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If ears could see,
And eyes could hear,
then what my dear?
A mumble, jumble novelty,
PLOP! PLOP! PLOP!

Quite i1nsincere.
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The world is full of impressions we

don’t see because we only see what
we expect to see, and we only hear
things that we expect to hear.

D you see what a bumblebee sees,
NOT! Can we hear clouds laughing?
JAMAIS! Notice blind men’s bluffs?
NO! Zephyrs pirouetting or rascal
roses calling each other rude names?
NEVER! Sometimes when I shift my
weight from one foot to the other
smiles blossom SOMEWHE on
someone’s

far away.






ecently a unicorn told me that he
did not believe in people, because
he had never seen a single person
ever. I told him that people did not
believe in unicorns because they
had never seen one as well.

He was shocked.

I must admit that when I see
unicorns they appear more like
quivering clouds, not solid facts
like automobiles; dense and heavy.
You might call them such and such
but not enough.






We make it up as we go along.

I’m making you up reading this,

and you’re making me up writing this.
It’s all very serendipity, if you

ask me.

Trees snore when they sleep.
HUSH!

But we repeat the same old mantras.
This 1s this and that is that.

TRUE or FALSE: Mrs. Dalloway once
barked “Woolf! Woolf!” TRUE!

Did you know that before you read

it here?



Some people smile too much.
I don’t know what I don’t know,
but I think I know what’s not to

know.

SO there! FINNEGANS’S WAKE
was the first great HAUTE CUBIST
TEXT. Gertrude TANT PIS.

hadows think we are their shadows,
a magician’s drag, a sleight of hand,
a sign of sighs. We are blind
visionaries. All breezes come in
colors: banana, quark, red, soot,
and buzzing bright daylight at
midnight.



Everywhere up and down all around
circles bump into one another
swishing, haunting you and me;
ordinary triplicate miracles on

the tips of tippywtap tongues.
Terpsicorechoreographs particles
of dancing angels on the head of

a pin. Twinkling twinkle little
stars almost sound like Vivaldi’s

scherzos.

WOULD THIS SOUND BETTER IF
WRITTEN AS AN ALEXANDRINE
RAGTIME BAND?






When 1in heat unicorns toot their

horns, with Gene Krupa on drums.
What a blitz

RUT A TOOT TOOT,
RUT A TOOT TOOT!



Our ears are not attuned to this
cacophony. Not a word, not
decibels are heard of this fuss

by us.

What phony fools we arsses be!
What a tableau of embryos!

ALL THIS WRITING MAKES ME

Dy zZY'



