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NEWSREEL #3

CORNELL MEDICAL COLLEGE

research proves

everyone has the same

sensitivity to pain

except

the face on TIME. 

and those amongst us who are forced to face the truth.

NEWSREEL #4

DALLAS

grade school children set up

                                  own court

to try violations of playground rules.

                                 disbanded

after they hung a kid 

who claimed 

he could swallow

                            clouds.

NEWSREEL #5

WASHINGTON

upsurge in american 

murder, rape ,aggravated assault. 

no reports of crime in europe

                since the invention

of war.

NEWSREEL#6

CHUNGKING

               panic in an

air raid shelter.

4000 suffocate.

a woman had stopped 

                   to sneeze.
excerpts from bogart’s diary #81-112

i wish i didn’t think so loud . thoughts thundering in my head . grey skies over water white teeth. damn’d hangover, rippling bed washes up and recedes from my feet. ceiling crashes down. midday cruel sunlight, clock snores. roaches crawling across the floor. history has been stunned by the twentieth century ... cat lays furled around a bed post. dreaming of smoking squirrels. stretching long green elepants . clicking alligator shoes. together like fred astaire ... a gathered face like a cloud, dripping through fingers ... vulgar virgin bubbles swarm up around the face to the water’s lips like curious minnows . shed their cover, kissing the stale air with butterfly wings ... what did she look like . i can’t see her face . all i remember is the smell under my fingernails. she took my mouth & then she took my speech. i blew the english language into her solitude ... lifting a grin . gritting my teeth . three missing . eight cavities . by the time my face reaches fifty it’s going to look like a drain . a dentist friend said my smile looked like new york city. all i need is a few bridges. my hair is retreating . should i sound the alarm. i’ve got to quit facing into the wind

OH GOD—the mirror scolded . look it mirror, would you consider taking a bribe ... like a goldfish a face swims around in a glass of gin . i don’t want to drown in some alley & be buried in a newspaper. i lathered my face with hand soap. i wonder if santa claus started this way... once i snuck into a theatre. everyone was talking. the film was like the landscape john wayne fell into the vanishing point. someone laughed—its about time that bugger learned his address ... reminded to buy more life insurance, who do i make the beneficiary. my father perhaps. ran out on us when i was only ten. could not afford flowers at his funeral ... climbing up into a chair i poured the last of the orange juice. the sunlight stuck to my tongue and the roof of my mouth. my eyes felt like stars ... why did she leave. i’m sure we could have convinced her husband to decay. i thought we had just begun . she said i made her feel like a princess. i laughed and said that’s very corny until i discovered that someone had stolen my crown ... arthur murray waits at the bus stop. he does a great impression of sheer exhaustion. throats ripping. tonsils quivering spastically. tongue gasping for breath, flipping around on the asphalt ... the radio weeps. some girl poured her brains over a pile of stones after leaping off the last d in hollywood​land. her friends said that all she talked about was glow worms & fire flies & death. is this my secret lover. death is inhuman . it is also natural ... sabu still drags his elephants down hollywood boulevaard ... throbs become hours ... hollywood is surreel . the morning papers are always delivered a day early. it never rains. we are psychological camels, we have two humps (pillows) and a couch. from his earliest childhood everyone learns to spit and chew gum . everyone wears gloves on their hearts. hindsight is replaceable. mistakes are never made, they are abandoned. & no one has anything charitable to say about soren kierkegaard and his magic moment ... my head feels like a cock’d pistle (a dandelion) . going to blow itself off ... sometimes i wish a truck would pass over my chest. there are still bandits in the foothills . there are still lovers chasing each other through trees . there are still birds that sing black face on one knee . there are still corner stores & golden whores (women who smoke in abandoned lots), pot bellied uncles & broken ashtrays & waves upon waves of smiles between legs . there are still actresses with barbells for cheeks & garbagemen who wear tights & quote the inferno in their sleep. i was requisitioned to my parents after the war. in the surplus of refugees on a first come first serve basis, everyone had it in for each other. war virgins pumped up like balloons. peace was like a carnival ... people die of heart attacks because their hearts are bored. boredom keeps us sane . madmen are immortal . i want to grow crazy... people walking around in stolen bones. mad basturds in arrogant machines ... eliot was wrong. prufrock is wrong . how else could he excuse his blindness . we are all here together, alone. never recognize my eyes except in case of danger ... i threw a thousand mirrors into the void . they floated downwards like flurries, there was nothing to see ... conversations breeding small thoughts that plague the silence like flies. dialogue—a series of directions on how to prepare for death ... i’ve heard it so often i don’t recognize the beauty in my own name. is bogart my real name ... music came over the radio. i felt like dancing. could have floated across the room . my feet would not have bruised the floor, no partner could be found. i went outside & held hands with the moon

NEWSREEL #7

BERLIN

after the fall of paris 

germany joins the fashion race 

modeling a new line 

of jewish women and children.
NEWSREEL #8

ST. NAZAIRE, FRANCE

british liner lancastria

                   rolls over

hundreds clung desperately

                  to its sides.

          like

a rock rolled over

                covered with slugs.

NEWSREEL #9

CHICAGO

small spotlight attached

              to the barrel of police revolvers

              to hunt criminals in the dark.

after 50 ft.

the bullet is on its own.

NEWSREEL #10

SAO PAOLO, BRAZIL

new coffee plant

                    bred

that grows throwaway

                            plastic

                               coffee

                                    cups.

NEWSREEL #11

british farmers 

ploughing at night. 

british crops 

growing at night. 

during the war 

daylight

puts everyone to sleep.
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brigid

groaning and gruntin’

rising up

tucking someone inside.

how many is that.

who can remember a face.

i want to look splendid

when life has ended.

i’m going to enter a convent

and place the son of god


between my legs.

the fatman

earned each pound.

the first shilling hanging from  his chin

every crime committed has passed


through his mouth.


he’s always hungry.

smiles


teeth in a frenzy.

‘swallow your heart.

spit out


your conscience.

it’s only indigestion.’

cairo

parachute nibbling on shadows.

curator of chaos.

reading the riot act in his head.

rented grin.

voice that aches

loves to sit in the park


and watch the night

suck the light out of the day.

wilmer

sits on a bench


quarelling with the silence

in a park.

carries his dreams in a watch

tried to grow a moustache once.


it hurt too much.

watches the afternoon


creep away.

feels the rod making love


to his pocket. insanity


is a box without corners.

darkness polishes


his shoes.

feeds the pigeons

to each other.

polhaus

what to do with time.

bludgeoned by boredom.

thoughts like smoke in a fog.

voice that whines like a phonograph.

head hanging between 2 ears


heart pumps

making sure the body stays aroused.

i feel like an ongoing investigation


into indifference.
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NEWSREEL #12

NARCOSIS therapy for schizo


prenia

use narcotic drugs to per


suade

the patient to sleep.


with an overdose

complete recovery guaranteed.

NEWSREEL #13
logical positivists close their ranks.

new thomists increase scholastic fire.

naturalists & pragmatists under dewey


continue to march.

all kierkegaardians

place in internment camps.

reasons UNKNOWN.

NEWSREEL #14

FRANCE

bodies and parts of bo dies

littered the beach.

eyes startled   open mouths


disbelief

gulls landed        stealing thoughts


waves rolled in 
and out

rubbing salt in their wounds.

Excerpts from bogart’s diary # 113-141

playground sounds . kids’ boots and soft muck. balloons filled with their squeals. children’s peasant smiles glittering like a rich man’s pocket. feet numbing the sky’s floor irt some antique dance. brutal honesty. young girl’s knees bruised and bony and so perfectly unaware, caterpillars filling our lungs. butterflies cluttering up the Xrays. i want to scream out. all the words are being held for ransom .these killers are not nervous . they have been put here by god for us ... railroad engine boxcar boxcar boxcar caboooooooose ... the table screams . coffee spilt, rage is a tongue of rising steam. cleaned off the table top with a rag that had a picture of some maniac’s face tattooed, his kisses were left all over the place ... when i looked up again the kids had changed into large black birds plucking bread crumb eyes out of the dust ... the sky is deep and blood shot, a long beach of skipping stones waiting for contestants, there is a new horizon in the sky. a second shore between the dusk and the afternoon mist. where the seagulls crawl like spiders . where the factories’ heat gathers and pants . where the stars are boarded up. where day and night wink and pretend to be different. where the skin of illusion maintains our state of despair and wonder. and small clouds wait, parked like volkswagons . and the distance wiggles at the beginning of our blindness, and soren kierkegaard like a tour guide leans against an old flying tiger. smiling and collecting rubber bands ... my grandfather just died . the telegram reads—DEAD ... he passed on during his sleep.dreaming about riding some horse or laying in my grandmother’s arms. i think life blew him up ... i remember the sunlight licking the backs of the horses . work horses pulling the buckboard with me and the old man aboard . pulling us out of the thick morning air. the fields were lime green . the ditches, arteries filled with red mud. emptying into a river about three feet down . the old man said it was a sure sign that the winter had been beaten back once again . the sun shone through everything like it was passing through stained glass . grandpa’s face danced across the sun’s ... grandpa still woke up at night with the war in his eyes .you’d think, he told me, that when lee and grant had signed their names the war would have ended. i should have gone to canada and lived like a man ... daddy. the war has finally ceased ... grandpa belonged to the world like the sun belonged, like the earth belonged, and the moon waited . he didn’t need to be loved ... it is very unsettling, this obsession with the past. thinking about the women you held or should have been sheltered by. is this what is meant by decay. is it all sentimental slop . something made up. a buffer. against what, a B movie seen so often one doesn’t notice they’ve changed the ending ... we are like tightrope walkers . neither end of the line is visible . for some reason it is impossible to fall off... i can no longer watch my films . the creature on the screen is becoming too familiar, he seems more real than me. i believe i may be the first. the messiah of illusion . the worship of the shadow... i feel as if my insides had long ago fallen into ruin, dried up. my body moves like a robot. bohemian for slave english for celebrity . every gesture, every word, every smile has rehearsed, imitated, planned . the robot as hero ... smoke is their dreams poured into me. i am coughing . my lungs are raw with their hope ... why does everything seem pressing when it is written down . black ink rises like cliffs from the page .you want to jump off ... where is the new idea that will shatter the mold ... drifting off to sleep after sex one idea came to mind . it broke me up. my laughter was shattered across the room. she aked me what was the matter. i plucked the tears off her eyes . your sadness, i said, ‘eclipsed the answer...

NEWSREEL #15

OAKVILLE, CANADA

a woman sat down to



defecate.

what she began


she could not end.

longest turd in recorded history.

our newsreel crew edited



it down

to a few brief inches.

NEWSREEL #16

CHELSEA

aluminum collected       war production

not enough time



to melt it all down.

kitchen sinks seen



defending the skies over britain.

oh    britannia.

NEWSREEL #17

PARIS

Adolf Hitler inspects the crypt

Of napoleon

Remarking – 

Are you sure he isn’t just asleep.

