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anyone lived in a pretty how town 

(with up so floating many bells down) 

spring summer autumn winter 

he sang his didn't he danced his did 

 

Women and men(both little and small) 

cared for anyone not at all 

they sowed their isn't they reaped their same 

sun moon stars rain 

 

children guessed(but only a few 

and down they forgot as up they grew 

autumn winter spring summer) 

that noone loved him more by more 

 

when by now and tree by leaf 

she laughed his joy she cried his grief 

bird by snow and stir by still 

anyone's any was all to her 

 

someones married their everyones 

laughed their cryings and did their dance 

(sleep wake hope and then)they 

said their nevers they slept their dream 

 

stars rain sun moon 

(and only the snow can begin to explain 

how children are apt to forget to remember 

with up so floating many bells down) 

 

one day anyone died i guess 

(and noone stooped to kiss his face) 

busy folk buried them side by side 

little by little and was by was 

 

all by all and deep by deep 

and more by more they dream their sleep 

noone and anyone earth by april 

wish by spirit and if by yes. 
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Women and men(both dong and ding) 

summer autumn winter spring 

reaped their sowing and went their came 

sun moon stars rain  

 

 

         

 

 

Buffalo Bill's  

              defunct  

                          who used to  

                          ride a watersmooth-silver  

                                                                  stallion  

              and break onetwothreefourfive pigeonsjustlikethat  

                                                                                           Jesus 

 

              he was a handsome man  

                                                    and what i want to know is  

              how do you like your blueeyed boy  

              Mister Death  

 

 

         

 

 

                             r-p-o-p-h-e-s-s-a-g-r 

                      who 

  a)s w(e loo)k 

  upnowgath 

                  PPEGORHRASS 

                                        eringint(o- 

  aThe):l 

             eA 

                 !p: 

S                                                         a 

                          (r 

  rIvInG                         .gRrEaPsPhOs) 

                                                         to 

  rea(be)rran(com)gi(e)ngly 

  ,grasshopper; 
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love is more thicker than forget 

more thinner than recall 

more seldom than a wave is wet 

more frequent than to fail 

 

it is more mad and moonly 

and less it shall unbe 

than all the sea which only 

is deeper than the sea 

 

love is less always than to win 

less never than alive 

less bigger than the least begin 

less littler than forgive 

 

it is most sane and sunly 

and more it cannot die 

than all the sky which only 

is higher than the sky 

 

 

         

 

 

maggie and milly and molly and may  

went down to the beach(to play one day) 

 

and maggie discovered a shell that sang  

so sweetly she couldn't remember her troubles,and 

 

milly befriended a stranded star 

whose rays five languid fingers were; 

 

and molly was chased by a horrible thing  

which raced sideways while blowing bubbles:and 

 

may came home with a smooth round stone  

as small as a world and as large as alone. 

 

For whatever we lose(like a you or a me)  

it's always ourselves we find in the sea 
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pity this busy monster, manunkind, 

 

not. Progress is a comfortable disease: 

your victim (death and life safely beyond) 

 

plays with the bigness of his littleness 

--- electrons deify one razorblade 

into a mountainrange; lenses extend 

unwish through curving wherewhen till unwish 

returns on its unself. 

A world of made 

is not a world of born --- pity poor flesh 

 

and trees, poor stars and stones, but never this 

fine specimen of hypermagical 

 

ultraomnipotence. We doctors know 

 

a hopeless case if --- listen: there's a hell 

of a good universe next door; let's go  


