sidvery There weren't many mountsin wen. fridger in mountains about A0 years,
sage and Fat low Mying Mrde. Welve shorteut the trall, diagonally. L
Oaining tims with 8 triok lsarned on dosesttetlawme, Our trail Olase sut-tangled the monster.
1o 2111 oonneated te all traile, te the Byustor, te Grammerny
Park, Lo Mra. Ostavie Pas on Prattle Mtrest, valantine faoed, o Hnnn
gliding in sy drsen near weathared aities topplad inte Panzsi
firs, quits stunted and oomplex near antelops brush,

On_The Mey To Rald lake

working down anow orisped slopes

wntil trisnglos sonstituted hill
HWhy when tanght that 1ife begine in s point, after hill, quilted vallsy, farm housss,
axtands to & 1ine, highway, sxaotly as Buokmineter Fuller
mfurle inte plane,
and fi1ls out 1ike & sail when nubing, haw always signifisd. Triangles orystallising
thin tesching didn't Jive with my vislon of landecapel until on the slops in direct angle to whers

I kmelt, a cow came under thalr growth.
The air-war out there fen't what did 1L, Only its eyns remained and these chwerved
though, sdmittedly, thoss sorssaing delta-singed sesaies
ars snovgh to make one forgat hboll gecesbry, entght, to the oud, anchored, sges wise,

poography, amaiently ra u, wolat, Armn of

in favor of chemtosl warfare. Wi s ey e mtaned,

.
kmowing me better thah I knew mysself.

1 am referring te the avkuard breidgs

batwsan the vislen of Ewlid

and an antes]l beuldar and hlum landecape. e

Tt's a real ahors to be & geomater
within sight of Bornneville's Jursssic upthrust y
or within fevers s
whan plaoing one foot
bafore snother

tired of moraping for 1ife
DRaid Lake Night LAfe
= dirt path bstwesn pines
apd two atone hulke -

T Just lookad into Lha wyas of & mosquito
stangoring Heetdy pond from bahind o nettad hood
eroushed undar tent by wmidnipht firs,
Cohort hindrads ohasrvs e sloo,
[} of mlettarad baing,
s ralantl balng, famishead, parennless.
Attaokera preparing for kami-kesi attanks.
O ranting rascala,
resoale with ey
nos maoked fapes,
I erush one of your comrades,
hold the resains eul te you
and st11l you are not disusded.

out eys-aornari aonoave haptagen in marshfisld,

head of shass-imight,

Enough, It 1s, thus, diffieult for we

ify the world of Lha geomstara
ary #n aflen,
fording a sirnam ar w ng rul of high brush,
the Saurisn srrovhesd of Mt, Ronnaville
kioks my vision into the hank of wy head.

i

piffieult, . ons day, in Virginis's Flus Ridge,
1 uant to tha top of a minor hillenk, s
dmelt in Lhe anow, oowhay heated,

te pray aw did ena fsorge Washinkton.

of pllots cut of World Wer I,

And there grew bafore my eye s tubar

of ground atraw. fNaside 1L anather,
making & triangls, Prthagorssn,

and this met another, thesa met yst others



The Sacond law of Therme-Dymsmios: everything mers homoginizad:
with time
roaks mized down mowlaina inte sand.

This maw ia & vaterfall

af reook terrented with betterflles over its strand.
Bd hap & way of seeing tha Seeond Law of Tharmodynenies in Everythingi

* Thare is, Rleard, no such thing as & fras lunch, "

i
A strsam bresks inte secordian ripples
wlulates out round roaks

alvays this wvay
dovm the

feo-aons,
i ¢
Tragining the most heineus sots againet wy enemies Lurns wy 1ife

inte an ache sr miocon.
Poreed te wit in roadside shads, I permit

the wind te provide eontinuous oocl ageinst ry taut fece.
i

A nest in sn epen feld:
probably coney's,
(<3 gray tufts,
v vell used,

i
The future 1s the oholos-matrix open te youth.
i

on 8 band wesd enly by radie astronomsrs. Miarovavas oould
bo the evidenee of an extratarrestrial o isation. Frasman Dyson
inventsd the motien of sun-girdling aphsres.

MandTast Dastiny
equals

Technelogioal Salf-Daterminiem

that tachnalony
Tans

om
ragardless of the
himan eonpenant

1ike avolution,

inseot avelution)

insants hava

total will to powsr

single mindadnans
spaording to Rens Dubae

technology

has inssst plans

tnsests sin Plowrish
in radisaotive
Babaras

Owr friends in Napal
oould and would

5 t111 a1 ing ba
terracing farms Lo tresline, Veonine taokcginkey
thelir villages supportad LT

intelligant planning.

[rentus/

N One man in Napal T met
oan valk 100 miles
in tvo wesks.

Our packs are plpa
oompared to hagm
. of sifted grain
50 pands
racknd on hie baok
handed forahead

ona of the tallmst man
in Nopsl
» arack walkar

Katmandu Lo Tarkignary
in one day

lugeing family grain
for ona year

that gur
aould reslly taks rars
of himanll

atriding village

upon villags

horsas compats with him,

Without oll
aould Wyoming
baarme Napall

Aolar Founr'd have
falar Power'd
have to glass in & whols 1
of territory, yop eSS
its solar pover
varaus ofl powar,

OF oaurse, you oould taks mylar sheats
made from oil/
ints Interplanstary Spane Hhirow thiee
tn natoh 5000degres heat
off tha 3, yap,

humankind's exnskalatoni
techne
intallectus
an in
graseatical
arsolor sat
bridge bullding
but alee

purs-theory precticallty,

what the Inseols

do

IR

Among thase pine distanoes
tent in wind-rip
on denuded slope,
Yankens

1st we dewonstrats our igneranas.

i

" Pouer per Ferson
one horaspower
at the inosption of the good ols
workaday
world

1000 aven 2000 horass today/now

In Kipling's and Indirs's Indis
1/40th of & horse
pranoes, drills and luge
per person.

lat's bs olear:
sash man alena oparates/st ome manpowsr par man/
they £111
with & hos behind them/
. 12 hours par day/
il they ars
Af they are
lucky enowgh
to have
a plece

of land/

Anothar way of generating power would he to throw
s oahle
Antarctica
te Alaska

spin it around Earth
& rook
at tathar-and/

In theory, this s feagihle. The cable energized by Van Allen's Belt,
As Lowsll Thomas would #ay, " A new way for generating power for Flanst

BARTI

e

Wa are fighting the mosquitoes!
That's why the naed for FOWERI

e

A POETRY should perwit its subsoribers an entry into slertness at tha end,

T

Mylon Peak, Finis Hitehall's Nylon Feak, named for the pleasurs of
all the rook alimberas Just starting out on nylon rops vhen namad.

i
Bonneville Bemneville Bonnevilla

what a sar-
cantie oy-
nioal genaral

OFNERAL DOBNEVILLE
ordering his soldiers Lo olimb
unloading ladders v

mappable 1ines '
# Alright, Scabbies, ON UPI "

i

Evening of the 26th/////Pxplonions in the sky
HHHH I Bnd)ans wxpanse/ /11111111111
i

Wyx Olympia, The Highast Mewtain on Mars
50,000 Fant



DRainbow Jake

To aing ahout the manity

Anhsrent in waliding over an alpina meadow

1a extremely diffieult

ainos irruptions en my brain's tarrain intrude,

but we will bagin snpwsy.

The trail to Rainhow lake

is a meagra plulos intarrupted by socsslonal burge

of outeroppsd reek ovar vhich boots are lnem te hungle,
When Rainhow lake 18 rasched, middls af aftarnoon
thars should ba 11tila wanttl
notsd by your pertner, with a towsh of tirednees,
poaing anonymously mownded ranges back of lew feothills,

Vo atashad our packs st an fsolated spot, and
1ightaned, proosedsd, enoowntaring an individul

with mulan, rifls in well-ntohed holster, quill, arrows,
plok, lassoo, polished saddle,

glant wooden aratss toting dymamite snd victuals,
and dwle partner along for the ride,

ahgorbing wildernnas trioks

from this who-imovs-how-many-orimed foros

worried sbout enamy renchers

who resent fraslosding trappars roaming licenss
He 18 & man prapared Lo mest calamsting

but & handful ocan handla in our twentiath esntury.

Thase apperitions are disahlysd

more quiokly than thay arrived.

On thie mast epan end anclent read,

mon must mars on ragardlags of what thayare teld,

Mearing Rsinhow lake, wae oonjour Shoshona,
whoss somtry opand up hayond the mounded range.
If wa find them, will they weloows wel

" Ouess there'd be an of Mon, " suggests Ed,

" whare wa'd go 1n and sign & permit, ™

Tos, right under those planiforn olowls

Meating 1ike orsj« swmeliss ovar the Continentsl Divide,
Bhoshone, knowm to spsar Waucheps on sight, wait.

" Mayby they'd kill or march us

Af laoking parmit, " oonoludes owr flﬂ!ghh‘ friend,
How shouwld we handle swh individuale,

Credit Card Cowrad Welll Huht

— e

in emoallently arisp aimlight,

pline-mestennd alr, Overjoysd, I mount the flank
of a bordering hill, run ekyvard, sbandoning sll,
to lmap, yall, roll, a fool,

ralsased from all that precseded my ooming,
and all that the Mture my wiald,

Catohing Fd, we ambinue,

osunlight after thase hours hasn't dimmed a bit,

Master Robin orchastrates,
Sweet Wind bamds,

wa hike in everfrash fever,
godly in God, at howa.

I

Might aomath
neither ores nor blaok-hawk mnight
nor condor nor reven night,
It's rame? Who knows 1t7

He adjourn that Dasele
" /iLe Bun must ret
fording
low streams wa mat
in sarly going.

In ehill wind,
& low hill.
At mesdmu'e moulh,
we Lrak,
mauthmrd,

out of pinatops

an hillarown

arian night-vinged
dukan,

Thalr eadra'd

sysflavh deoided)
soont

intarlopars.

et of eireling squadron,
a aingle rap
olrales us,

usava For its dassrtednens,

s in their backysrds.

Why not try, " The mouss sats catfood,

but the ocatbowl e broken, *

The chief's reply? " Well, that's the first wensible thing
1've hesrd you say, Whiteman, "

Howaver, the only thing swvaiting us at Rainbow Lake.
1s the fanay of ssiling » raft to its lone islet,
woodad, (lowsred, sitting isclate and dry.

amid a vista of choppy, wind-driven wvatars,

Parhapa, as we did, sftar smoking, you'll declde

ta try the sxperiment of photographing rooksplash.

I heaved said rook and my newly surrsal deotor
recorded (ts quiokly dearystallised soulpted exiting.

We say farewall to Rainbow laka,

atart the ten-mils jawnt mnpnnl

Tt han been healthy but tedious, slthough this s sppropriste,
for nov wa are about to he tested.

As the laks falls bshind, s ars axpossd

to an enrush of planstary glory.

MHeoadows wnfurl their Mora: Qusen Anne's lace,

dring te dunj Whits Coluwhine, an orchid in swmstresnm.

Out of Paintbrush vermillion,
‘befars greeny, flickering Awpen leavas,
the tuzeing alan vitale

in corkacres whirl of bees,

Fushion ean only mimin this fast.

Only in snoh scapes 4 1f-nntemm rofitted.
To be suooinct, dirsct and irrsfutablen
this is the linest walk anyone can make,

Raturned to a sunlit nething,

that singular take coursing sommthare,

and alvays, through 14fe,

we ooms to, we swvuks, in this lovely meadow.

Over glades, rebin bounds,

low pine te smnfleshsd log throne,

with consummate song out pippin belly

lots larger then rebine sast of this territory.

Wa have basome as Finis Mitchell becams,

simply for having wandersd our way te Mainbow Lake.

Are bscoma champilons, broad-spanned; glistening,

1ike Mieklaus, applawded, trekicing o fine Awpusts feirvay,

WHight eometh
Thie kean-eyed avian?

vhe imows ite nene?

Mot aonder

ven
night-singed,

songlass.

In lato-dey ohill,
he eiroles us
oocasional wing-
thraoat
bhut mainly he glides
night sllent,

Wa kaen
to vertioal

ninuta after minute
the pure glide

mtil his call

oracka
cross night—chill
to his fellows.

This hawk-headed duke,
rear wing-sdags

with five geallope,

thres " wing-tip: ,feathere,

followa ua
rownd thelr
dukadom,

with cooasional
wingthrust
wntil

wa mont hillridges
homesigrd,

Daspaning cold

night nowath
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Barrett Watten:

HELLO, by Robert Creeley (Hawk Press, Taylor's
Mistake, New Zealand, 1977)

That'll look good, later. The page

is bent upward. Black pen in hand

is all I see. No wind behind no window.
Severed heads looking inward. Remember
no figure of surprise--it's all been
reinvented. Prose as a tension, lines
fathering. Reverse order of sequence.
Duration is come upon, later. Habits.
What you do is left undone, not behind.

*

Five lines. Two women in red and blue

look out of white house (what house?)

with faint green trim around darker hole.

The quality of light felt is slightly off,
hazy but expecting more. Spring weather

for a year or more. Cement pathways

to white sea, bay, dock, cruise liner, or
wharf under steel structure of bridge.

Simple as looking, the parts of the dream
replaced, lead to a story, big question mark.

*

Sit in room w/ floor cleaned, papers

in piles, table cleared, curtains

half open on imaginary scene, play of light
and motion of nervous response, simultaneous
access is felt as existing inward. Language
is all around. Inside the machine spins

a celluloid disc on which the strobe light,
synched to keyboard, spots letters through
opening to reactive '"white" paper beyond.

It is "developed." An alphabet of surprise
combinations, irresolute acts. Whatever is
picked up, he wants to put down. It is that way.

*

The point of half-life
expands to _
everything else. Why not?

*



These are the limits of _
the known world. Suddenly,
I've got a job.

*

Opening moments in air connect both
to sound, quality of light, and distance
assuming first rush of anticipation.

%*

Enough not to get trapped in. Pieces

of the light recur, in varying patterns.
Pieces of the life return in different
orders. When did one get made? Reach
farther back, with the hand. Can you make
what happens be all the time. All thinking
follows. A key inserted into cornerstone

of enormous public building. 1In the rubble
he forms his remarks. One stone at a time,
property interest, transporting all European
has-beens to mark his grave. A company

is a family deployed. What history. There's
too much to put a stop to it. Someone throws
money at me. A blanket is a rug.

*

Keep setting things apart, drawing strings
back in, on command. The porpoise appears
later. The crowd is quiet, without a sound.

*

Full of dream stuff--
green cheese.

*

Now I would like to picture mental space,

cups and saucers, a man standing up. When

" to go, knowing enough is enough. That
mythology, landscape, a pattern of entrance
simple as syntax in "There is--." A world
following, but subjective's apparat's disquiet
kicking at irritation, which does not resolve,
like the rest, just grows. The whale's bones
an enormous collar the buses drive through.
Step back from this picture in order to see it.



On request, the curtains fall. A stratum

of correspondence like a port of entry--
contradicting self-extant lines of the town
beyond. '"This is China, things are better here."

Ron Silliman:

from 2197

CONSIDERATIONS OF REPRESENTABILITY

Language is the fireplace.
The lower the envelope,
the higher the sound.
Roaches of the stove.
House
the block, block the house.
The grapefruit is not
the dream of the awareness which it represents.
A
geek's I suddenly expected to delight.
Former home
are life here.
Pants in which leg pulls.
Great
forms of urine dissolves in the east foam.
Summer,
we dream, 1is foghorns song.
These are only birds
and have no other art. ‘ '
Loss of write, loss of need.
World from the insect syntax.

Poem swollen from a long development of events.
The
ontology of my whatever world.

: Page of this and
that without read. :
Locating "prior" to concept.

A room of news,
Sound of gas kite,'warribr, faint
song in the mylar as I make my breakfast.
The
tide is full of forms.



Blind matches talking in
color.
Coming to sensitivity of language with the
greatest information.
Rain as hangup, as sex of
handguns.
As woman feeding older, his popcorn
drifted into pidgeons.
If the object becomes fill,
objective forms become obsolete.
This pastel noise.

The concentric forms a pastel that readily circles.
The recognition coming with self greatest.
Augury
or the wax of matches from the flight of Mexico.
We
becomes object to obsolete, objective by obsolete.
Each one drifted his body on, one older at a shape-
lessness.
Headlines from the insect world.
Thought
was small carving than the block.
The bowl of
names.,
A new rain of loss had form in our form.
Swollen in a day of volleyball.
I speak the power
of my former truth.
This sound brings in the gas
jets of the water.
World what you fill.

More on the definition on their way to certain.
Loomy sailing in air.
Fear of sleep.

Distance
arrived between the small fishing meaning just as
the verification worked its way over the this.
Work bus sleepers on way.

Choices went sailing
through the genuine language.
: ' This is the page
between chosen and random.

Anything is a many.
The more we put into the meaning, the less cer-
tain we are it is this.

The small fishing of an

old sun.



There enters open window within a world.
Random chosen at random.
Popcorn I sprinkled is
sea for many kelp.

Pour catr as glad spray.
The saw gets cruel in that
corner of the circus.
Thing, it is not a hedged

idea.

People who run to catch the bus tend to sit
at the front.

Really personal universe.

The turtle

play to cure the snows.
I smell my own breath.
Trapped to corner the sun for the porch, it snows.
Glad rags define bags.
As sense of soil begins
to rock, little of time begins to grow.

Only
struggle or us is defines in so by its conditions.
More eat above the porridge.

Crowd could stone
my own mime.

Korea is doors on many.
Past case attention.

The
morning Phnom Penh falls, the Khmer Rouge merely
walk into the city.

Mereness the degrees which are
not to be mortality.
Diane loves to Arbus his you.
Think on the do of what.
The rim of ages is dimly
page.
Only by the clouds, but amid the light.
The
undefined is descriptive a catalogue of terms.
. This
city, merely falls, walk morning.
A said alias
rose up out of the name.
World of the floating.
Death should not have destruction.

/
Is this a

This action, inevitable in its guilt.



thought or language of longer.

Ocean who run to
catch the calm tend to perfectly at the never.
Strewn form and/or order.

The wall is never well
words.
The bicycleriders glide through as a re-
gatta.
A rolling people and down sleeves.
Each
one pulls his pants on, one leg at a time.
People
catch on bus is front for those who run with
what they know to be the sit.
As if a time, the
synonymous glide through the tense.
The poem,
remorseful, are a form of progressions.
Boy asks
the small, doing down I'm me.
Shirt and tie are
not white.

Sickling with the cells about here.
World words
make.
There was fear of locating the concept
sleep.
An old grandfather would lay table to bed.
This is a meaning.

How long does it, did it, take
to sense this data, this then language, this.
Nervous head are a loud system.

Temperature searches
for an back of whatever there is in the body.
Skates sound.

Low oranges at ten thousand pour
highway.
A collective without inward, without turn-
ing, without neglect.
Dark is a glare.
All of same.

The kill in the brain of the ghoul.

‘ Cross-section
the loud headlines of nervous world in head and
you get insect.

As he grew older, his body drifted
into shapelessness.
Value, it's other words.



Turning higher can cause sun to lower your collec-—
tive rainbow.
Patterns of objects.

Morning in the
dark wall advances, but thru its sky the glare of
the great east.

Vision ten loss oranges onto a
loss.
Which is dogs, which is bark.
Here the
meaning is adequate.
How do the razor decide the
day.
I would speak his photograph on the suddenly
by the expected.
This is a name awareness sen—
tence,

Ontology searches for an inventory of whatever
there is in the world.
This is the turned truck.
How do you conversion bird.
Rim spring.
A true
as things and known as the all.

A first exper-
ience, not existence, of light is the predicated
sign.

What if I have goals is not poem.
Fud he
turned.
Mushroom is a rose, not a cloud.

A
specific blues, gray, reserved for the day.
Clock with a mane made of not act a not man.
Across a present with a merely instant.

Prolif-
eration filling the alphabet of the room.

Existence is our experience of what might have
predicated.

The upstairs is a room of coleus, can-
vas, barnwood and news.

Specific forget of lepers
called blink.
A morning in which to use the term
Q-tips.
A voilce that coming part from the brain
room.
Presence recognize up off the new.



Loose

is not senses but a morning of shake.

: By spaces
I barren a land in the awesome and we immense.
People incoming sidewalks stood.

This is now
an incorrect life of my themes.
The weather smell.
The poor cat can't spray.
Needle of the diamond

to pine,

I omitted warm visits. -
The spring mass is langor-
ous, the barren language casual.
Realism is the

condition.

People stood on the expression, object-
ify to the incoming black-clad insurgents.

How do

we recognize the enemy of a common time.

A geometry
of trees.,
This is not an incorrect example of con-
stituent negation.

One blow-fly, filling from
several parts of the room, or sky.
Swamp is pre-
dicated on gas.
Milky I see the field in my sky.
Grapes made to mane. .
The rest of stasis,
Haze in
the glow to shake light day's sign.

Lion with a mane made of grapes bites a peach-
headed man.
I meet my friend in the market.
Which
do you use.
The sun's loss amid family brings only
a specific freedom. _
The angle of pen is not in
page.
The rhesus' habitat loves you.
The seal of
the south came ashore. _
Connect his name was
Thoreau.



The morning Phnom Penh fog, the Khmer
Rouge merely steams into the field. .
I picture

warm language.

A grammar of colors. _
Example in
the negation to share loose incorrect constit-

uent.
One coleus, canvas from several skylights

of the upstairs, or barnwood.
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