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Gregg Sharits. Photo by Craig Love.




Gregg Sharits
Bone Wings

Sloow Tapes



Gregg Sharits, photo by éraig Love



Preface

Gregg Sharits was likely born in 1945 in Denver Colorado. His older
brother Paul (a well known experimental filmmaker) was born there in
1943. I was born in 1947 and Gregg was a year or two older so 1945 sounds
about right.

I met Gregg in either late 1965 or early 1966 during my freshman year at
the University of Colorado, Boulder. I had become interested in film
(mostly international) and saw posters at the Student Center advertising
“experimental” films. I went to a few screenings and met Gregg, John
Chick and Don Yannacito who were running it at the time. Later Dana
Young and I would join the group. Concurrently we were putting on light
shows under the name Bardo Matrix. Either John or Gregg or both came
up with the name. No one alive today really seems to know.

Through the university we had use of a Kodak 16mm Cine Special which
was a big box of a camera, but worked just fine. On our limited budgets
film was expensive and I remember driving to Denver to W.A. Palmer
Labs and buying short ends that had been left behind by news
cameramen. Often all that they had was negative film which was
common in the day. Since it was expensive to have prints made part of
what we shot was projected as negatives.

Gregg, John and I bought little Bolex 8mm cameras and began shooting
our own “experimental” films. Many of the things that we shot were
made into film loops that we could project at our Bardo Matrix light
shows. I had a VW van which we used to pick up our overhead projectors
and the like for our light shows all around the Boulder area. We rented
barns out in the country, dance halls downtown and the like for our
shows. We hired local Denver bands and put on a good show for all,
similar to what was happening at the Fillmore and Avalon Ballroom in
San Francisco.

In 1967 John, Gregg, myself and a few other friends piled into my VW van
and set off to explore the Mesa, Verde Indian ruins. The ruins were closed
that day, but we decided to drop acid and climb the fence. Gregg had his
little autoharp which he played in the kivas at the ruins. Everything was
cosmic and great until the rangers showed up and told us to leave. it is



Trip to Mesa Verde, 19‘ é7.rGregg playing autoharp (upper ri

ight and bottom left).
Photos by Craig Love.



hard to deal with authority in the middle of a trip! Anyway we made it
out and I do have some photos from that day...

At some point John took off for Kathmandu to explore the Far East. This
would eventually turn into the Bardo Matrix publishing venture with Ira
Cohen, Angus MacLise and Dana Young.

After John left for Kathmandu, our joint ventures would come to an end.
Gregg, Dana and I would still get together and shoot short experimental
films. This would be the early 1970’s and I was married with a son so our
priorities became different. I did not realize it at the time, but Gregg was
a bit antisocial. This can be seen in his later writings. I remember one
line well: “You have your idiosyncrasies, creep, and I have mine”. He did
not fit in as well and Dana and I went on to become very good friends. We
stayed in touch until his Dana’s death in Bali in 1979.

Gregg at some time around 1973 went East to visit his brother Paul who
was teaching film in Buffalo. I would later learn that Gregg would
attempt suicide on his trip home. From Gregg’s accounts later, he jumped
out of a 4 or 6 story window of a hotel he was staying in. I believe it was
in Indiana or Ohio.

In 1974 my wife and I decided to move back to the Bay Area with my son.
Colorado was getting too cold and with all of the snow it was time for a
change. I was stopped at a traffic light at Fifth and Market Streets in San
Francisco when I saw a familiar person limping across the crosswalk.
Immediately I recognized Gregg and got him into my car. This was likely
1975. He had jumped out of the window but survived. This renewed our
friendship and we saw each other regularly. He got a room in a hotel on
Shattuck Avenue in Berkeley and we were living in West Marin at the
time.

Gregg still had the little 8mm Bolex that many of us had and he
continued to shoot and splice together his films. I remember going to his
room with my wife to see his projected films. He would visit us from time
to time in Marin and everything seemed to be just fine.

I was working in San Francisco in the late 1970’s, likely 1978. I was early
that day and was having a cup of coffee and reading the San Francisco
Chronicle newspaper. A few pages in was an article about Gregg who had
pulled out a handgun and was waving it around in the lobby of his
hotel/boarding house. I had no idea that he even had a gun, but my guess



was that he was considering suicide again. The police were called and he
refused to drop the gun. They opened fire and he died. I guess today it
would be called “suicide by police”.

Ibelieve that his brother Paul did come out and collect Greg’s belongings
and films which I knew he had in his room there. it appears the Canyon
Cinema or Pacific Film Archives may have his films. I have emailed them
but have received no reply. Personally I do have 8mm footage of Gregg
that I need to get transferred to video.

RIP Gregg who was a true artist who was living with the artist’s demon
inside. I hope this helps shed some light on his short life.

Craig Love. October 2015
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ALEGY FOR NEJON'S "EVOCATION OF WOUSSEL™:
(Chorale for Autoharp & libetan CymSals): £/8/¢5:

Frologeer “Ume day Joses stopoed at & Fich man's doer,
What sust 1 do to be saved!
Sell all yr. goods & give it to the poor,
3o they ladd Jesus Christ in his grave.™

4 Guthrieijous Garist.

1 this flosdin’ wiits suslite iy zoms (3)
oow all X do iy sirg my song. (3)
teo orange eats play 4n the ilte of the aun (1)
pow my God & I are all but dome. (3)
le flowers outside my window are gose (3)
all I oam do 13 slsg =y song. ()
are the roses in the green of the lawn (3)
Lay've all been replaced by & biz, vhite svan, (3)
e wall of the garape made of hand=latd stones (3)
shes my face clean as the colosrs of roan. (3)
6. rain falls in shests all over the place (3)
comes &3 my mother In zatin & lace. (3)
7. The two brown doors are staired by the rain (3)
& row 1 have cone 4 1'm golng apain. (1))
8, The green & white lawn chair stands in the grass (3)
& all the peopls fade into the past. (1)
9+ Tuo litebuld reflects off the surface of glass (3)
& floats in the space thru whieh I must pass. (3)
10, The chariot descends in colours of gold (3)
& washes the earth with staries of olde. ()
11, ™he Pelace of Leaves mest be swept clean (3)
as ny bosom becomes one with queens, (3)
12, "God gave Noah the Aainbow 3ign, (3)
No more vater tut fire this time.” (3)
13, The mushroon goss white & clouds the =iy (J)
& the people all ohant, "5 me, o wyi* ()
14, ¥y God & I bave Let lastingly agsin (3)
& 11"s hogeloss the win amongst this =in, ( )
1t's our turn with this famay fun (3

e

2.
Je
S

PEEsEresy
~52

B

16, Then we will mount the chariot ascending (1)
& sntar the world of Love maverending, (J)
17« And all the leaves will fall to the greurd (})
& orter the erpliness to whieh hey all bound, (3)
14, The purple flowsrs outside xy window are gone (3)
% all I can do i3 sirg xy sorg. (J)
19. The to orange eats play in the lite of the wun (3)
& row wy God & I are all but dome, (3)
20. All this floodin®' white sunlite is goms (3)
& now all 1 do 48 sing my esne. (3)
21, & nov all I do is sing my song ()
& my song is simply GomesAdamiGone. (3)

Iptloguet  "Everybody migat be Just eme big soul,[Well, 1t looks that
way 10 e =/Everyvhare Ut yu look in the day or nite,/

That's vhere I'a golng 1o be,/Mat’s whore I'n going o be,”
- W Guthrie: lad of .
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I wanted to make it Epormous -

I mean, I wanted to make it stretch & roll
from one end of the paper

and fall off at the other:

I wanted to make it aso filled

with Pure, ¥hite, Glowing Love

that yu eldn't even hold it in yr. hunds -
*Tu"d have to read it outside thru a window:
I wanted to make it so Packed with Joy

that a band of Angels wld, have to *

Scream it at yu with Megaphones:

I wanted to make it kick thru yu

with such a Force that

yu'd have to spend the rest of yr. Life

in a Meatal Hospital:

I wanted to and, By God, I ecld. have dome it, too:
I eld., have made yu cry out Bougueta

of Hadiant Hainbows & Glitterinpg Dismends:
Cld. have forced yu ta erawl thru Deserts

of white-hot coale inte my room:

Cld. have made yu moan prescriptions

for tranquillizers thru a bathroom fauced:
Hell, I ¢ld. have deone all that but,

Ch, well, what wld. it have matterud anyway?
What wld. it have meant, after the fact?

I mean, why shld. I when it is so mueh easier,
S50 auch more Rational,

5o very much more Deasonable

te simply say my prayers

and po baclk to work?

dEEERREARES



LOWK S0UTH SUMMIT MEETING ALONG THIS LOMESOME STRETCH OF EIERKITY UNKFOLDING;
{Adagio Tor Autoharp, Tibetan Cywbels & Tubw)s 6/8/65s

Erologus:

MIAVARLr 1o In Paddhise, the stats of porfect blessedness achleved
by the absorptlom of the soule inls the mupress spirit, or by the
sxtinction of all desires & passloss, 2. In Hinduism, & blowing
wul, or axtineties, of the flame of Life; reumien with Husdha,

Isweeation 0, Lat this masked petal sisgl

Op Allow the honay bes its stingi
Uy Fouls drippisg blesdiest wingsi
0y Fother of the Blacikest of Hingal

Indegtlons  Strips of highly polished silver chrames

Waving Lirss of crispr malted fless

folling in charred lumps [roam skellsy

White liner wrapped sorpsss in fresh loams

Jurging orargs Clares & [lanes of foam

wirling blask reisbews & brass desrknobs

Twist opan & sut inte empty plts of spaca;

Catacombs & caves bright camdles & demsss

Haime & drswe Lthe apsciled harss ts maami

Fricis the spur & valvet sabls tewards homap

To the hi-vaulied harmonik cherubs charting: *Om,0m,0ml =

Alorg this lonsscms strebtch of Btsrnity

& mesting of opposirg Toress iy usfeldisg)

Towards what prics is the siylite Lit so Bright
that®s paid by Greed in resolving its flightfs
Corditionsd & breught forth into the fearsoms flght,
The marvel 1s comguaring without uaing mighta

The lightering erazkles & drewns out the sight

of % soparate shadows merging at nite

“What froth torsest & crippled nipping delite

Hakes course fluids dribble pear sut- ss Lightl™)
The spirit fallep as faskt descerding chirassa kits
Writhing slowly thru the drager-shapdd wight

The cirtaine oloss ssander with toushss slight

& malt to eresanmy soft lasborns ohewy te bite;

(el a8 pluvial pulse soream from the halghtl

Ol Curasd folds unfolding & blank chesrless plightl
@ Vistary swer corrupt alowdy sunssts of noh dalitsl

Soft grainy-syéd bardits of ma)ikal vision
lagy allk famtums of swiorchile crashes|
Wacant tombéd 1ilies of alevator shafts]
Creanmy shamans & sbony=staffed angelsl
Hollow vorteses of morblid nlght=aresl
Glitter ghosts & metal=flsked fandersl
Bosy violet daomens & laaflass drysds|
Saered Heart af Jadus & Passlonate Buddhal
dave My Sculsl Let This Masked Petal Simgi
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! Bowver Foems:
Sept.-Dee,, 116 ¥

The Filaments:The FaceiThe Forceps:

the silwver chaln eliek razor slash:
the dull thud retal into the brains
the stinking strat in the darkmess:
the z1itter tooth cunt shining wet:
the pink clean grain cunt and dark:
the story of the old horror chamber
where all old men elink and clanger
te wither and waver together:clank:
the fabulous story of delitter suck
the water amd whather the youngzster
plaster the weather to gather:wear:
the bBlunt secket bath studded vats:
ratherizlaresrather:the poar stair:
the olimbing out to the empty pair:
the walkine thru the forest frying:
frylng and cooking and looking sads
the castinz it offithe backirather:
the spilling it into the dull halls:
the roomilitesbulbiwhite & flarings:
the sitting in towards the windows:
the sitting there in the day lizht:
the flooding of the light on chairs
the =sitting in the flooding lights:
the flooding slit slidding the air:
the air flooding the room the sites
the sunsthe site:the sunithe flite:
the sonz shook cock light sliddings
the slidding into the tomh's light:
the cocking site light the gliding:
the sunithe light:the punise brite:
the climbing the stair wardas chair:
the old magus sighs the last aires:
the bold plous bare blue silk cunts
glarinz the white green zlass glare
the dark black chairithe emplrical:
the erperial glare:chairithe beare:
the barrel staring inte the fMares:
the flaring glaring inte the blare:
tha klare blasting inte the tearing
into the shed baring the bright sun
the ring the barrel cloud bleod sun
the clack elick stung song repeater
goine black sung gone along the way
to the silver zate spring to gather
the 1light:blua phoneidial tone purr.
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Neovenber, 19684

alock

leathar cloth
olack spindle)
wvhal says
this grey
disapelled
spider

orwvls

forth

into

day,

THE CORALLARY
THE DREAN:

quastiomble
of ys to sk

in its oar:
ve lead yu

Rlitter;
talk ¢lear
olowl gone
rain fall
wvhore thos
folks is,

e,

darmado silwr:
1inen vrappeds
alleyway foumt:
vesuvian mount
torch basrer
to thee

o saored treo:



EOULDER POEMS: D, 1963

A draas of dead bodies
with mo oonmeekices)
This drift min beoks,
iz dredead slogred dusty
Tako thiz paper s whilis
amd Poll=graln trigrer
Find oot whish is thars
and whioh 12 alsent
Than o will dle wmply
vith ssch thing fras,

fareing ih thls menrer fron the femdars:
Tilsting inte & verlmlity of shysically
tranafized ritun] weavies inla Che soms
Sorng made bearable in the sincing of it
¥ada bearabls without pain dsmasing yis

Fantangle with flreworks sparklsrs pinks
Fink stars with snocoth Llwe=ddta cloth:
Falrs of living ratter shisreriag 1ishts
inta the sbrectuml plastios of rod eye.

Cestdng withoutl palee trees oo sen vawas;
Bark sleswing from the ~eliziows centers:
sonpruent to the cernea’s classy surface
cdngruant, 14 the way the hands melt theo
tha hest vibrations of fluid texburality.

how do 1 @et eut of hare in living conditions

baw does a vireer Fellest the particles and

all the threads af dirt from its hlank fase:

until chrome dosdly lewes a1l solfine ]
faroe yo opoa and mmardss yratereible Dnoer
esll ared Tesl yu to ralax thair uely paleas
until toot saddle ropo <lass pitbens mcle
#tar into the srercy bundle of yr. perses:
wlill yw be opulamee ridden palnbow & wines,

vislon

amd full
strong

Fin

e o
facing

tha window
A5 CATH
akattar
all hops, .,

& remanbinifallusyia Tantasy in cluckclne riythem:

ehiiraiie aryital wave of litems moomy hlus dilskus;
pricied by & thorn & diedrthey say it polsened e
upnd mrd Aladithay sayithe sld W11 fallk sayeta.n
wher yu want gease o estiyu do mol puniye iKA1Y ae,

mlxad fiald of wielen detanes & Elneg
a dirtorted ootpost neac the perlferys
& batbery rurming its corrent sat the
turdls of wires pressed asainet yr.
lags and thre the rubber insulaties
_E':‘:‘bﬂﬂﬂhﬂ ibady hadrs & flash.

trying to shake it s whos ardimal shaidng all mits mhxed with

from the hack cakatyes wind with eonfused tight black

a3 whan dog other's meat  groars amappdng  bBlue of

sakas from sleap maried & pted, of f wlls im othar's

to srap at air with chamioal :?:]rm_ visibls

ard ' alouds 8w risibility,
i ey Tep— fulling Flight  wexes

o gralns



LUST 1:

Particles of dust
fleot into the lite
coming thru the window
frea the morning aun
and strike my ayes:
Particleas of lite
flgat inte the dust
coming thru the windew
from the mornine sun
and strike =y eves:
Farticles of dust
fleoat into the oyos
coming thru the window
froa the morning sun
and strike ry lite:
Farticles of lite
float into the eyes
coming thru the window
from the morning sum
and strike oy dust:
Farticles of eyes
fleat into the dust
coming thru the window
from the mornins sun
and strike my lite:
Particles of eyes
float into the lite
coming thru the window
frem the morning sun
and strike my dust:
Farticles of dust
flgzt irte the lite
coming thru the window
from the morming sun
and strike my eyes.
LTy

LUST &:

Haven't yu tried
to leave it:
Haven't yu begred
far a release:
Haven't yu riven
all yu owned

& accepted

the very limits
of human concerns
as yr. fatal

mark in life?:
Haven't yu ~ane
far ennuch te
eleanse yroelfl
when no cleanding
wAS necessary?e
Haven't yu deserved
ony thing butl Lhis

LUsST 2:

Farewell, sweet ease

B stupldity:

Farewell, soft flesh

E stabllicy:

For with all this
Liberty & Freedom

Granted me,

I have lound nothing

to replace

The Felancholy Fool,

This Clown,
Innecing out
of my aelf &
maklnr me
drown in my
own

pitiful
BRETOWS .

LTTTY
LUST 5:
I can't go on

with this grief:
this wnendineg pain

eating out of
my brain &

into oy body
dragring itself
over mounds

of hair & fleah
shivering &
lanrhingeg

to Lthe tousch

of other handa
. cocks,
finpers &
Lonpues:

other mouthe
sucking B
garving their
imape into

my cracked face,

LELL L]

fapittle dripring
from thone thornn
wrapped B glamped
abrut yr, dyinge head?

LR T

LUST 3:

Beat it B make it
clean,

Inzert the blade
and slit 1t open,
REun the razor
acroszg the throst,
Flace the pistol
to the head &
squeesze

the trirger:

Fall out inte space
with purple flowers
smothering

yr. face

& blurring

the pain

wiich has

wrapped Lftoelf
about yu

& carries yu

to its

extreme.
TR

LUST B

Having bottled myself
into a space &, now,
foreine mysell oub
ef it into another,
i leel

a sharp series of
polnts fire thru =e,
kill =e, kill all
unreal phostuess
from unreal stars
glittering out of
unreal space

into my room
grinning his sick

E ugly preen omile,
gliding his slick
write bony hands
about my weak &
failing flesh,
dragring me down
inta his own

pare black &

shiny tomb.

LR R ]

h/9/69
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dear b, matrix:

welnpersday the £5th of zomblk anal passage:

9vih g.4d.

1.

2,

3.

7e

9.

10,

11,

12,

13.

borneo is melting fop pumas aleng primordial r
rivers of decaying flame-mothe & anacondas,

new drawings for b,matrix flles & possible pub
lication.

will have set of new poems completed (or, at 1
east, started) scon. titled: "bone marrow depr
ession, "

take yr. empty operations of trital secorplons,
take yr., elevated shoes & others dlagrams over
there & place them in the lromn vat pleez.

nay stay here thru the winter. srow=drizzled 1
epers eat one anothers leps for dessert. wowll

“the work must contain nothirg real, not a sin
gle obeservation of the world & of minds. Fothi
ng But completely imaginary combinations.” ==

Raymord Houssel

finlshed film. urtiled floormats emlt death,
when are yu coming, dana? precision s dead.

rilkly umber breasts blob up & down, poring mi
crofones & deadly insects into t.v, ultrafage,

¥ill try & record burroughs/glorno tribunal of
revoluticnized plastik rice soll saye carol &

eralg.

*iolly freen porquipine skeletons grin & laugh

along hiway totem peoles...fluttering baranas.

gend new info,input kaput meridians of earthly
opresslon, Operas without song; cordiasl dying
choais lead to pold encrusted masoleums where
peace 1s freedom from people. crop dusters,...

blessings to dorje, may saliva-the-serpent ins
ert benevolert wafers of creamed body lice & a
tomic bombs float thru yr. periferal vislons,

flowers crushed into networks of l-pf.r—:ring tombs ;

nuscilar pains translated to Infinite blies

NN R I I I, T
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BOVLDER FOE'Sy
SEPTE/BER-DACE'BER:
19681

IIT.

A great & classic lever poal of rain:

water scaked & street blood swirlings -

know a plain of light incompost hall:

played in plaid ratch of colored fields:

drift of snowia headia cholered head:

Born to drawn in morning song & larkia spur:

a quost:a shun duz gushia olip of wings:

a thick green glue gloom glaphed eyelids:

Storn Stork Stiuek

crush the welter sung of bobble blocks:
mygzordero panteloom & overnturn olecragess

of durli dupe doubt darmed & doowed:

a durgitical 1iteralurgical puriscurtical
corridor of spiritual glass spinning yacn:
(furtill crinctent eryptal eaputuﬁry)

course of the course grain fluid:

flour ground by the Wheel of Fower:

Four Fowder Poudre

plunder beheld the mushroeming calderon

of #roos graves & erateful sroves:

The blacker hand thrust thru the door:

The dove dipped lattle lower darker /: damper:
Showor the clamp about the less puped & shirmer:
The shifts beneath the monsteraries flashy frame:
Brown & YarmthiWood Grainy Fingers Thorn Hollows:
Sporn Spawn the Spinners Split-Handled Hook & Horn.

SEEEREN L ERRANS

fragments:

Left s up butiright is down:
Seticlear the marzinsiribs &
supreme tho delight:fully:
in tombs which roots reveal:
blind adorn the spokasi

the wheelsthe totem;{lesh.

o forward:to dogito track.
A pointiparallel:& curving.
Too consistent

with the facts
to matter.



LEAR: 4/11/69:

I have been waiting now

for a mumber of years-

Four, fiwe, six perhaps-
and, still, the growth continues
and refuses to stop,

refuses to hold itself in place:
Gradually, it drops over me
with all the [oree

of & very large boulder

and crushes each

and every Illusion

of each & every colour

from my oenaeleas,
shrivelled-up mind:

It makes me weep to ses

the three of them there,
calling to one another

in hopeless derision

E impomsibility of their act:
In a stupor of under-
standing the fatalien

of their washed-out lives:
Watching them prance on by
in total neglect of,

& in total disrespect for

the sick, anemic blood

barely able to make it

thru yr. dried & tired

veins

culsing out of nowhere.

FOEM I: L/11/69:

Stuck in my own pgloce,
I open a window,

and i freeze =

I c¢lose a door % burn:
I try to blame it on:
the furnace,

tha ayotenm,

the indiffersnce,

the incensitivity

to regpect the werld
out ol whish i am made
L cast like dice
across the grey
concrete pavement:

DINNER: 4/11/69:

For several days now

i have wanted to compose

a love poem=

or, at least, a poem

about living with vitality:

I have wanted to compose

a molady from yr. hair

oF ¥r. faceé or yr. belly:

I have wanted to speak

of CUR emdeavor or of

CUR strupgling thru it
together all the way

without once stopping

& i knew i cld. do it,

i gld., feel the images

coming out of my brain,

Cld, see oyself in yr. Kitchen
by the window with

the atill, glittering-wet
dishes on the blue rack
raflecting that intense,
diffused yellow sunlite

& so on E so forth:

But, =h, well, what can i do?
#kat can i say as i sit here
feeling drained of all my hate
& find myself as empty as

a sterile, white hespital ward?

EER LR L LN

I try to take on

the character of:

an exploaive tyrant:

a leather-bound shaman:
an apocalyptic demon
apewing lorth flanes
interaineled with
melting corpses of

a dead Tibotan dream:

I turr on the radia

& i hear a young Fop
sing of it in such
Turity of Viaion =

that i fall on the bed
% feel my stomnch turna



SPRING
PRAYER

3 20:69: "Art is of an infinite loneliness" = Rilke.

slides over and
glides into her
chair:

her legs

shoot out

my ayes:

my god:

one mere day:

"ene more mor

mens mora'':

one more day

till Spring

comes alip

ping in &

opena up the

tomb of lust

& preed & hate

to free us all

open & caring

for one another:
equiposing our lights
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CHTHONIAL HELIGHTS

On this land where each blade of prass
is human hair,

Each footr of soll
iz human £lesh,

Where it rains blood,
hails bones

LIFE HUST FLOWERs _ oo varn Long.

Carving yr. face last nire left bones protruding =
Smooth sheets of osteclozieal debris covered yu.
¥r. mouth melted & gunshots rang thru ¥r. throats
Yr. belly slit open & beams of white lite escaped,
lead partieles pecforated yr. rib carriage.

(In the caverns; deep down in the earth, thoy grow
wild flowers which pglow in the dark & appear
black when brought up into ordinary sum lipht.)

I dreamed it rained contimeously all winter,

¥r. hair finally became lush, preen grass &,
towards springs yu pave birth to a small snake,
The crack of yr. mouth scaled ever completely —
the saake slithered under the deor & disappeared,

(Following the caverns beyond the flower pardens,
the serpentine passapevays become aartoWor & darker
until ene is forced te erawl thru them blindly.)

Upon waking, yu were standing before the mirror
shedding yr. flesh in the yellow candlellghe,

Yra. internal orpgans plowed but gave no reflection,
Thay finally shriveled inte small erisps of diey ash
& all that remained was yre luninous blue skeletons

(At a certain point, when there is absolutely no light
& the tunnels are like consteleted capillacies,
thae walls become empty Space studded with stars.)

Tr. fkeleton shrunk & became a phosphorescent mound
of Bblus powder layving effortlessly on the floor,

I scattered yu around in the parden outside &

the plants have prown more vipgerously ever sinece,
Somecimes the flowers remimd me of yr, eyes,

(The stars are, in fact, the souls of dead poople
whiech eluster btopether & send their enecpy to earth,
bathing the world in a strange sSpectra of lipght.)
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13 INCONGRUOUS REMARKS ON THE LUNAR CHESCENT: 2/15/75

“To explain: the amusement of redbellies
in the mills of eapty skulls.” -~ Tristan Tzara,

1. Totally incoherent blue-black wavelongths regurgitate two
bright lights - one is Venus, the other is Maidu, They swirl
perivinkles & chopsticks glued together, ULNAR ANAGHAM. Red,

2, Moderate strumming over endometrium with clairvoyant hands =
predestined dynamite flowers travel thru time-lapse membranes,
their feathered arteries sprout beautiful ridbons of lavendar,

3. Ultraviolet teeth in the washroom become aware of Springtime,
(S0IL swimming WORM TUNNEL - streams sparkling barbs & brains,)

4. Gopher-time is expanding toast (SEXTILLION TIMES) in Sardinia,
Majikal masks blossom tomato green dot, RADIO SWEET, pardenia,
Frogmen dance vacant-cyed to Persian platypus sciatillations,

5. Driving thru the forest of Lily lLawlanum welded to Bumper Ben =
transmigratory snails wail DREAM-TIME MELODIES to bird wings,
SATURN MOBILE VENTILATOR CHASTISES ISOTOPIC DULCIMER DRONING,

6, BEE-LINE TO BLISS: BASAL METABOLISM: SKYLINE SILVER: SCDA POP,

7. Dimensions lack quality; quantity needs redistridution; surgury,
Lovely animals, well-trained in pacifism, deform the monster,
It is thought SUMMER will follow SPRING, ovary turaing mauve,
Fositron said the leather fringe fluttered over ocean’'s Tife...

8. MAY DAY: TURN TAURUS LEFT TENTACLE: NOH PLAY: STAPLE CUT BURN.
Spectacular clarity of color mixing = the blue-white expaasion!
Divine modalities sparkle off hair in solid-gold ingots & COWS,

9« Lovely lively visions of molehills marked with raindrop refractionst
Save the MICROSCOPIC DIVINATIONS & soft-cushioned TERRITORY,
Angiosperms begin wriggling tendrils of downy atmospherik CHARMG.

10, Light spreads out over endless starry nites & temperate DAZE,
Sunlight on flesh: Fodder in Veins: Shelter of Warm Lites:
Distant flares of horizontal incaminations inscribed GOGGLES,

11, DIVA = GODDESS - RAINBON WAVE = PRISMATIK REVOLVING MIKRORS!!
(Nunca podemos permitos amore quandado perguncias tambien, si,)
Keyboard lymphocytes vevive old balancing act = N0 MORE UAR!!

12, TENDER TOBACCO WINDMILLS TRIUMPH OVER AQUAMARINE INVASIONS: OH!!

13, FINALE: the last trickled hubcap hysterical RUBY shorelines g0

tunbling last tune mortarhead block unwinding love's shoetree =
RETURNING THRU MOVING WOID: WINDSHIELD WIPERS BEAT JUBILANTLY.

Sedefrdefetriclofirioirirtetedreseictedotrietetericieteivietririeies:



“A" POEM: L1f20/75

Atrack after Attila activates atomic amphibian angstroms from Azanias
All atmospheriecally amorphous antelepe will actualize abnormal, ancient,
archaic amperes of arranged agueducts, agrarian & automateds:
Arabesques of Amethyst = amorous athelsts of African ancestry will
attain acute, acrimonious attitudes of Asian adroitness:
Aardvarks alliterate in “A" = amplitwedes & awesome allipgators await
absolute ascendancy above arctic aviaries = animals adumbrate
arithmetical assholesl:
Anal, achromatic & artesian, an anarchist author asseses anklets, asps
& anthropoid apesi
Antlers alter ants as appliances accelerate against an Azelea's antheri
Alexandrlan autecrats agglutinate antimony agnostics of anemones &
anecmeters
according to which the apron-artifices of Agpamemnon's adrenal asters
in air apocalyptically aspirate apiary - apogee anyplace, anytime -
an ambiguous Aphrodite!s
Agrippa astromomically aspires to adder-like afflicticns with (amarille
y azul) armadilles - athletie acrobates angrily analyze after autopsy
& agree as aghast aborigines aggressively accost anti-matter:
"august amigos! Another afle with accretions & audio-feedback aberrations
amalganates amazonians & albatross! Albinoni accents Aegean affair. Ah!
Alkali of Appamoto! Announce asteroids of Amerikan abysmal animism,
Abyssinians & Akkadians already assembled!®
Arapahoe; Amanita; Arawak; Aztek = armored artillery ambles, assymmet=
rically, astutely, along argonik acetate: Alamagorde; Addis Ababa; Albionj
Acheullian axes:
Allah, alehemical astrologer, apolipgizes audaciously to Atlas: Albania;
Argentinag Altai; Armenians in Alleghenies -
Abbleviate aceidental absolutions of automobiles! Abbevillian artifacts
astoundingly attest, against all abbreviations, to Afrhani arboreal
arrowheads in acelimatized alimentary alfalfar  Ablaze!  Aflower!
Alvlor absorbed in ardupusly alfabetizing Arabik afterimages:
Ahmed Arapon avenges Attica with Austrian Alps, Apennines avail Artemis
" to algebratize Alperia -
Annals appreciate Aunt Annie®s Apollonilan Airves! Arterial affidavits!
Apricultural apex aflight, aloft amsthetic, axial accordians:
Anxious & affixed; adhesive & alligned:s Antilles Archipelagos
Anglesized antiks of amalogous artistic assumptions - arboles altes!
Aerobic amoebas in abiotic aerospray = Aleutian, Auroran, Acrylic aboesss
Antiphony with affectations & adjustable ancillary armpits:
Australian antipens acquire amsther aulait antibody - aclduous accomplishment!
Accustomed albinos of anode androgynes!!
Annointed antédiluvian anodynes to aguatic apricots!!



G SBARITS

@

0 Thou who sleepest on Thyself, apart

Like ocean athwart lanes of death and birth,
And all the eddying breath between dost search
Criaelly with lowve thy parable of man,=

*Hart Crane: "The Bridge."
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COURSE CLOGGED DRAIN
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NO BUENO”



N T

HANDS PUSHED INTO BURNING BRILLIANT SUNSWEPT RED - 1
BROWN GREEN WET MOUNTAIN MEADOWS: ILLUMINATIONS TO ;3
CASCADING SILVER STREAMS, DARK GLITTERING TREES, BEAT[NG 1
STARLIT WINGS, SILKEN WHITE LADDERS, FLASHING RAINBOW ]'
FINNS IN PALE BLUE EYES SKY OF ORANGE CRESCENT MOONSTARS !
(Ode to Mountam Trout or Thc Art of Trout Flshm orTheTao de Trout)see below Iy
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- OK! Goodnite!
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TEN' PADRE SENOPA Tapata la cabeza noche
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