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NEWSREEL #1

BERLIN

discovery of a live coelacaflth. 

extinct for 50,000,000 yrs. 

presently

chairman of the german republic.

excerpts from bogart’s diary #1-37

huston decided to hold a costume ball before we began shooting the falcon . we call john the ambassador of dreams eyes in envelopes, umbrella prays for rain (so she won’t feel so useless) . bullet proof ears. he cannot hear death—he only knows it by smell he met each guest at the door. dressed up as fatty arbuckle & holding a jar filled with oysters anyone know i asked. the ambassador winked winked & sprinkled stardust on each of us as we entered while singing WHEN YOU WISH UPON A STAR MAKES NO DIFFER​ENCE WHO YOU ARE. i was dressed up as the invisible man . no one noticed ... sydney stayed close to the bar or was it the reverse . he looked like the election returns . he said he was disguised as mt. everest . several young starlettes were clustered like small villages around his feet. one was wearing skis and reciting the koran . backwards . another wore two tablets and a long beard that began below the waist ... mouth open oven a creampuff danced around the room looking for horny dps especially tall first lieutenants from toronto who read ts eliot. jeffery longstreet said he had a cake for her throat. unleavened, bruised, and circumcised... lorre sat at the piano playin’ popular tunes with a german accent. dressed up as hitler’s bitch in heat. his tail kept falling off. the great dictator received his instructions from his dog . the bitch would open her mouth and hitler would bark ... the apaches are waiting at the edge of the desert waiting for the storm to pass . dying of tb . & learning how to square dance ... cattle lena in a tux. practicing her courses. digging a plot in her pocket. spitting out cigars. & pinching any ass that grazes by... a pageant of people bursting with beginnings . yankee optimism . parmenides was right we never leave the beginnings, unless you put up your wrist and slash for per​mission to leave . there is only this solid mass of oneness . we are like creatures, extinct, & frozen in me NOW ... why do i always feel like i’m sitting on the edge of the world spit​ting seeds into the emptiness, flushing the nothingness out of my soul ... two colored girls showed up. or was it a costume . everyone gathered around to see them make love in the potato salad. i spent some time in a closet with one of them . she had eyes like a cathedral. i felt like st. francis begging on the front steps for one chance to light a small red candle. i told her she was very tight. she said she felt claustrophobic . being colored is like living in a box. all white women should be blind, peeling off her skin she placed it on a hanger. that i could hardly control ... someone handed me a manhattan. i finished a cigarette and flew around the room , solo. i was hoping that it wouldn’t rain. i asked if everyone would mind cease burning their words until i could clear up this mystery. i ran into sydney who was rehearsing as a zeppelin in a bath tub. he asked me to leave . he already had some passengers . easy flo said that she now understood . everything i promised had been part of some plan . to lay her out like an airport and then land… laughing from the chandeliers tequila dorothy in feathers that fell off like snow swung above the drifts of faces. raymond the parrot told her to be careful . someone else screamed — melt ... is there any alternative to feeling haunted . a little kid staring out through dusty windows, broken glass on the floors . mice in the rafters . eaves troughs filled with tears. perhaps it is my work . am i nothing more than a series of poses. movement is the illusion they love. i am the offspring of magic and mechanics . cameras have cataracts. they see only what they wish to see ... is god some machine projecting home movies in his basement. he is in almost every shot. boring us with the details . all i want to know is, if i slept with you would it make any difference ... i feel layered. schizophrenia is an oversimplification . consciousness is not the census taker asking em​barrassing questions about your health & the brand of toothpaste you wear. conscious​ness is a series of skins . i am the latest skin . the snake is crawling back toward paradise

another cigarette ... another drink ... who is this woman leaning on my arm dressed up as robespierre . she says leave everything to me . i have sharpened my teeth. the basket is ready for your disbelief ... i hardly know how to love . only the innocent can love. the rest of us are just flushing out our hearts ... a guy called trotsky served champagne. said the revolution was a mistake. people’s stomachs were bored . there was nothing for them to do ... beyond all this negativity i keep looking and smiling . smiling has become a task. my agent says that when i laugh on the screen it looks contrived . he wants to have my grin lifted ... people swallow answers like pills . kills the pain for a while . once in a crowd of fans i was almost swallowed whole ... all i want is flesh between my teeth. fingernails tracing the veins in my vanity. something fragile and warm . a dress thrown over a chair. legs wrapped around my spine . feel the darkness sleeping beside me ... is comfort all we are to each other... a child star dressed up as a fire hydrant showed up with her mother. the mother was bela lugosi . huston said that he was offered the kid spread eagled for the weekend if he could find room for her in the falcon . said the mother had a bunker between her legs. louie said it was a machine gun nest ... mary asked if i read the script . one scene was being cut. censorship . would i like to shoot it privately.., dash showed up. a head like a silver porcupine, he was not in costume . all he talks about is the war. hitler is the devil’s fallen angel . acting ,he remarked ,was protracted suicide. burying yourself six feet beneath someone else’s dream ... does anyone still believe in the self ... i remember the first time i gave up myself. she was a big girl . i was seventeen, said i was a saint as i knelt down beside her. i could not stop praying ... someone asked me to dance. my feet ran away...

NEWSREEL #2

NEW YORK

harvest moon

dancing contest

20,000 spectators watch

dancers become

floors
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the falcon

1539

the white knights                                  of TEMP[ARS

paid tribute to charles v                        of SPAIN

by sending him a golden falcon

filled with

roses kissed in flames.

lilacs ,the breath of spring fix’d.

violets frightened into jewels.

the bird never reached the target

for which

it had been given flight.

but disappeared

through the palms

of the negro pirates                            of MOONLIGHT.

spade meets brigid

seeing her once was like seeing her again. 

nothing of much use came out of her mouth. 

eyes emptied of tears were instantly refilled. 

held her hands where the generations feed. 

acted so ashamed to be in such need. 

everything was against her.

i took the case –

one should never argue with dough.

cairo steps into spade’s office

smile lisp’d 

voice          arrogant servitude

eyes pleading for the last rites 

face crawling with expression

                      like an overturned moon 

spade stared at the little man 

as if he were staring into nothingness. 

raised his hand.

lowered cairo gently 

                into unconsciousness.

spade meets the fatman

smile slash’d spade’s face.

laughter gargled through the fatman’s

                                              mouth.

“the black bird 

fills the heart with need, 

buries young boys under dead leaves, 

molests virgins in naked sleep, 

shakes the voice that soothes the soul, 

is the world spent, the word mute, 

time stilled and waiting…”

outside there was a crash

                     both men turned.

the door flew open.

the wind fell inside.

spade looks for the missing bills

brigid’s eyes dropped dress up over

her head.

slip curl’d round her feet.

breasts parolled ripp’d off panties 

peel’doffskin.

yank’d out lungs kidneys liver.

plopped on the vanity beside the Johnson & Johnson. 

with her heart squirming in his fingers

spade grinn’d “sorry...

                                     sweetheart.”

spade buys time

rolling a cigarette

tobacco laughed between spade’s fingers.

“i ain’t going to be the chair’s next lover.

we need a fall guy

someone the cops can show some affection for.”

the fatman laughed

      cairo giggled

            brigid stared at sam

     wilmer’s smile

fell face down on the floor.

the black bird Is captured

the fatman leaned over the table 

took a knife to the bird 

shaved its feathers

an awful screech scraped the air.

cairo squealed
hands smothered his mouth
brigid cried
hands buried her ears

the fatman could not believe his eyes. 

the falcon began to bleed.

spade gives up brigid

can’t trust you

                       ‘ve already ruined my sleep 

might forget you killed my partner, 

it could have been me.

all i think about is you 

alone.  which you’d never be. 

your lust scares me

         keeps driving me back into your hole.

the only time i feel safe with your smile 

is when

it’s in a photograph.

you’ll like the electric chair. 

good for your posture.

it isn’t cushioned
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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 #81-1 12

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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