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Act 1, faze 1, sene 1 – A Harvard classroom. Professor Hazlitt, Mark, Alex, Clara, Haydon, and others.

Prof-
Any questions before we begin? Mark.

Mark-
Why call this course “The Agony of Keats”


When ecstacy so gesturates his trope?

Prof-
Is joy not purer filtered thru some grief?

The fiercer the storm, the clearer the skies

Once havoc’s run, charges opposite

Clashing neutralized. Ecstacy’s the flame, 

Agony the fuel of Keats’ burning probe.

Alex.

Alex
Of what existential crisis


Would you term this agony a symptom?

Prof-
Is beauty truth, truth beauty? Is that all


We know on earth and all we need to know?

Clara-
Well, I believe that those who don’t believe


Beauty is truth haven’t seen true beauty.

Alex-
Beauty’s of aesthesis, truth of logos,


And equity annihilates them both.

Mark-
I find myself compelled to side with...

Clara-
Clara.

Mark-
To look on beauty is to know the truth,


As in a captious vision, we relive


Those vital adaptations whereby sense


Foreclosed us slow to all but what attracts,


Being replicating procreation,


That we emerge a striving to convene


With beauty’s logic, which of truth allows


Only what we want, rarely what we ought.

Alex-
Defective in form, destructive to fact,


And deceptive at heart such theory is.


To think that we see only what we wish


Prevents an unwisht view from being seen


Thru truth-indicial lies, not valid links,


For saying how we see shows what we see


Is wearing glasses just to see the glass,


Distorting clarity, blinding vision.


What of ugly truths? How happens horror


Less ecstacy deceives, agony allures?

Haydon-
The question is how happens truth and beauty


When each seems anti-thetical to each,


And for that, parse the poet, not the poem:


What is but that a poet says it’s so


And what do poets say but what is not?


To pathiate false truth and awful beauty,


Live in lonely link, ecstatic agony,


Wild want your guide, chaos certainty,


Granting force of self to self-less symbols,


Your cordon to create as you delete


Senses intimate thru alien sense,


Your body bent against embodiment,


Loving pure illusory relations,


Concocting of this mess a rare ideal


And dying daily for the liar’s life,


This crux is the praxis of the poet:


Not truth in beauty, but peace in paradox


Compels the poet’s symptom-urge, which we


Ivy-choked critics never could endure.

Mark-
Some of us are poets.

Haydon-
Why are you here?

Mark-
To learn the art.

Haydon-
The art is lived, not learned.

Prof-
Let’s read the poem in which the art is lived


And learn if its answer earns its question.


Clara, please.

Clara reads. During her reading, Megan, outside, enters and exits.

Thou still unravish'd bride of quietness, 

Thou foster-child of silence and slow time,

Sylvan historian, who canst thus express 

A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:

What leaf-fring'd legend haunts about thy shape 

Of deities or mortals, or of both, 

In Tempe or the dales of Arcady? 

What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?

What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape? 

What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?

Prof-
Now, what is happening here?

Haydon-
It is time.

Prof-
Forgive me, Haydon. Class dismisst. Clara,


Could I see you up front for a moment?

The class disperses.

Mark-
Did you see that woman?

Alex-
And ever do.

Mark-
Where?

Alex-
Before me, some early-served dessert,


Satiating all on pastel-sugars;


Behind me, Queen Bikini on a float,


All waves and smiles, as I drive unseen;


Beside me, card-board cut-out fame to flash;


Above me, petrol rainbows over scum;


And beneath me, like the corpse of my goddess;


I see her everywhere except in me,


But me? I’m not bitter. She’s my suite-mate.

Mark-
You live with her?

Alex-
Thus, like truth and beauty,


Though opposite, we’re commonly confused.

Mark-
How did she get that way?

Alex-
Luck and labor.

Mark-
What luck, what labor’s that?

Alex-
She frightens you.

Mark-
I don’t know what I feel. Sad, I guess.

Alex-
But O how O so sad to be so hot


That none dare touch you. Hey! You write a poem


And I will hand it her. O, here’s a start:


“O Clara, let me tap your thermal coil,


And if I’ve turned you on, my love shall boil!”

Mark-
I didn’t mean...

Alex-
To hurt me with your hope?


I like your thinking, Mark, but not your thoughts.

Alex exits.

Mark-
I was fresh at Harvard, undeclared.


A fine, free beam of calorescing urge


My spirit yawed, vitrifying voice,


Frantically plundering calm tradition


For aggregates of personating power,


And most in all did I at beauty needle,


Nectant for its nectarous shivaree,


My organs gaping with its native dope,


Til vision, that ancient trick-directrix


Of our intention, rippt my brain in half.


To see such beauty and such ugliness


At once! O little did I know how deep


The world’s reserves! To absorb such terror


And delight, attracted and repulst


By single space, to feel my larval life,


My wild pagoda of serenity, 


My paradise decaying from within


And my decay into beauty blooming.


Which will you choose to interlock with truth?


O let it be beauty! Yet was there not


In her opposite sheer veracity?


She moved meatish thru the mental eden


Of arrogant and mumbling arrivistes,


Snailing hush among the sumptuous ones


Like a bleak angel bearing the stigma


Of subterfuge, her clippt and twitching wings


Conducting a choir of silent cackles


That mockt human hope. Looking hard on her


You felt to be watching a failed birth:


The harried midwife, lush and wealthy Harvard;


The screaming mother, calm, exclusive she;


The choking child, you, hurtling deathward,


Emerging puzzlant from the dribbling caul,


Crying “If this is life, it’s good to die.”


And O how you, how all who saw her there


Were gazing crusht beneath their crashing ideals.


Are we secluded analysts so hookt


On surgery’s prettier dividends


That sensual refinement seizes us


Before our tongues may taste the rancid oils


That she osmotes from her perfusing form?


Our slavish eyes of paraesthetic sex


Shall never phase away her warning sign


On our cathartic rubble, enticing us


Thru hope’s high drudgery. Awful Beauty!


No! There is no peace in paradox,


No sense in an ecstatic agony.


Must the craving mind ever downward drill


Into the vomit of our crassest meal


To scrape one chunk of truth, which we believe


Of value as our self-disgust delights


Alone in disrepair comparable


To its own defunct imagination?


You have no such disgust, and salivate


At deeper, purer, richer veins of truth!


You, the poet, must beauty’s secrets plunge


To mine of priceless truth the motherlode!


O Beauty, he alone takes you for truth,


And mark his word, his words shall hit your mark.


She cannot shush a voice that shrieks when shusht.

I will not be by ugliness unmothered;


I will at Beauty breathe and not be smothered;


I will her bliss and crush all undiscovered


When first I saw the burnt woman of Harvard.

He exits.

Act 1, faze 1, sene 2. Harvard campus. Harvard Hopefuls are waiting for a tour, Emily among them. Enter Herman.

Her-
Ain’t it heaven?

Em-
Ain’t?

Her-
Is it not heaven?

Em-
Apocatastatic.

Her-
What?

Em-
Apocatastatic, a neologe of the toddler church, indicating the renascence of the condemned to redemption, from the Greek apo, or up, and catastatis, or return.

Her-
No one uses that word!

Em-
Cudworth, 1678: “A tradition concerning the apocatastasis of the world, partly by inundation, partly by conflagration.”

Her-
Are you a Harvard Hopeful?

Em-
Oui, sin, ia, tak, hai, da, si.

Her-
So we’re compadres.

Em-
We are competitors.

Enter Gordon and Bishy, the tour guides.

Bishy-
Harvard Hopefuls, fall in line. 

Gord-
Here it is.

Bishy-
The dream school.

Gord-
The money maker!

Bishy-
The sanctum of scholars.

Gord-
The producer of presidents.

Bishy-
The totem of truth.

Gord-
Harvard.

Bishy-
The world’s most prestigious university!

Gord-
Gordon Lavish, business maje.

Bishy-
Bishy Beaucoup, pre-doc post-grad research intern in Chemopolitical Fitness Imagineering, emphasizing Amphibian Sexuality.

Gord-
We will be your tour guides this morning.

Bishy-
Gordy?

Gord-
Bishums?

Bishy-
Whence the perfection that is Harvard?

Gord-
For my money, and, I repeat, my money, it’s the high-demand low-supply expensive exclusivity wherein chummy connections preserve the affluent class.

Bishy-
Precious to me is the atmosphere of buoyant and bathed 99-percentilians that mill about this dolled-up garden-scape titivating the tawdry curves of flabby nature via the snip and tuck of private enterprise.

Her-
In my opinion, and, I repeat, my opinion, Harvard emits a certain air of apocatastasis.

Gord-
Your name?

Her-
Herman Wubby.

Gord-
Are you under the influence, Chubby?

Her-
No, sir.

Bishy-
Intexecution is prickly strohibited at Hooverd. Kidding! Not!

Gord-
Read Chubby’s rap sheet, Boshy.

Bishy-
One, talking out of turn; two, attempting impressment thru dropping of complex noun.

Gord-
One more, Chubby, and you’re out.

Her-
Yes, sir.

Gord-
Rulo primero, pueblitos: Independent thinkers do not cut the cake at Harvard.

Bishy-
The world’s most prestigious university.

Enter Professor Hazlitt to the side.

Gord-
But hey, don’t take it from me, cuz I’ll sue ya! Why not get our tips from an insider?

Bishy-
Professor Hazlitt, eminent English expertarian, some words words words for the Harvard Hopefuls?

Prof-
Words on what?

Bishy-
Our school spirit.

Prof-
If you stand here long enough, you will see our school spirit, and who discovers her secret shall be instantly admitted. Quiet, like a mantis, scanning the bush for mate, she will come, sniffing genital waft, meticulous, arachnid, seeking the perfect cranial snack, for only great heads are beheaded. Then, paralyzing her feast with fear, she will slink back to her secret nest and devour him in a slobbering sexual slaughter. Behold where she moves! Go to Harvard, go to hell!

Bishy-
To the Rec Center!

All exit, save Herman and Emily.

Her-
The tour of Harvard is this way.

Em-
The door to Harvard is that way.

Her-
Do you know something I don’t know? Let me rephrase that. Competitors can be compadres, right? What I mean is, O help me get accepted! I dream in crimson! The pilgrim is my primary motivational archetype! My father will recall his genes if I don’t go to Harvard!

Em-
Then you must pass the test.

Her-
What test?

Em-
The test for truth.

Her-
Screw the truth! I wanna go to Harvard!

Em-
The truth will get you into Harvard.

Her-
What truth?

Em-
The truth of the school spirit.

Her-
Ah, meshuga!

Herman goes to exit.

Em-
Rah rah Sorry State,


Your education’s second rate,


Cuz when your losers graduate


They’re stupid, poor, and overweight.

Her-
You’ve got one chance to tell me why I’m listening to you.

Em-
I begin with backstory.

Her-
Make it quick, or you tell it to my back.

Em-
The school spirit is one Megan Fowler, who several years ago mysteriously burned outside the Beauty School.

Her-
What’s the Beauty School?

Em-
John Brown’s invite-only palace of Burning Man erotic raves.

Her-
Who’s John Brown?

Em-
Big Man Off Campus, poet primeval, and Megan’s former love.

Her-
And?

Em-
Professor Hazlitt patronizes the Beauty School.

Her-
And?

Em-
We must go to the Beauty School, Herman, to seek the truth of the school spirit, and then we will matriculate at Harvard.

Her-
Does anyone have a gun so I can shoot my scene partner?

He goes to exit.

Em-
What is Keats’ poetic principle?

Her-
I don’t know.

Em-
Negative capability: “when a man is capable of being in uncertainties, mysteries, doubts, without any irritable reaching after fact or reason.”

Her-
Have you the world by rote?

Em-
Your infinity is my afternoon.

Her-
And your insanity is my mistake.

He goes to exit.

Em-
Professor Hazlitt, a Keats’ afficionado, was testing the Harvard Hopefuls on their negative capability.

Her-
He was?

Em-
Why else would such a scholar slander such an institution?

Her-
But how does all this get me into Harvard?

Em-
He’s testing us, and if we pass, admission’s guaranteed.

Her-
Why not do it the normal way?

Em-
Normal is not Harvard.

Her-
But Goono and Bitchy...

Em-
Proctor the test. One more strike, you’re out? Harvard students don’t use baseball metaphors, Herman.

Her-
I’ve never failed at anything.

Em-
Nor shall you, compadre.

They exit.

Act 1, faze 1, sene 3. The Beauty School. Enter John Brown.

JB-
Lyuba? Zhazha? Why am I alone?

Enter Lyuba.

Ly-
Johnny, Zhazha making fun for me.

JB-
Of you, baby.

Ly-
Who is Uvya Baby? I am jealous!

JB-
The phrase is Zhazha’s making fun of me.

Ly-
But Lyuba make fun in you betta, Johnny!

Enter Zhazha.

Zha-
Look at supple bodies touching. Happy lovers? Nyet. He marlboro man, she big black fly. Marlboro man grow weak, blackfly she grow strong, while morning dove on cactus moan:


O marlboro man, you will die


With sucking of big bad blackfly,


So let your little morning dove


Fly down and eat her, then we love.

Lyuba-
She crazy pussy, no?

JB-
Like I like em.

Zhazha-
At least I am legal.

Lyuba-
I come here before you.

JB-
Ladies, drop some X and shift this xero into eros.

Lyuba-
Why you have two women, Johnny Brown?

JB-
Come on, Lyuba.

Lyuba-
Yes!

JB-
I spun that disk so many times, it got no groove.

Zhazha-
I will share you, if you be all mine.

Lyuba-
No! Tell me story!

JB-
So I shall. Lyuba Babushka Vonbehindavitch und Zhazha Bazoombas Ontopsky, come, and let Dr. Android Checkup make all bootta with a tale. This one’s titled “Dirty Deed Meets Double Click,” aka “Two Thongs Do Make It Right.” It go like so: burnt out on doodlin yankees and whistlin dixies, with her ten-course discourse, her critique of pure beauty, and her vicious smile of coy condemnation, a young peasant named Johnny B. Wood went scuba for resquidment thru the cyber-seas of shippable shag, and found it in the refundable Russian rub-a-dub ruble fish. She steam your samovar! She beluga your sturgeon! She babble perestroikably of deep desire to be good moon for great American astronaut. So, he bought it, but beaver-eager that he was, he double-clickt, and next he knew, boo for the price of fun: Sweet Lyuba, sour Zhazha, tangy sauce for his meaty mind (where ain’t the beef?) with a soggy fortune cookie read “You will get lucky yesterday.” But when the goods arrived, all was not good. Each package wanted Johnny to her lonesome. But Johnny B Wood, slobby in clicks but slick with his chicks, came out swingin the conflict-killer charm: “Ain’t no cuz you both can’t be my baby. Ain’t snoop-bone got his doggies bow and wow? Ain’t Gotham got its towers one and two? And what’s that sayin? It take three to tangle. So let’s wander off this psychopath and thread the logic of luv: loosen the primitive knot, lay some spoons next the carnival spread, and pop a rosy lens in that green eye, cuz babies…


You are both beautiful to me,


You are both beautiful to me,


Can’t ya see?


You’re much more than I paid for,


You got no guarantee,


But you are both beautiful to me.

Enter Haydon.

JB-
Howda, Haydon. How was Hahvahd?

Hay-
Stupefyingly educational.

JB-
That’s cuz it’s the ivy league – drip, drip, coma, thesis, teacher, tenure, coma, drip.

Hay-
The university’s a good idea full of bad ideas, the worst of which is letting students speak. A class should be a stage for one genius, nothing more, and we should listen to him as bushmen drink in drought. But, of course, being a genius is so anti-democratic.

Lyuba-
What is Haytem saying?

Hay-
Haytem is saying, Sex Slave Barbie, something that shall never your empty plastic form.

Zha-
No woman will have Haydon, so he take revenge by growing giant head.

Hay-
I’d love to stay and lob inanities over the multi-lingual net of culture, but I must study.

JB-
Study what?

Hay-
Poetry.

JB-
Yo, Haymosabe. You study my poem?

Hay-
What poem?

JB-
My heterometric sextet.

Hay-
Freshly written?

JB-
For tonight’s libido rodeo.

Hay-
Yeeha.

JB-
Irony will kill you, man.

Hay-
Irony is a suicide tool, though unlike Russian roulette, it offers a plethora of pre-death applications.

JB-
Yeeha!

Hay-
Does this poem engage the six requisite qualities of excellent verse?

JB-
Engage six qualities? I can barely satisfy two mail-order latkas.

Lyuba-
What is male-odor?

Hay-
Then I will not hear it.

JB-
Wait. Remind me of these qualities. Ms. Ana Coluthia’s lickt the headings off my enpsychoparaphilia.

Hay-
The first is ethos, or an assertion of value.

JB-
So valuable is my verse, it finds no buyer.

Hay-
Mythos, or a synthesis of times.

JB-
It will take time to read.

Hay-
Dianoia, or discursive thought.

JB-
It disses and curses at thought most thoughtfully.

Hay-
Does it possess melody?

JB-
Melody? Ah, I done told that goyl:


Melody, you ain’t my baby,


Melody, your lips is scaly,


Melody, you always up and down.

Hay-
Spectra, or image?

JB-
Image so intense, it’s invisible to the eye.

Hay-
Diction.

JB-
Nay, my poem shall never shun its seminal stock of sound!

Hay-
Be it scatalogic, doggerel, or chatty in any way, I will be annoyed in the extreme.

JB-
You, Haydon, have an extremity?

Hay-
Indeed, though, unlike yours, it is, in triple sense, contractible: it withdraws, it commits, and it endangers when exposed.

JB-
Heareth my poem, disbeliever, and by all swear words I swear, thy extremity, yeah, shall be just like mine.

Zha-
I find that hard to believe.

Hay-
Promise me it’s not perverse.

JB-
What’s more perverse than promises?

Hay-
I will not hear it.

JB-
Wait! Why define a thing so fine?

Hay-
Well said.

JB-
“A Lament Upon the Permanence of Transient Hopefulness.”

Hay-
I am impressed. Quite Neo-Romantic, Nearly Pre-Raphaelite, with a tint of Transcendentalism – my most enthused epoch, and akin to your old style. Go on.

JB-
I will go on, and on, and on, two beautiful book-ends buttressing my volume, and me, so off-book, I’m on the edge, so on the verge of a nervous vacation, I’m borderline, I’m blank. Shite. My brain is durchgefuckt. Drugs very good for moment, very bad for memory. Come, Zeelee, I’ve swallowed my muse, and need my stomach pumpt.

Some poets paint,

Some poets sing,

Some poets prophecy,

I do everything.

Hay-
O how the great have fallen. 

JB-
Yo, Heyday, you still great.

Zha-
At denying greatness.

Hay-
You were once a poet, JB, of serious potential!

JB-
Potential’s parasitic, and get serious with serious, you got silly.

Hay-
You taught me love a higher beauty!

JB-
You misconstrued my message: I said we must get high and score some booty.

Hay-
These foreign investments have devalued your currency.

JB-
These holdings are domestic enough to endow my private sector with the liquidity I need to grow in a depression, okay?

Hay-
The carp, JB, makes trash his food, but a man, whose mind is the echo of time, desires the symbol’s nutris over all the moribund glitz of girlish Graceland.

JB-
I am not an animan, I am a manimal.

Zha-
No matter, you are beautiful to me.

Hay-
“If steady you stood at the whipping sea,


Absorbing the ancient, algic swells


Thru every eager lacerated pore,


And at the mystery-sprinkling moon,


Whose serene remarks human havocs hush,


You cast your spirit up in exaltation


Repeating the desire of landed life


To own an ecumene of aerial truth,


And, in a language you believe distilled


From compounds nature resinates to ease


Our grinding, lame attempts at reclamation,


You freed the liquid fossils of your doubt


Into the wild immediate tidal now,


What measure of effusion would you employ


To gauge the inlets of your urgent flow


That feeds this drive to die where none may know?”


John Wesley Brown, Ode to Shame, date denied.

JB-
That was wrong.

Hay-
She loved that poem.

JB-
Haydon, say no more.

Hay-
I simply sound the silence in your head, which says Megan.

JB-
I’ll eat your head and shit your better.

Hay-
Better than eat my heart and shit your worst.

JB-
Haydon, man, I love you, but you’re livin in the past.

Hay-
Better that than dying in the present.

Ly-
Who is Negan?

JB-
Negan is the nick-name for the nymph of Negativity. Often taken for an AA ashtray, she drags her blistered bulk about the Beauty School each night, looking for innocent immigrants to snarf in her cynical jaws. And there’s but one way to force her back into her urn of guilt – you must throw a Burning Man rave, which, it so happens, is the woop du soir of this odd get-even evening. 

Hay-
Why must you waste your talents on such slack diversions, John?

JB-
Life, Hay, is like a box of cheekbones – the disgusting remains of a beautiful feature, so keep a lid on it, lest you join it. Come, my darling Cyberian Hussys, we must place the laser of love to our lens and carve a new perception.

Ly-
See you laser, Haytem.

Zha-
Later, Lyuba.

Ly-
I hate you too.

JB-
Ladies, keep it sexy.

All exit.

Act 1, Faze 2, sene 1. Mark, alone, on campus, sitting on a pedestal.

Mark-
So now the problem’s how to make her mine:


What allures, what involves, what needs Beauty?

Alex-
Behold the poet on his pedestal,


And me behold so staring up at him.

Mark-
Praise is her fuel, yet she’s so daily juiced,


Might she not crave a respite in critique,


Insult enticing with its charge new sense?


She craves deception as proof desire,


Drunk on her drippings, petty objection


Over-rules and follows a free-form judgment


Less guided by the truth than by the tooth.

Alex-
Yet how not look? His look looks to be lookt at,


Tho looking not at me. He is a man


And poet, which is all that’s beautiful


In man, so does he naturally desire


To look on beauty, just the look I lack,


Tho he lacks nothing whereto I would look.

Mark-
Yet love a liar? Lies in love unwrench


The fundive pact, as word-born’s word-bereft.


Then honesty’s the hitch. But how be straight


To she whose stuff is show, she is the cause


Of craft and cunning, makes our essence sight?

Alex-
Upon rapacity, he rapture pours;


His love’s not brief, but loves the loving long;


Defense destroys the man, yet the poet


Thru open, brave submission wins the world,


Then hands it back, perfected thru his pain.

Mark-
Indifference! Ah, that Beauty can’t resist,


For who on admiration feeds soon freaks


When food’s withdrawn, and surplus quickly begs


From her once beggar. Yet the food returned,


Her begging’s ended, arrogance grows fat,


And indifference upon indifference spits.

Alex-
O you flowering injury, jutting forth


The hedric symbion of rich despair,


How I would pick you, rub you cross my face,


Force you sing of my imagined wiles,


Inhale your mellow-mania, and feel


No more misplacement, finally freedom-held,


Who cuddles only poets, that my sulk


May rouse as wide as, O as wide as you,


My mad delivery man.

Mark- 
Why not simple awe? Supreme subservience!


Yet who can crave whose craving is so huge


There’s no craving room? Maybe my approach


Of acting on her cue is off. My aim


Should be to find the beauty in myself


And others, showing selfless selfishly


That I am hers. 

Alex-
O derisive dream!


Why must I ever wish for what may not?


Why desire to leap an infinite fence?


Why squeg and scream at fact? Why must my brain


Go buying what my body can’t afford?


I know my truth, and it is ugliness.


Why ugly? O, don’t ask. The answer comes


More ugly, as it’s full an ugly past,


While now is but an ugly moment managed.

Mark-
What does Beauty need? Beauty needs Beauty.


Here is her one flaw: flawless, she is stuck


In self requiring other selves to be,


That even her condign supremacy


Needs justifying thru some equity.

Alex-
I long for clearer beauty, yet I want


To my want the means. I am poorly made,


Quaintly failed, fully undeveloped,


And while I’m on (for we must all go on)


This sappy stage of life, my ridicule,


I play for no one, or myself, no one,


Unknown, alone, all one to me, to none.

Mark-
So I will be her equal. Not in looks,


But in words. I will write her such a poem


That she will reel, addict to my freedom,


As in my sense her sense-beyond she’ll sense,


Knowing in my knowing alone she’s known


Past her self-knowledge. O this work will show


Her shine, grown hotter, sharper magnified;


Her depth, which on its tether she may plunge;


Her image, thru my metaphors elicit;


Her rhythms, thru my meter animized;


Her wishes, but in fiction realized,


All drawing her unconsciously to me.

Alex-
My ugliness disrupts this poet’s beauty


By being truer than he’ll ever know,


Nor should he know it. Let him be. He is

Untrue, but beautiful, and thus a poet;

I am too true to try my ugliness

Where beauty’s best admiring itself,

For my sight will his vision disarray.

Mark-
A poem...I will call it “Ode to Beauty.”

Alex-
Look, look once more, now ever look away.

She goes to exit.

Mark-
It’s Alex, from the Agony of Keats,


Who rooms with Clara.  The harder the route,


The better the view, and here’s my sherpa.

Alex!

Alex-
O, I didn’t see you.

Mark-
Mark.

Alex-
Right, Mark.

Mark-
You spoke well in class.

Alex-
You spoke well, though false.

Mark-
More proof the beautiful can be untrue.

Alex-
You’ve changed your mind?

Mark-
And there you go again,


Declaring dark, thru subtext antithetic,


The thesis of your thinking’s opposition,


Since you know well, and how, you changed my mind.

Alex-
With my words?

Mark-
With my words, Beauty murmurs,


Then coyly looks away.

Alex-
Who is Beauty?

Mark-
Sorry, Alex, but I am onto you.


The trick’s to match the the speaker to the speech,


For there you are, a woman, beautiful,


Yet what’s your truth? That beauty is untrue?


A paradox (where poets are at peace),


Awful to the mind, easy on the eye.


If the eye controls, beauty drives us on;


If the mind, then hand the wheel to truth.


But what if both? Can eye and mind be one


When all that is comes merely as they’re not?


And then, by writing on the thing, I found it:


Your beauty is truth by being untrue


To itself (tho by ruse, not doubt, I know),


Which means both are right – Beauty’s false to be


So true and true to be false to itself.


Beautiful, Alex. Truly beautiful.

Alex-
Your cute device disproves its own deny


As such an ugly lie shows beauty’s truth.

Mark-
What lie?

Alex-
You do not think me beautiful.

Mark-
Ya, right.

Alex-
Ya, right.

Mark-
I know, you want to hide


Inside your head, an intellect at heart,


But I say come on out and show the world


Beauty’s cage is often nature’s think-tank.

Alex-
You think I want to hide inside my head?

Alex goes to exit.

Mark-
Alex, wait.

A burnt woman passt by our class today.

Alex-
What?

Mark-
It’s her I askt if you had seen.

Alex-
Not Clara?

Mark-
Who is Clara?

Alex-
Stop lying.

Mark-
I’m not lying. A burnt woman 

Walkt by our class today and stared at me


While that girl was reading.

Alex-
That was Clara.

Mark-
Okay, that was Clara.

Alex-
A burnt woman?

Mark-
A burnt woman.

Alex-
O, how sad.

Mark-
A sadness past the power to pretend.

Alex-
Was she badly burnt?

Mark-
Her entire body


Is with such a blinding badness lacquered


(As if her image were some pleisto-force


That slithers up your spine into your skull


And yanks your optic nerve into your gut),


You cannot see if you can see or not,


And urge and hope and all tomorrows crash.


Her skin was carmelized, magmatic, stretcht


Like goat tendons charred across a grill,


No ears, stray hairs a few, those weirdly tippt


By a red carnation, lips seared away


That center-face a toothy jackal jeer


Made her mouth no more the messenger of her moods,


And both her hands, like gnarled carbon stubs,


Were poking sticks for stirring fire-pits.


She wore a delft, flower dress, delicate


As flakes of cedar ash, and proudly slithed


Along, more ancient than amputation,


Yet seeming newly made, and still to burn.


To call her human is to torch the term.

Alex-
O how sad! 

Mark-
Just imagine being her


Whose intimacy now intimidates,


Acquaintance cruelty, deep knowing none


Can look upon you and not fleshly feel


The tortured numbing and the horrid ease


Of blazes that quick cauterized your spirit


Into a fragile mess of shy despair,


Aggression unintended at intention,


Relived each day that frozen accident


When chuckling flames forever wiped you out


Life’s picture, not to merely sulk alone,


But be the cause of loneliness in all.

O she is all that cannot be imagined.

Alex-
She lookt at you?

Mark-
With a conflicted calm, 

And she to me, or she in me, whisperd screechingly:


“I, Beauty, enter thru the eye unseen.”

Alex-
Why beauty?

Mark-
In her ugliness I saw

A beauty in the bravery to be.

Alex-
Why mention this to me?

Mark-
To prove to you


That beauty comes in many forms.

Alex-
Good point.

She goes to exit.

Mark-
Hey, Alex. What are you doing tonight?

Alex-
I’m going to a party with Clara.

Mark-
You mind if I come with?

Alex-
With me or her?

Mark-
With you.

Alex-
Eight o’clock at the Beauty School.

Mark-
Will do.

Alex-
You should talk to her.

Mark-
Clara?

Alex-
No. The burnt woman.

Mark-
What would I say?

Alex-
Whatever you want.

Mark-
I doubt I’ll see her again.

Alex-
O you’ll see her again. She lookt at you.

Alex exits.

Mark-
It shows an extra ugliness in me


To lie to her, though I lie beautifully,


Of beauty when she so desires it.


Yet I desire it too, and here at least


True beauty makes me false, subsuming all


Into its prime pursuit. This me is strange


To me, my self denies my sense of self,


And I am guilty, yet what guilty of?


Wanting what all want? Using to my end?


If this gives me guilt, this frees me as well,


For universal wrong is innocence,

Or, what’s the same, defenselessly condemned.


Besides, thru this trompe-l’oeil the poet’s seen:


Is he not nearest to his outback truth


The farther he adventures from his trail?


This Clara-crave so drives me crazy on,


I’d parch the planet for one sloppy lick.


It’s sad I must hurt Alex, though. She seems


So wildly wise, and someone I might seek


Were she not what she is, I what I’m not.


A blinding badness. May my badness blind


Until I burn you, Alex, then we’ll see.


Some are meant for truth and some for beauty.

He exits.

Act 1, faze 2, sene 2. Clara and Alex in their room.

Clara-
So, you parst the poet?

Alex-
Only as far as his title - “Ode on Acquiring You.”

Clara-
Take him. I am hot for teacher.

Alex-
O, Clara, must you stir another scholar-schtooping scandal?

Clara-
Hazlitt is one faculty member whose member has no faculty, but he’s our in to the Beauty School.

Alex-
I can’t believe Mark wants to go with me.

Clara-
Confidence, Alex.

Alex-
I’m confident that I’ve no cause to be.

Clara-
This is a job for Princess Percidan. Belief, Alex, is the best beautician. See footnote me.

Alex-
Your belief has basis, mine psychosis.

Clara-
I am an optical delusion; in junior high, they put my ratemyface on ratemydog.

Alex-
Then some surgeon bought a beamer on your bill.

Clara-
The secret is the Power Pussy Credo.

Alex-
Your highness is high.

Clara-
The Power Pussy Credo is my womanifesto containing the ten she-dicts to total sex-excess.

Alex-
Listen closely, children.

Clara-
Rule 1 – chest out, butt back, head always bobbling.

Alex-
I feel like a drunk flamingo.

Clara-
Rule 2 – When you’re sad, smile.

Alex-
Smiling is the Great American Sickness.

Clara-
Rule 3 – When in doubt, dance.

Alex-
But dancing draws attention to my body.

Clara-
Rule 4 – laugh at his jokes.

Alex-
What if they’re tasteless?

Clara-
You give him the taste he needs.

Alex-
My life as a sample tray.

Clara-
Rule 5 – don’t tell stories.

Alex-
Why not?

Clara-
It shows a sense of beginning, middle and end, psychic pepperspray to the macho assailant.

Alex-
Dada-dating.

Clara-
Rule 6 – sex first, questions last.

Alex-
What if my question is “wanna have sex?”

Clara-
Rule 6.1 – don’t ask stupid questions.

Alex-
Isn’t stupid question redundant?

Clara-
Rule 7 – undress as carefully as you dress.

Alex-
I’ll be nude in no time.

Clara-
Rule 8 – kiss for kiss, bliss for bliss, dis for dis, or hello hollow.

Alex-
Hello.

Clara-
Rule 9 – if he can’t push his phone buttons, he won’t be pushin yours.

Alex-
That’s okay. I have no buttons.

Clara-
Rule 10 – Ask the password.

Alex-
What’s the password?

Clara-
What’s the password?

Alex-
I’m asking you.

Clara-
The password is “what’s the password?” – bad-man guess the night away, good-man simply ask.

Alex-
On my word, Mark passes on me and makes a pass at you.

Clara-
Have you learned nothing, Alex?

Alex-
I have an amateur ass, you a power pussy.

Clara-
Well, I will pass him back.

Alex-
O boy! I’ll pass my rite of passage on your left-over past.

Clara-
So drop some date-rape, pass out, get passt around, and score some action in this passive state.

Alex-
I wouldn’t put it past myself.

Clara-
Power pussy, Alex!

Alex-
Degradation and deception.

Clara-
Pretty ain’t pretty.

Alex-
I was pretty once. When I was six, this boy lived cross my lot, and we, midst summer’s pabulum, shared a brief hereafter. We bountiful world of two, one day, after tag, fell huffing in the grass, and suddenly, like a prairie-dog worrying a storm, I looked at him and askt if we could kiss.

Clara-
What did he say?

Alex-
Yes, but under one condition: For each kiss I must give him total freedom over me.

Clara-
What?

Alex-
O we were freshly-painted forms, desiring only novel sense, but during those macroscopic moments of minute exploration, we felt the first to look into another for yourself. 

Clara-
So, what happened?

Alex-
All ended when his mom found us flush beneath a wagon, he got grounded, then I moved away. I often think of him as a season whose perfect mix of wet and warmth beget my recollection’s finest vintage.

Clara-
You were raped.

Alex-
I was not!

Clara-
Total freedom for a kiss? You were raped.

Alex-
I was not!

Clara-
O woman is a fugue, yet men bang heads.

Alex-
I wasn’t raped!

Clara-
Then at least charge your next explorer a higher finder’s fee.

Alex-
The map to me was lost long ago.

Clara-
So close your books and open your legs.

Alex-
I carry no books tonight.

Clara-
Oy, she’s hot.

Alex-
Have you ever seen the burnt woman?

Clara-
Excuse me?

Alex-
Mark saw a burnt woman outside our class today.

Clara-
I don’t see other women, Alex, and burnt? Don’t know the word.

Alex-
A claim so ugly must be true.

Clara-
Tonight is not for truth.

Alex-
Sex is like a show I’ve heard so much about I just don’t go - an inauthentic preservation of my authenticity.

Clara-
Sell your authenticity, Alex, and buy some promiscuity! It sleeps around on it, so ditto different every time, even when it sucks, it totally soaks - the best is ever bested, quitters fully vested. What is there worth the effort that a man can’t build for you? Let him spin the planet round, and you enjoy the ride. To love a man’s to love the paradox that makes us people: the joking soldier’s serious spice, his careless seed, his spontaneous instinct, his industrial soul, his methodical heart, his wooden whims, O he is freedom that holds you down, nightly squalls that green the garden of dreams.

Alex-
I need no push to love a man.

Clara-
Then love him and he’ll love you back.

Alex-
Or push me away.

Clara-
I hope he bangs you so hard, Alex, he knocks your gloomifyer off.

Alex-
Well, so do I.

Clara-
And there’s the bell for Beauty School. Time for a poetry lecher.

Alex-
Chest in, butt down, head stiff and trembling.

They exit.

Act 1, faze 2, sene 3. Somewhere outside the Beauty School. Enter Haydon.

Hay-
O John, your charms ensnared, your lust obscured,


Your passions vying at a futile prize,


No wonder you despise my stilted soul


That cowers bland so you may brightly cheme


Again. Each moment casts me as the clown.


I’ve sacrificed my urges for your whims,


And you but wipe my shadow with your ass.


For what? For the nostalgia of a love


So opposite to now it enters hate?


Yet it is love, a fire that cools the flesh,


A rage that judges tender, washing clean


The ornery scent of the last pig’s blood,


A love that sifts for golden in your guilt


At faltering in Megan’s harsh but pure


Demands, that now, though once a verse elite,


You take pornography for poetry.


See her again, you must. You must see her,


But how? I’ve tried with everything I am,


Yet what of what I’m not? Might I be now


A parody of what you have become,


And mirroring you discover your design,


That viewing your design you self-destruct?


Yet what you are I lack, though are you not


The opposite of what you were? May I


Be that? May I be off myself? Among


Perfections imperfection most allures,


And in our formulaic fame a flop


Alone can sometimes penetrate. A flop?


A freak? A mutant? Might I somehow use


My advantage to my disadvantage?


A joke like you, seeking truth in the trash,


A gimp, a recidivist retration,


The too-defeated face that wins all funds,


Showing how losers only win in love,


So fuckt he tucks in anywhere. I’ll be


A cryptoneurotic hyperencephelate


Sleazo-slingin slab of edible shit,


Or, as it will, I will be you not you,


And showing you yourself you will revert.


Hellmouth, Hellmouth, rap me a trap,


And cram it full of rhymes that make the stiffies snap.


Backbone, Backbone, crack me a man,


And stuff him up with goodies that sweets the dirty plan.


I have crawln into the angel food.


I am a prank fallen from the mothers.


When you sleep, dweamers, I move your room and run.


Dean of Danger, no one stanger,


Of your square root, the negative one.

He exits as the Dean.

Act 1, sene 2, faze 4. Enter Alex and Clara outside the Beauty School. A doorman stands at the door.

Clara-
Beauty School a-beckons. Here, take this.

Alex-
What is it?

Clara-
Knowing what you’re taking, Alex, ruins all the fun.

Enter Mark.

Mark-
Is this the secret meeting of the Keats’ Society?

Clara-
Each must quote from Keats upon romance.

Mark-
“She dwells with beauty – beauty that must die


And joy, whose hand is ever at his lips


Whispering adieu.”

Alex-
“I saw too distinct into the fire


Of an eternal fierce destruction.”

Clara-
“But when I am consumed in the fire


Give me new phoenix wings to fly at my desire.”

Enter Professor.

Prof-
Hello, Clara. You brought your friends.

Clara-
Is that okay, Professor?

Prof-
The more the messier.

Alex-
We’ve been quoting Keats upon romance.

Prof-
Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 

Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;

Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear'd, 

Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:

Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave 

Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare; 

Bold lover, never, never canst thou kiss,

Though winning near the goal -- yet, do not grieve: 

She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss, 

For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair!

Mark-
Now, what is happening here?

Prof-
In my mind, Keats is saying: one never stand outside a party when one could stand inside it.

They step up to the doorman.

Door-
Evening, Professor.

Prof-
O, no, I think it’s morning.

Door-
Sir?

Prof-
The world is young, my dream’s still strong, and it is time to gargle.

Door-
Yes, sir. These three with you?

Prof-
Correct. Three 18ers, which, if my times are good, is fifty four, or what fifty’s for.

Door-
You’re over my head, Professor.

Prof-
I wish I were over my own.

They enter the party. Enter Herman and Emily.

Em-
I am justified.

Her-
Fine and dandy, Emily, but academic careers don’t begin in night-clubs. I’m off to pray to the information packet.

Em-
Are you a meme-taker or a meme-maker?

Her-
What?

Em-
The meme-taker replicates, the meme-maker originates. Cower now and you will ever copy my creations.

Her-
I’m dresst for a panel interview, not casual intercourse.

Em-
Hip is in the head, Herman.

Her-
And that’s why people turn their heads whenever I move my hips.

Em-
In or out?

Her-
That doorman eats pandas for lunch.

Em-
Watch me work my wonders.

Emily goes up to the doorman.

Door-
Password.

Em-
Why should I tell you?

Door-
Cuz I’m the doorman.

Em-
Ah! Argumentum ad verecundiam.

Door-
What?

Em-
Appeal to authority. Being the doorman doesn’t prove you know the proper password.

Door-
I know what Mr. Brown told me.

Em-
I know what Mr. Brown told me.

Door-
What did he tell you?

Em-
The password.

Door-
He told me the password too.

Em-
So, then, he told us both.

Door-
But how do I know you know what I know?

Her-
That’s the doorman’s dilemma.

Em-
The doorman’s dilemma?

Door-
The doorman’s dilemma?

Her-
The doorman’s dilemma is the gold standard in game theory. Each of us claims to know a password, yet none of us knows the password known by the others. If one of us speaks the password, the other two conspire and deny. If two of us speak the password, the third can simply concur. And if three of us speak the password, we lack an impartial party to prove veracity. So, the act of revealing the truth is the very act that renders it unrevealable.

Door-
I solved the dilemma already.

Em-
You did?

Door-
I’m gettin Mr. Brown.

Her-
Great idea.

Door-
But who will guard the door?

Em-
Don’t you worry.

Door-
You can’t let no one in unless they know the password.

Em-
Which password?

Door-
The one I know.

Em-
But what is that?

Doorman whispers it to Emily.

Em-
That’s my password too!

Door-
Then come on in.

Her-
Hey, what about me?

Em-
What’s the password?

Her-
Compadre.

Em-
Nope.

Her-
Can’t I come in as your guest?

Door-
Only VIPs get guests.

Her-
She didn’t know the password til you told her!

Em-
I did too!

Her-
You did not.

Em-
You’re just jealous that I got in.

Her-
Jealous? I don’t wanna go in, okay?

Em-
Okay.

Her-
Take me with you, please.

Em-
Password.

Her-
I don’t know the password!

Em-
Let me talk to the doorman.

Her-
You do that.
Em-
Can my friend come in as my guest?

Door-
Only VIPs get guests.

Em-
What makes a VIP?

Door-
The VIP list.

Em-
Can I see the list?

The doorman shows her the list.


Em-
There I am.

Door-
So, you get a guest.

Em-
Herman, you’re in.

Door-
Welcome to Beauty School.

Her-
Why did you do that?

Em-
Keep it real, Herman.

They enter the party.

Door-
Kids is gettin smarter every year.

Enter Haydon.

Hay-
The place is full. You may go.

Door-
Thank you, sir. Sir?

Hay-
Yes?

Door-
Nevermind.

The doorman exits.

Hay-
Another bash at the Beauty School, but not another bashful night for me. Burning man shall not have had it hotter. They will barter, I will banter. They’ll dress up, I’ll go down. Ugly times need ugly truths, so shine my freaky truth in this false look. My cripple, huncht, and hidden style may seem fiasco’s graph, but the hideous, segregation-schooled, touch privation deepest. Come, Beauty, and I will blot you. Come, Truth, and I will trick you. The higher they get, the lower I’ll go. Then showing John his ugliness, he’ll see Megan’s beauty. Where I shrank, now I dangle. Dean of Danger, Disarranger! Mingle and Mangle.

He exits as the Dean.

Act 1, faze 3, sene 1. Inside the Beauty School. 

Gordon-
You ready, babes and buffs, to get booty-full at Beauty School?

Bishy-
America’s most prestigious blue-niversity.

Gord-
Disco pimp!

Bishy-
Cute Brute?

Gord-
Speedball Bunny? 

Bishy-
Whence the pure-confection that is Beauty School?

Gord-
For your honey, and I repeat, yo honey, it’s like Beauty School is bought to us by X.

Bishy-
X?

Gord-
X marks the spot make the kogal kitty buzz.

Bishy-
X spells relief for the academic head-ache.

Gord-
X is the lyric tweet of rebound baby brain-waves.

Bishy-
X is the vertebrae of chutney supralicious.

Gord-
X is the freestyle tongue of naughty obstetricious.

Bishy-
X is the nescient deva beat of inscient echo.

Gord-
X is gregarious grid.

Bishy-
X is romp recipe.

Gord-
X is...

Bishy-
O say it!

Gord-
Ecstacy.

Bishy-
And ecstacy is...

Gord-
Fritolay it!

Bishy-
Beautiful.

Gord-
Crisco chimp!

Bishy-
Speakin a greasy ecstatic primates, where be Burning Man?

Gord-
You mean the mystic mixer of the rebel rave?

Bishy-
No, I mean the illbient heartbeat thumpy ho-hum-diddle.

Gord-
O, you mean Burning Man.

Bishy-
Burn me, man!

Gord-
Lemme tell ya where he at.

Bishy-
O he makes my eyeballs fat!

Gord-
Crooked outta Hopi land

Bishy-
Where Oraibi Wash meets Chinle Valley

Gord-
In a dusty basin of the Chuska range

Bishy-
Somewhere near the lost city of the cliff-swift Lukachukais

Gord-
There walks a crazy, shagous shepard

Bishy-
The only Native American

Gord-
The great motley hope

Bishy-
Dragging his hersils across the rough-and-tumble chiraco chevron

Gord-
The metallicious earth-runes of densest yesteryear

Bishy-
The hot alkaline swath of opacious fly-black mesas

Gord-
Laccoliths

Bishy-
Sandstones

Gord-
Caves on crags

Bishy-
Rancorous brown-red cyclones liquefacting the arid air

Gord-
And he comes to us to speak of his vision.

Bishy-
Of what?

Gord-
Of X.

Bishy-
Beautiful.

Gord-
And here he is, the vision alive.

Bishy-
The genital embrace personified.

Gord-
Geometrico Destructionato.

Bishy-
Count your metaphors, girls, cuz his every thought’s that thang.

Gord-
He’s a hunka hunka burnin luv.

Bishy-
His body’s like a boob for baby Jesus!

Gord-
Velcro shrimp!

Bishy-
Headtrancer of the Beauty School.

Gord-
And his two rushin angels of nervonic languages.

Bishy-
Give it up, suckaz.

Gord-
Johnny Brown.

Enter John Brown, Lyuba, Zhazha.

JB-
Surely I shall come slowly.

Enter Dean to the side.

Dean-
Surely you shall go quickly.

JB-
Any you schoolys ever study the story of sex? Well, what that purple Ho-yard teach you ain’t the truth. But do not fret, my garrulous guitaros. Professor Polymorphous and his dual Poonbots.

Ly-
Leelee.

JB-
Bot of Luv.

Zha-
Zeezee.

JB-
Bot of Lust.

Both-
Balilaka Baby!

JB-
Gonna hit that shit so straight, you gon’ call yourself a fan.

Dean-
And when the shit is in your face, you gon’ call yourself a man.

JB-
Sex, you see, as we have it, pleasurable and pertinent, hasn’t always been, but had to bear the pangs of birth.

Lee-
Where born?

Zha-
What pangs?

JB-
How now wow?

Lee-
I, Leelee Karmaclown.

Zee-
I, Zeezee Wonderwomb.

JB-
Come to give you story.

Dean-
And I, Dirty Dangerpork, come to stop your story.

JB-
Twas in old India, of course, where the fluviate Punjab swoops and broods and the Indus bed thru petal mounds swipples fuliginous origins, that the world once was, infinitely intimate, a world without skin.

Lee-
The dermis is dead!

Zha-
Long live the dermis!

Dean-
The poet is dead. Long live the poet.

JB-
Skin, said the satvas, who were also not the satvas, is divine and therefore not of this world.

Zha-
Why divine?

JB-
Only thru fission comes fusion.

Lyuba-
Only thru vision confusion.

JB-
Soon, as stories will stretch it (the only flower that lives forever is the fable of a flowerless time), two prophets emerged to declare the dawn of skin.

Lee-
I am Inny, and I say your skin is in you.

Zha-
I am Outty, and I say your skin is on you.

Dean-
I am Ugly, and I say my skin is for you.

JB-
The prophets did as religions do: they fought.

Lee-
You cannot leave your skin, so accept you are its slave!

Zee-
Your skin cannot leave you, so accept you are its master!

Dean-
You cannot shush your past, so accept you are its echo.

JB-
Words slit words, thoughts rent thoughts, dew-fences doubled over, the tongue-tied pinfold burst its web, the crazy and the cuddled came O so eerily close, skin flayin bout like schmatta, til kaboom, as stories squeeze it, a third prophet came. 

Zee-
Who is that?

Lee-
What his name?

JB-
His name was Neither-Here-Nor-There.

Dean-
This game is neither truth nor dare.

JB-
And Neither-Here-Nor-There declared, “Inny is Outty, Wuzzy Willy, Dermis Vapor, ooga! all is power – we walk its augur’s trace, we warm in its waters, we hug its impetuous sign, and it is ever power, single, deft, inaudient, that filters our mind a stilling silt, that floats a mask on the distant shore, the variant thrush over monotone that culls the blind and rear. O life is dark and clear! The spring takes root on wing, the summer’s hot and chill, fall arises fungus-young, winter’s bleak is bright, and the hank of humanity doses hard on nature’s diversity, losing self to gain the extranies that give our value measure, straining wide to the creepy wood just barely seen on the valley’s side, the valley of Hypergoly, where, thanks to skin, to touch it all is power.

Dean-
Why then were you disempowered trying to touch it all?

JB-
So Inny and Outty, trading power for pouty, played ring-around-the-rosy.

Lee-
Do the dermis!

JB-
Til someone said...

Zee-
We need a word for this!

JB-
So off they scoocht, down the Indus to the ocean, slinking long the spice coast to the pearl-bed of words.

Lee-
Phonesia.

JB-
There they met a sly stony lizard.

Zee-
Lizard?

JB-
Wuzzup?

Lee-
We need a word for dermis-dancing.

JB-
So yous gotsa pay da visit wit mon Simeon Stylites.

Lee-
Gimme-em Highmightees?

Zee-
Protean Uptightees?

JB-
Nahmata. Pantheon Side-swipees!

Lee-
Will he give us the proper word?

JB-
He sur nuf mite, but you must get him drop down off his pillar, cuz ya don’t, he’ll give yas such a word that will hereto be conflict how yous meanin, and dat no wak.

Zee-
How do we get him off his pole?

JB-
Try da five-fold ecstacies. Shit work for me no-slow.

Lee-
Where can we find this Simeon Stylites?

JB-
Looks about ya! He be da bootiest boy in all da bedouin bungalo.

Dean-
They always pick a putz.

Zhazha grabs Mark.

Zee-
Here he is!

Dean-
Putz, poet, pretty boy - terms diverse, one disease.

She puts him on the pillar.

JB-
For half his life, Simeon Stylites, opposed to all things earthly, sat upon a pillar. Then came the five-fold ecstacies to tempt him down and out. Only thru his words could he counter such assault. 

Ly-
Will he stay up? 

Zha-
Will he come down? 

JB-
This is Verse Wars!

Dean-
O John, to nail a self-set target is no victory.

JB-
Numero uno. The ecstacy of strangers.

Ly-
All about me, strangers spin,


Caring not a why nor when,


And so I first desire the odd,


Extensity that hides to prod.

JB-
Simeon, aloof and weened,


Jack this you down stalk of bean?

Mark-
Strange is no seduction. Birthlings we


Crave succor of self midst alien voice,


Its muted malice making every choice


A voluble groping at intimacy.

Dean-
More like a voluble flinching at poetry.

JB-
Good answer, but the end has just begun.


Cometh she, the ecstacy of abandon!

Zha-
You know me, not where I am.


You see me, not what I see.


You hear me, my voice is jammd.


You want me, so you want me.

JB-
No one can resist informd resistans;


Desend from jujment, Simeon, and dans!

Mark-
Strategic passion plays to lose. No rape


Can return its taking. Love only thrives


Within a primal, personal landscape


That lies neath the lies, grants us otherwise.

JB-
Simeon went and got hisself sum skoolin!


The ecstacy of memory, and you’re done!

Ly-
Which the twitcht, which the twitcher?


Who the kisst, where the kisser?


O memory, come, and lead me by the hand


Back to seas we were, where we ever land.

JB-
Yesterday, Simeon, knows when to quit,

So beware; to beat it’s to repeat it.

Mark-
To force the rule is more unruliness;


To need the game the gaming spirit kills.


This memory you cherish is a mess


Whose ecstacy thru coy enmeshment thrills.

Dean-
A, B, A, B, this tard can’t think to see!

JB-
You are, Simeon, a slave of disguise;


But try this on – the ecstacy of surprise!

Zha-
Worms on the wing, babies in the trees,


Shockwaves stressing over technicalities.


Which no-more is next? What’s the nipple suck?


Mind in a stone-stain, body in amuck.

JB-
Just for the tweak of it, gibbering images!


Swallow the downer, Simeon Timorous!

Mark-
We think there’s gold in spontaneity,


Yet seek it in the dirt of history,


So I perceive our truth illusory:


Freedom is a feigned reality.

Dean-
I hope his brain’s still under warranty.

JB-
Bird-brother Simeon! Simeon Sky-poet!


If there’s a lapse in reason, you know it!

But it ain’t over til the waif skanky sings,


And what’s she sing? The ecstacy of nothing.

Ly-
I am here, you are there,


No one’s going anywhere,


And thru this O so total nothing,


Death, the blackest hole, am coming.

JB-
You want reality? Suck the sickle.


This is it, Simeon: play or pickle.

Mark-
Slow, like steam rising from plane-crash dead


Unfound on Xiao-lin Mountain, I uplift


Into the polarimetric patience


Our need becomes when greedy sight’s seen thru,


Where even the clouds, as they bloat and thin,


Are to extinct domains far more willful


Than the sapping myology called sexual-me,


And feeling, peaceful as a myth untold,


The adaptive fluctuations of my being,


I sit, native to the wild impulse,


Indifferent and united, careless all,


Radically fair-minded toward the world.

Dean-
This is the purest drivel ever spat,


But I will play its manic for my end.


Simeon wins Verse Wars! Crown him Burning Man!

JB-
It takes more than good words to rule this luscious spot.

Dean-
It takes more than good words to generate good words,


So are his verses proof of greater powers!

JB-
Powers unproven.

Dean-
Let him prove them!

JB-
Fine! Drag the lion to my den.

Zhazha and Lyuba get Mark.

Dean-
Witness all this rarity:

A thing that speaks in poetry!


He is love, you desire,


He is action, you are sloth,


He is timeless, you expire,


He is fire, you the moth,


You’ve a deafspot for a brain,


He’s musical biology,


Dance within his phonic flame


Who lords it over ecstacy!

John, Lyuba, Zhazha, Mark exit one way, Dean another way.

Clara-
Professor, would you fetch me a cocktail?

Prof-
“Fetching Cocktails for Fetching Coeds: The Poet-Turned-Professor as Oedipal Re-enactment Trope in Late-night Appetite-Wetting Romantic Literature-cum-Chat.” You won’t ditch me, will you?

Clara-
If I do, then I’ll see you in the ditch.

Professor exits.

Clara-
Let’s go.

Alex-
              Whereto?

Clara-
                             The top-cock’s coop.

Alex-
                                                            But Mark…

Clara-
Is in the coop. O, come on. We’ll tag-team.

Alex-
Why must it always come to that with you?

Clara-
Cuz, sista, that is why we do the do.


Our life’s a film projected by our genes


Upon a mental screen, each frame a code,


Each character a trait, the story sex,


So we are merely moving images


Flickering out the dead’s perverted dreams.

Alex-
I’m more than random protein’s sordid plot.

Clara-
The more you call yourself is all you’re not.


Why is it, Alex, this static ideal


Shylocks your sense to the fluxuant real?


Slash and burn morality can’t destroy


The seed that sprouts the tree of good and bad,

And, in fact, it is fertile with the ash.


Wait! I’m receiving a strategy session


From the kernel of disparate desire


In my sunless nuclear submarine,


Power Pussy: “Life is who you spunk.”


O it’s good to have a good head on!


Security? Our parent’s revenge.


Honesty? The fruits of deception.


Responsibility? Sure, just not now.


That boy of apples, his summer-nude tan,


His pounding rich rut, his mama’s puddin


Churnin deep and dippy in his tummies,


That jugular stud of poetic love


Is the clean deposit all lips twitter of:


I will slush his fund, port his folio,


And maximize his fluid investments,


Cuz like the Power Pussy Credo teach it:


Sex is war, and I am out to lose it.

Alex-
I’ll go, but only sooner to see Mark.

Clara-
The myxospongia grows horny feelers,


And lab-girl shivers with discovery!

They exit.

Act 1, faze 3, sene 2. Enter Herman and Emily.

Em-
Voila, Herman! Le postmoderne primitif.

Her-
If this is the door to Harvard, I’d hate to see the bedroom.

Em-
Vanitas.

Her-
So what now? Dose, disco, and dissertate?

Em-
Assess the topos of Professor Hazlitt.

Her-
Ah, yes. Assess the topos. Shall we poll the hoi polloi? Or utilize our optical geodesic coordinators? Or would that be too apocatastatic? Cripes, Emily. Don’t you ever just say tit for tit?

Em-
What would become of tat?

Her-
Tat is not my problem.

Em-
But redundancy is thanatopic to differance, Herman.

Her-
Your redundant differance is thanamopolizing me.

Em-
My surbundant lexicon of utilizable phonemes enjeopards your amour propre.

Her-
Amour propre? You’re all propre and no amour. Amour to you is just a term – all definition, no meaning; all pronunciation, no pizzazz; all citation, no excitation. You talk to spit out the taste of life.

Em-
It is an incontrovertible verisimilitude that I experience my ipseity thru unmediated linguistic auto-mimesis.

Her-
And it is an unchangeable fact that your mind is a quarantine for sick ideas, though all we outsiders get, you included, is some sterile nurse babbling the epidemiology of crap, trying to protect us, you included, from the painful truth that humans, you included, cannot talk their way out of being.

Em-
This is an immature evasion tactic to steer me from my admission’s objective.

Her-
How can others admit you if you won’t admit yourself?

Em-
I admit myself mistaken for allying with a reject.

Her-
A reject? Yo Miss Thesaurus-Loser-I-Have-Ever-Met, in case your language-larded brain didn’t hear the news today, Herman here is getting into Harvard, a’ight beeotch?

Em-
O, argument ad hominem via sexist street argot! Hardly Harvard material, Herman. When I am President, and you’re in prison for public stupidity, struggling for a third time thru their remedial towel-folding course, I will not sign your pardon.

Her-
Better in prison than out of passion.

Em-
I propriocept a multifarity of estheses!

Her-
Prove it, Prudence!

She exits, he follows. Enter Dean. He sees Alex and Clara to the side, talking to a fuzzy purple man.

Clara-
Excuse me.

FP-
I’m the fuzzy purple man.

Clara-
Yes, I can see. Do you know the way to John Brown’s room?

FP-
John Brown? Is he fuzzy or is he purple?

Clara-
He is neither.

FP-
Then how would I know the way to his room? I’m the fuzzy purple man.

Clara-
I thought you might...

FP-
Perhaps if he isn’t fuzzy and purple, he’s where the fuzzy purple man is not.

Clara-
And where is that?

FP-
How am I supposed to know? I’m the fuzzy purple man.

The fuzzy purple man exits.

Dean-
Looky who it is – my classmates. But who needs class to mate? Lewd is alacrity, or so teacheth Brahman Brown. Ah, the inbox beckons. Yahoo! This is excitin! Me hot male! But google that dogpile. My search engine revs left, sputters right, but I keep the hard-drive chuggin. What’s my modus upperhandy? Seduce the gilty to slop, and nothing gets a she-sow hoot like a prickly pufft-up he-boar. The showiest swine fills the femmiest nests. My facile snout best plunges porous patisseries of delection. My crooked hooves most quickly skin the skink. These pink eyes mesmerize even the haughtiest hoglet. This brissly hide, this stunted leg, this cranium caved but quick as dope, shall have their carnal genetic revenge thru uncrippled delights and linear scents. Damn, I am one sexy fuckin meat group. I, deformed, am forms facteur, fertilizing what most fulfills deformity. Practice makes perverts, and here they come, tempting with disdain. Enter Crazy Pig.

Dean-
How you ladies doin?

Clara-
Not you, so back off.

Dean-
You lookin for Johnny Brown?

Clara-
Yes.

Dean-
Then why’d you ask the fuzzy purple man?

Clara-
Why shouldn’t I?

Dean-
He’s fuzzy and purple.

Clara-
You’re sleazy and pitiful.

Dean-
Wo! You give good chat. My mouse is on mustang. That bomb-ass porno tude would be tits on voyeur cam.

Clara-
My tits would crash your server.

Dean-
Blackmonsters.com.

Clara-
Whiteminnow.clown.

Dean-
Bestiality’s a bull market, baby.

Clara-
I wouldn’t bear shit for your bull.

Dean-
Then I’ll burn you onto my CD-Rom and click your covers off. 

Alex-
Please, go away.

Dean-
Who’s the ugly chick?

Alex-
Look who’s talking!

Dean-
I’m talking, you grimy rodent, in an upright scam to dig my greyhound into this bunny pot pie, and were it not for your sub-par, badly proportioned, poorly managed, utterly disgusting holocaust museum of a body, which, like some stinky side-dish of fat, african feces, fumigates this main-course filly mignon, I’d be forkin some holy snail down my jiggy pilot paunch, so clear out, ipecac cloud. This is Beauty School, not Ugly Camp.

Alex-
Ugly sees but ugly.

Dean-
And butt ugly’s what I’m seein.

Alex-
Then let me rip your eyeballs out to spare you from my sight.

Clara-
Alex, wait. 

Alex-
Clara, I wanna find Mark.

Clara-
Where is John Brown’s room?

Dean-
What I get for my services?

Clara-
The expectation of my services.

Dean-
And Humpty Dumpty bounced and sang!


Uvula, O I love ya,


O I love ya, Uvula.

Clara-
But first you must apologize to my friend.

Alex-
I don’t want his apology. I want to find Mark.

Dean-
You sound like a dysphasic dog. Mark! Mark!

Clara-
Apologize.

Dean-
I’m sorry you’re so ugly.

Clara-
Now, be nice.

Dean-
I’m sorry for calling you ugly. Hideous is more like it.

Clara-
Expectation?

Dean-
Forgive me.

Alex-
Fuck you.

Dean-
Fat chance, fat chick.

Clara-
You are forgiven.

Dean-
And she’s for givin to the pound, cuz that’s one scraggly mutt.

Alex-
Why are you talking to this creep?

Clara-
Words wash away words.

Dean-
But she’s a stain will never out.

Clara-
Where is John Brown’s room?

Dean-
Come in close, I’ll tell ya.

Alex-
Clara, don’t.

Clara-
If you touch me…

Dean-
You can hit me.

Alex-
Clara!

Clara-
Alex, I can handle myself.

She leans in close. Dean grabs her. She hits him.

Dean-
O, we’re makin love!

Alex-
Are you okay?

Dean-
I feel so sweet inside, I’m shittin cruellers.

Clara-
See you later.

Dean-
You wanna turn on Johnny Brown, say “I wanna burn.”

Clara and Alex exit.

Dean-
Yowza, that was wonderbra! Better than shootin drano! Drunken hero, far from water, makes own fluid. I’m a natural to this demented state. My bird? The puke-pecking pigeon. My flower? The school-girl. My slogan? In bawd I trust. 

Enter Professor.

Dean-
Here comes Professor Pedophile. Can you say involutional melancholia? Institutional monkey cola. 

Prof-
Ditcht. Ditcht by my date. Must old great men suffer such indignities? I have awed undergraduates with my lectures, my papers have made doctoral students weep, and my colleagues blush and grumble at the sagacity of my texts, yet I can’t score a single sip of nooky. What is wisdom worth? “The Absence of Gastrointestinal Jargon in Woolf’s Unfound Diaries” – five nookies. “The Sonnet as a Form of Salt.” Thirty nookies! “Reading Books Upside Down – the New Critical Perspective.” Priceless. Kids these days just don’t respect their elders. The world is coming to an end, but not my end, and therein lies the prof-dom.

Dean sings.


Can’t get no nooky!


Can’t get no nooky!

Prof-
Who are you, my guardian taunt?

Dean- 
Dean of Danger, Chump Changer. Copulati me salutant!

Dean exits.

Prof-
O to be rain and rouse the soil’s dead;


O to be rain and freely wet the bed.

Prof exits.

Act 1, faze 3, sene 3. John Brown’s room. Enter Mark, JB, Lyuba, Zhazha.

JB-
Make yourself confusable, wordboy. Zhazha, please, some ambient koosh. Lyuba, two white russians.

They exit.

JB-
No slip or scam, wordboy; you won the war.

Mark-
My inspiration was my enemy.

JB-
Thus ever my approach is my defeat.

Mark-
I thought it nature’s only void, but you are a beautiful man.

JB-
No, wordboy, I’m an ugly frog, but I control the lights.

Mark-
Tell me your tale.

JB-
My tale’s makin others lose theirs first.

Mark-
My tale’s lost in telling: out of honors, into Harvard, an edu-bot factory-set on maximum retention, but all I want is maximum expression.

JB-
Your brain is on the right train, cuz that was max express – straight track, no stops, superspeed, zoom.

Mark-
Poetry is unstoppable in your presence.

JB-
Please, don’t use that word before my inner problem child – poetry’s a tunnel for escaping into prison.

Mark-
Is that your story?

JB-
How tell what isn’t over?

Mark-
Thru the narrative instance of poetry.

JB-
Poetry, wordboy, is dead.

Mark-
Long live poetry!

JB-
Like a cranky coot refuse to croak, and stretch his stay, turns reverence to disdain.

Mark-
New poets are born everyday.

JB-
So’s new spearchuckers, but they go into software.

Mark-
Since when does temporary govern time?

JB-
Since connectivity killed the craft.

Mark-
Self will never come unstuck from speech.

JB-
Our super-crashing did emit strange quarks of verbal spark.

Mark-
O we could really move some anti-matter!

JB-
That’s it, wordboy. We’ll be versotraficantes, and success is in supply, so we hugfly our poet’s pipercub down San Cristobal, the mandalay of metaphorical mentation, crashland junto a los campos de palabras, then, with our huge American credit lines of semi-compounded interest, we haul back enough fresh-wrappt lyric leptons, periphrastic muons, and un-cut poetry protons to burn the septa off those Harvard nose-it-alls.

Mark-
All the Ho-hums will switch to Beauty School.

JB-
Our shield will read Versitas.

Mark-
We teach one class – How to Live like a Poet!

JB-
Attendance strictly prohibited.

Mark-
We have one text – How to Die like a Poet!

JB-
Poets never die!

Mark-
We need a fight song!

John sings.

JB-
Free poets we join your metaphor throng,


And babbling surrender thee o’er,


By these Burning Man raves, from the poems that are gone


To the poems awaiting before!

Enter Lyuba and Zhazha.

Mark-
See how poetry proves itself by calling beauty forth! Poetry is a luxury prison, beauty a wild and innocent youth, but fearing that brain-death, maturity, she raving burns the monuments down, and snap, she’s snagged, but look at her cell! O detention never felt so free, for paradise is prison made by poetry for beauty!

JB-
You got a good head, wordboy, but your diploma oblongata seems inflamed – if I may offer my insane opinion, shut your mouth and save your brain from its own relentless backdraft.

Mark-
You deny that poetry lures beauty?

JB-
I deny you know what you are saying.

Mark-
My most recent poem, Ode to Beauty…

JB-
Ode to Beauty? We best go dig up Emerson’s corpse and tell him his daughter lives.

Mark-
Emerson?

JB-
Who slippt thee, O Beauty,


The keys to my breast,


Too cravenous lover


Of free and oppresst.


I chugged at thy fountain


Sweet waters of thirst,


Thou intimate stranger,


Thou finest and worst.


Thy dangerous glancing


Makes cancer of cure,


New-born are we melting


Back into nature,


Somewhere not to be caresst,


Somewhat not to be represst,


Force of things! I dare not die


In dreaming’s depth past ear and eye


Lest there I find the same deceiver


Be the source of fear forever,


Dread Beauty, yet dear, if good thou be,


Unmake me now, or give thyself to me.


Ode to Beauty, plus memory’s loss and improvement’s corruption, Ralph Wordboy Emerson.

Mark-
I didn’t know.

JB-
Poetry put beauty in prison and it ain’t a pretty place.

Mark-
None praise poverty like the rich.

JB-
I’m broke by the beauty my riches have bought.

Mark-
You bought them?

JB-
More like bottles, borrowed, since all’s returned, though dirt keep the deposit.

Mark-
I can still, as a poet, take much pleasure in their beauty.

JB-
O, you hear that, Zhazha?

Zha-
You say that you take pleasure in my beauty?

Mark-
I cannot help it. It is a pleasure for Beauty to live so Beauty gives us pleasure.

Zha-
It is a pleasure for Beauty to live? O, what silly Wordboy. You want to hear why I come live with Johnny in America? In my country, beauty is death was ten, my sister twelve, because my mother’s poison so expensive and my father, he, how is said, he tuck us into bed, so we run to city seeking job, and there a man, pretending to be wealthy light-bulb maker looking for packaged people, he lock me and my sister in a room, then we go to what is English said like girl-farm. Here start our sentence for the crime of beauty. Men at morning come and, what you say, take much pleasure from our beauty. In afternoon men come with cameras and take much pleasure from pleasure being taken in our beauty. Then men for night-time come and they all dresst in silly clothes, with, how is this word, devices, and with animals, and with these they take much pleasure from our beauty. One man, I remember, he had hairy hands, very big, he make a funny joke while taking pleasure from my beauty – I like girl-farm, he say. Girls do the work and men just keep their hair from face. But looking back on this, it a pleasant memory compared to what they happened to my sister when she try escape. When girl try leave beauty, this is for these men, what you say, unforgivable. So they hang her from the ceiling, cut off her arms and legs, and very drunk they take much pleasure from her beauty. One man he used my sister’s arm to take much pleasure from her beauty – O you are a beautiful girl, that’s what this man say. Then they cut her down and dogs take pleasure from her beauty. And for end, they burn her at campfire while girls watch with much pleasure being taken from their beauty. This is what happens to be beauty in my country, and poetry is very, what you say, popular. But me, I escape, and with some of beauty still, so I like to live with Johnny in America, why for? Cuz Johnny he let me take much pleasure from his beauty.

JB-
Dammit, Zee, you mix a mean white russian.

Ly-
She crazy pussy, Woodo. My country not bad place; it just no good at itself.

JB-
Beauty, Woodo, come in two flavors – have and have-not, which must never mix. What you don’t have turns what you do from sweet to sour, and what you do turns what you don’t from fresh to old. America knows this well, and uses it to know itself, dishing out a daily dose of separate have and have-not. Yet some of us would mix them, from rebellion or its sister, sloppiness, and beauty turns ugly, bliss mundane, wonderous highs horrible lows. So the tilt-a-whirl of beauty twirls round the treats of time and we dizzy grabbing lose our hands for love. But, damn, I hate a downer mood more than snowless slopes. What you do in school today, Wishbone?

Mark-
I saw a burnt woman.

JB-
Come again?

Mark-
On campus, during class, I saw a burnt woman.

Ly-
What is bunt woman?

JB-
Did she send you here?

Enter Clara and Alex. Dean sneaks in after them and goes behind the curtain.

Dean-
Where there’s a willy, there’s a way.

Clara-
Ah, the producer’s club. I’m here to audition for the largest part you have.

Alex-
Mark, could I speak with you, outside?

Mark and Alex exit.

JB-
Zeelee, scoot.

Ly-
Johnny, no!

Zha-
Lyuba, come.

Ly-
Why he always do this?

Zha-
To keep from doing worse.

Zhazha and Lyuba exit.

Clara-
Joy and grief, you cause such contradictions.

JB-
Caution: Do Not Proceed.

Clara-
Proceed: Do Not Caution.

JB-
You get it backwards.

Clara-
I get it how I can.

JB-
In such moments, beauty alone is seen:
After horrid vision’s ashy fingers


Pawed for feed at the windows of the mind,


She at dawn arrives, like some coy french maid,


Cheering with her “Oui, I do windows,”


And whistling innocent, she wipes them clean,


That we may look outside our hovel head


At nature’s ripe exotic splendor spread,


If only for a day, for night revives


The horrid visions, yet as sight unsure


Is better than a certain obfuscation,


We wait for her much to our own delay.

Clara-
Do not assume you know what I will do


Once I’m inside – innocent cleaning girls


Often end up breaking all the windows,


Tying up the boss and stealing the jewels.

JB-
I’ve none but what I wish my maid to steal.

Clara-
So point me to them.

JB-
They are you.

Clara-
Then you must open me up.

JB-
O must I?

Clara-
And you must dig for what is rightly yours


And I must trade it for what’s rightly mine,


Til each becomes the other, and we know


The value of possession is the swap.

JB-
So tell me what you want.

Clara-
I wanna burn.

He hits her.

JB-
Megan, where are you?

Clara-
Motherfucker!

JB-
That’s right! Call your father, girl, and tell him he’s been fired.

She exits.

JB-
Megan? This is so uncool. If you are in here, come out now. No? I smell Haydon.

He exits. Dean steps out from behind the curtain.

Dean-
Goodnight geistlich, goodnight fling, 


Strew my body chunks in the duct of ming;


Voyeurism, voyeurism, sex as flaw,


Megan lost her body in empleomania.

If we all died the same, who’d sing amazin? 

Dean of Dropcloth, Found Art Man, 

Make ya think shame is an endless sham.

He exits.

Act 1, faze 3, sene 4. Enter Herman and Emily, somewhere in the Beauty School.

Em-
Quit following me!

Her-
Prove your passion, Prudence.

Enter Gordon and Bishy.

Gord-
Chubby? What are you doin here?

Her-
Learning to talk in turn and use small words.

Gord-
Three strikes, you’re out!

Enter Bishy.

Bishy-
O how grotesque!

Gord-
What is it, Bishy?

Bishy-
Mobile roadkill.

Gord-
Stop talking gibberish!

Bishy-
Walking medical waste.

Gord-
Dammit, woman, you’re cracking up!

Enter John Brown.

JB-
Anybody here seen Haydon?

Bishy-
No, but I saw a burnt woman.

JB-
Where?

Bishy-
We were holding a pep rally in the yard, and she stared at me, thru the fence, like an ambulatory pretzel.

JB-
You must not come here, Megan!

JB exits.

Bishy-
Help me to the liquid lectern, Gordy. I’ve a seminar on the art of regurgitation.

They exit.

Her-
Does anyone have a gun so my scene partner can shoot me?

Em-
Congratulations, Herman.

Her-
This is your fault!

Em-
I accept the credit.

Her-
Credit? O how swiftly goodness turns to gloating! No Harvard? No Herman.

Em-
No Harvard? Hello, Herman. You are in!

Her-
I am inept!

Em-
How exigent can it be? Assess the topos of the keloid female, or, rather, find the burnt woman, instruct her not to frequent this region, and you are the King of the Crimson Court!

Her-
Emily, your brain has a mind of its own.

Em-
Thank you.

Her-
What has rough-housing some melanoma apocalypse have to do with getting into Harvard?

Em-
Totus et omnia!

Her-
These are the kind of crooked tracks that are derailing our relationship.

He exits, she follows.

Act 1, faze 3, sene 5. Enter Alex and Mark.

Alex-
Why did you leave?

Mark-
I won the poetry fight.

Alex-
Then tell me this, no poetry, no fight – are we here together?

Mark-
We’re all here together, Alex.

Alex-
Remember, Mark, you said I want to hide inside my head. Well, you were right. I hide inside my head, because when I come out my hole, I take good weather for a ground-hog’s welcome. The cave of cynics left, I am game for happy hunter, and he comes, for I stand out, and he speaks, for I listen, and his words deafen me with joy, that dumb I strut and tuneless sing “O my life! He thinks me beautiful!” Then, in my orgasmic deception, a warm adrenaline wind, like the dead must feel the instant they leave their failed marriage with life, rushes thru me, swirling crap, and agony gives way to ecstacy: I remember all the good that never happened; I call my mother like I was cast the lead; I turn a glorious refuge of my own endangered emotions; until, predictable as prediction, I hear my handsome hero’s voice snickering to the side: “Look, man, I think she believed me.” “Yo, I dare you ask her out,” barks the beast’s best-friend, and he replies, gorgeous as a butcher stropping blades above a lamb, “I’d rather screw a wet wig on a socket. Schlumpy bitch bought her ass off a whore-to-whore salesman. Skank so ugly they won’t put her on the Net.” So, after this uplifting downgrade, I zombie my way home, and like a shicksa at the Wailing Wall, wail at the mirror within myself: “Fuck you, mirror. Fuck you, face. Fuck you, family. Fuck you, Alex, fuck you all for being so fuckin unfuckable.” So, Mark (or is it Mock), if this is your parody on truth, snake back to your macho buddys, and tell them, yes, I believed you, for a bit, and I was hurt, but for my utter devastation I request one reparation: that you remind those living liars the dead alone will never die, for there’s no shooter sharp enough that he can hit the hollow.

Enter Dean of Danger.

Dean-
If it ain’t top dog and ugly duck. Can these quizzling creatures procreate? Tune in next week for the sloppy conclusion to “Fowl-looking mutt or fouling-out mate?”

Alex-
Go away, asshole.

Dean-
By the looks a you I thought this was where assholes come to hang.

Mark-
Excuse me?

Dean-
No excuse for me – I’m a sex-addict, which, in sex-addict America, don’t fly. It’s embarrassing and accusatory, the two grave errors of art. O, and btw, grody ginklet, Clara wants you back in John Brown’s boudoir, pronto.

Alex-
Is she okay?

Dean-
O, she’s fine.

Mark-
I’ll come with.

Dean-
She wants her alone (and in that she is alone).

Alex-
I’ll be right back.

If you lie to me, there will be justice.

Dean-
There will be justice when I lie with you.

Alex exits.

Mark-
What’s your problem?

Dean-
I’m honest. What’s your problem?

Mark-
I’m not.

Dean-
Enhorabuena! Self-deceivers score more screw.

Mark-
Then truth is life’s most willing victim.

Dean-
And the universe is a lame excuse for change, but why so flaccid? I been Burnin Man since cro-mag belcht out topographic, and no one ever beat John Brown like that. You DJ DNA, spinnin our lab-rat souls thru your amazifying mind! Circle Jerk?

Mark-
No, thanks.

Dean-
So, I hear you seen the burnt woman.

Mark-
Where did you hear that?

Dean-
From her lipless lips.

Mark-
You spoke to her?

Dean-
Spoke t’her, poked her, hey, I even smoked her.

Mark-
Is she stalking me?

Dean-
Everyone stalks the Big Man, but seein her? You lucky fucky.

Mark-
If that is luck, I’m thirsty for a dry-spell.

Dean-
Love burnt woman, be Big Man.

Mark-
Who in hell are you?

Dean-
I’m you in hell.

Mark-
You got a name?

Dean-
Routine Daughters.

Mark-
What?

Dean-
Umpteen Slaughters.

Mark-
What?

Dean-
Vaccine Waters.

Mark-
Are we in a class together?

Dean-
Harvard? Yo, I got shit to learn.

Mark-
And I got shit to do.

Dean-
Like Ugly Duck?

Mark-
She’s not that ugly.

Dean-
And there’s some property in my pants I’d like to sell ya.

Mark-
She is a woman, though not beautiful.

Dean-
There are no more beautiful women!


Plastid have they fled, the night their shrouding,


Our dreams convolving them into their clouding,


Where mad-glad, fist-in-throat, bleak, they are singing,


“O long me away, O proof of a man,


Long me away from contrectio land,


Cave in my chest with your bildungsroman,


O long me away, O spoof of a man.”


There are no more beautiful women,


Only curvy latex blobs pubed with flakes


From our phaneromaniacal frenzy.


There are no more beautiful women,


Save she, who, burnt, will not be vaporized.

Mark-
She beautiful?

Dean-
The current term is ‘hot.’


Above her, litl birdys singe and crash.


About her, rhinos roast and pop;


The leafys on the trees in fire flash;


Beneath her, all the soil is sere to crop.


The deth of natur is her beuty’s proof


As beuty is life’s urj for final truth.


That babe’s so hot the pulsin sky’s got holes


To let escape we swety, hairles souls.

Mark-
Then someone should go in and put her out.

Dean-
Exactly! Fite her blaze that blots the night


As rangers fite, contain with riteous swilj


Her embers brite, spit frigorific slush,


Dump slury foams upon her hi insite,


Your hose rambunctious slathing forth its mush.


O shovel, cut, encrenelate and bilj,


O bunyan all her fuelful forest givs,


O seal her air-raport with cloting sivs,


That you may top the natural, cyclic burn


And thru that power tru poetics lern.

Mark-
But what has she to do with poetry?

Dean-
Is she not heat that warms the coldest tung,


The tortured shape adicts us to the yung,


A site so gastly we past spectra strive,


So ugly beuty round her truly thrives?


In pace beyond control, she is the pars;


On spirit’s wound, her gasping’s liquid gauz;


As pure as fumes from deep urth’s boiling stone,


She’s with us that we lern to be alone.


Her ake the coup that lust may never tame,


She is an avatar of our first flame,


And he that would make meaning out of blis


Must glean his gramar from her scrambling hiss.

Mark-
You grant insanity too much intention.

Dean-
I grant it to itself, for crazy is


The cure to versoplexy. Without her


Your poem’s a pesty morass, yet with her


It zudes the squeezabl bubls of freshet.


Your ersatz, indicial vagrancy banters


In Brando-speak, pushing you, like fecca,


Deep into abortiv posteriad.


But she’s the luv-spot’s spotlite, a figurine


From those reality shows inside your head,


O she is a high that’s higher abating!


That from a source we ebb and rot, that truth


On social wires talks to purest form,


That the wrongly-done righty-said is truth,


This she refutes, and this is poetry.

Mark-
How did she burn?

Dean-
Autoerotic arson.

Mark-
My poetry is found in truer things.

Mark goes to exit.

Dean-
She luvs u.

Mark-
I have given her no reason.

Dean-
Woman sees no reason as reason enuf.

Mark-
Man sees no woman as woman enuf.

He exits.

Dean-
Gastrointestinus, please, my tapeworm crown, for I must pass the buck. Shikees! If I get Big Man to visit Megan, John will retract with jealousy! But look what comes, metanomed from the world’s magazines: that photonasty fixation, Tess du Blutwurst on zee Paper. O Clara, if I, bent, may not kiss the puff caking of your raw, rare hair, then with my words I’ll wank you, in display intimate and wild, to tune my wanting, to touch. O I would catch and skin the wildebeast for you, were I not a waning, child-winged moth. O you are hard, like the dead, calcined joints my basilisk shape contends, this paraphrase body, this trashy squat, this shadow glyph that drones outside your window, your shining ovum casting its mutation. Woopee, dude, let’s crack a mannikin!

Hay-
No! Let’s give it a rest.

Dean-
Feck on you, ya pop zygote.

Hay-
It isn’t working.

Dean-
It’s workin for me!

Hay-
I don’t need you.

Dean-
Jascuzzi? You need me like the yam needs the may, the yaw needs the way, the yap needs the pay.

Hay-
It’s gone too far.

Dean-
It ain’t gone far enuf!

Wondertwin powers, activate. Form of, a mutant!

Enter Clara.

Dean-
Aren’t you the woman in the lewd photos someone’s been sending to my apartment?

Clara-
I said I wanna burn and John Brown hit me.

Dean-
Cool!

Clara-
You little prick!

Dean-
Hey, don’t name it til ya tame it.

Clara-
I’m calling the cops.

Dean-
Wait! The lapse of regulation spoils the freshness of revenge.

Clara-
Kiss off.

Dean-
Toss your parentheses into the air and center your asides!

Clara-
Kiss off!

Dean-
You wanna screw a man, screw his competition.

Clara-
Who’s his competition?

Dean-
I deny all history but my own.

Clara-
You’re ballsy for a eunuch.

Dean-
And you’re over-stafft for a cheap hotel.

Clara-
Big words from a stupid stump.

Dean-
Slag buds from a super-bush.

Clara-
You want in my pants so bad, you play it like an ass.

Dean-
Femme, I’m already in your pants.


You pet me everytime you wipe,


You crowd me everytime you tamp,


You spear me everytime you hype,


You drown me everytime you damp.


Your gloryhole’s my kiddypool,


And I be bellyfloppin.


I don’t need a ploy. I’m the palilalia.

Clara-
Why are you so crude?

Dean-
When the kid is straight, the man is crooked.

Clara-
And why so cruel?

Dean-
I got altruisitic incentives, bitch.

Clara-
You got words.

Dean-
It’s true, it’s true - I tell it like it is, with the frankness of waste, the intimation of fear, and the pluck of an albino grape spritzin on a baby’s butt.

Clara-
A night inside your dreams would be a life-time of disgust.

Dean sings.

Dean-
Dreaming, I imagine, love,


An organ not my own,


Pink and puff, like a glove,


That hugs the oldest bone,


Wag it not, throb it never,


But is still and rapt,


Different as my need’s endeavour,


Want in fibers trappt,


You are it, so be disposed


And sit for my inception,


Heaving as the fire froze


In nature’s first election.

Clara-
You are something, but not his competition.

She exits.

Dean-
Call me premature, but I am gettin off! It’s Bukkake School! Dean of Danger…

Enter Lyuba and Zhazha.

Dean-
Dagnabbitydoggitydoo! I can’t exit to save my scene! It’s Mensaschtick and Bullshitovitz, come for the kreplak facial. Fly, and slobber.

Ly-
You go back to Russia!

Zha-
Never!

Dean-
Look, it’s the Russians, fighting each other, or am I being redundant?

Ly-
You no like Russia?

Dean-
Russia’s lovely, less the Russians, and so I say, let Russians be Russians, that soon we’ve no more Russians.

Ly-
You have never been.

Dean-
A life-time with a slut is a night spent in Russia.

Zha-
You call us sluts?

Dean-
Let’s see – you destroy your own history, topple your own government, kill your own people, and you put sex, the source of selection, on automatic. If not sluts, maybe Russians?

Enter John Brown.

JB-
Zeelee, you seen Haydon?

Dean-
If only there were labia in the sky, 

Then we could always find what is missing.

JB-
Howbout you get missing.

Dean-
I may be macrotial and crippled, 


But I’m gonna stand right here,


And there ain’t bagged shit you can do about it,


Cuz I’ll eat your fucking thyroid


Til you metabolize like a dreamworks hummingbird


And smile perpetual ala Jim Botticelli, got it?

JB-
I’ve never seen you before.

Dean-
Cuz you can’t see yourself.

JB-
You are me?

Dean-
That’s right – playboy, poet, professor.

JB-
Why a playboy?

Dean-
I play the boy to avoid being a man,

Since there’s something about men only we


Unmanly men know, and it’s this:


Men have nothing in common but women.


They sulk about, totally sunk in a sense


Of reptilian self, ineptitude and auxiliary,


Knowing that woman is both source and solution.


Speak of dessert wines, elegant, illegal


Leopard furs, even Louisianan leaflets


On Tel Avivan weaponry, and man will work,


But mention womens, and a boy will play.

JB-
There’s some of me in that, but prove the poet.

Dean-
When I pump long, my nozzle shrivels,


From maingy meals to bundant vittles,


To my love then am I not attractive:


What we do makes us inactive.


Tiny like a retard’s brow,


Shrunken from its hukilau,


Infant portions! Cries my she.


Pleasure fulfills vacuity.


Sing too much my larynx blister,


Think too much my axons twister,


Love too much, my hate develops,


Show it and it love envelops,


But as growth is our decay,


Pump my nipples another day.

JB-
That’s a poem, but professor of what?

Dean-
What else but Professor of Perversion?


And so what but Repressor of Discursion,


Who, desperate for his voice poetic, cries


“O brave squadrons of unperverted cognitioners,


Ruddy your returns, certain your fire’s celeste,


Could I, but once, dapple on your truth surface,


Lay on your launch-pad, rumble your giant


Hypothesizing engines, to rip this firmament


Of sleaze, droping my scientific detritus 

nto the seas, O brave dead, I would know

Why this sparkling, greasy, snorkling rape tool

Lifts perpetual its sloganeering barbituates


Into the tangy brie of our community, and how


Some hairy sinew of disgruntled hucksterism,


Some jiggling waste-cakelet of handle-tippt joy,


Could taint this most inexcessive lipping


Of hush-a-by poon-to-poon woman world.”


You are the Professor of Limitations.

JB-
For being unknown, you know me too well.

Dean-
I am the portent crumblin, revival stumblin,


Museum mumblin, bemusement grumblin,


Softness pummlin, idioplasm fumblin,


I am the pricy tid-bit of priceless hunger,


Here to show your better self your worst.

Ly-
He call us sluts, Johnny.

JB-
We are the sluts.

Dean-
We are a formatted hoax, whose true-selves


Talk in cheat-speak to portray our status


Which strengthens alone our nymic nervulose


Thru awing, with leaf-heaps strewing, cluing


The soul to meter the dose of difference,


That extranies that give our value doing,


And as we swerve from thing to stocky thing,


Sacrificing self that we may choose,


Our adroit power twitches with the time


When what we ought to have we did not do.

JB-
Anxiety like ours is only haggard by its rest.

John Brown goes to exit.

Ly-
Johnny, we come too?

JB-
No. I want to be alone.

John Brown exits.

Ly-
But Johnny…

Zha-
Stop it, Lyuba.

Ly-
No, you stop it!

Zha-
Back to Russia!

Ly-
You back to Russia!

Zha-
Not with Johnny’s baby.

Ly-
What?

Zha-
You go back to Russia.

Ly-
Zlobnaya bludnitza!

They exit.

Dean-
All the beggings ever wheezed,


All the uglies ever teased,


And every taunted tiny son


That grows to shrink and shrinks undone


Cannot change the freaky fact


That truth’s a pyromaniac.

Wo, let’s play hot or not!

Enter Clara.

Clara-
Where is Alex?

Dean-
Hot!

Enter Alex.

Alex-
Clara?

Dean-
Not.

Enter Mark.

Mark-
The Keats’ Society convenes again.

Dean-
Hot.

Enter Professor Hazlitt.

Prof-
Any questions before we begin?

Dean-
Not.

Prof-
Alex, would you recite the third stanza?

Alex recites.

Alex-
Ah, happy, happy boughs! That cannot shed


Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;


And, happy melodist, unwearied,


For ever piping songs for ever new;


More happy love! More happy, happy love!


For ever warm and still to be enjoy’d,


For ever panting, and for ever young;


All breathing human passion far above,


That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy’d,


A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.

Prof-
Now, what is happening here?

Dean-
Ah, that’s easy.


This awful poem’s saying “Hurry up!


Tell all the planet who you wanna fuck!”

Alex-
Professor…

Prof-
That’s correct. This awful poem 


Implores we endless strive at our ideal

Where life is ever young, for here below

All love is burning, sorrowful, and parcht.

Mark-
Then I desire to make desire known.

Dean-
Sehr gut, mein Deutscher:

Schlaff oben auf sein Traume.

Mark-
Clara, if in your body’s wave I think


To see your spirit visible emerge


To spin thru wild signs my reticence,


I view you but thru beauty’s vespering blend


That hides from us but what we wish to see.

Clara-
Spirit is not seen by suggestion,


But is a suggestion to our seeing.

Mark-
No telic scheme or tagged rendition rules me;


I see what I see, yet wish to see more.

Clara-
Where your sight begins, is that not proof


Of some inhuman, scrambling medium?

Mark-
The medium is our unknown delight,


Though the message is determined spirit.

Clara-
Over-determined’s often under-handed.

Mark-
And under-handed is our passion’s way,


A capricious burden, an all-played not,


An irresponsible electorate of sweets,


Perfection’s mistake, an unmoving swoon,


Ideals our false elation sways and sweeps,


This all is under-handed, yet so true.

Clara-
Truth is the seething ocean drained of life,


The light that shines thru the eyes of the dead;


Don’t give me true; give me mis-adventure.

Mark-
Is not to live thru poetry just that?

Clara-
I require credentials of those I kill.

Mark-
My credentials, Clara, are my cravings.

Clara-
Yet do you crave to stimulate or silence?

Mark-
Elusive quiz from skill of beauty’s brain!


I crave, my private judge, as lashes winded,


Wasps released, monotonies disbanding,


And every lex I splay displays my all,


The swath myself has veered to find its bearings,


That you, my subject, may obtain conductance


In morphic minglings; out my mad words pour


To stimulate your urge to silence them,


All husht that then I hear your every quest.

Clara-
Your mouth moves too much.

Mark-
Then you must stop it.

Alex-
Professor, I’ve a question.

Prof-
Yes, Alex?

Alex-
Which Power Pussy rule is this, Clara?

Clara-
Rule 11: Die with your eyes open.

Alex-
You, Clara, stitcht your eyes shut long ago.


You coyly comb your breasts like they just poppt,


Your pubis like some rare new-world mink,


Displaying your bubble-body like it were


The first strawberry of the first moon-farm;


You are all image and no self, produce


Wholesale and retail, static, posed, alone.

Clara-
Your smug disgust with me is self-disgust;


The erotic swish of the world’s cool breeze


Won’t reach you in your thick kiln of sorrow


Where you glaze your little pots for growing sad.


If you can’t get off on yourself, Alex,


How are we supposed to get off on you?


Woman should be hot thru her own circuits,


Irradiating self-rejuvenance,


The mirror on her body where she sees


The image she projects to truly please.

Alex-
Truly please who, Clara?

Clara-
Me, Alex, me,


Or ought I take my pleasure tips from you?


You who dress your mind in grey hand-me-downs?


Who treat your body like your sacrifice?


You clash, Alex, with yourself. Your station


Squelches a thousand contrary signals.


I wake where I will. My ego’s delible.

A set-off sheet is lain between my selves,

And when I would, I simply strip the signs


And write myself anew, so watch in awe:


Imagine is the verb I squeeze from law.

Mark and Clara exit.

Dean-
Now this is education!

Prof-
Class dismisst.

Enter Emily and Herman.

Em-
Professor Hazlitt, Emily Vendler, Herman Wubby. We were on the Harvard Hopefuls tour this morning when you revealed the secret admission’s test, and now we think we know the answer.

Her-
Please, Professor, ignore her. Too much reading has her seeing things.

Em-
The school spirit is the burnt woman.

Her-
The real reason we’re here is that, thru an understandable error, members of the selection committee have become upset with my behavior, and I was wondering if you might help rectify the situation.

Em-
Am I correct?

Her-
Emily believes, for some outlandish reason, that harrassing a burn victim is the restorative measure, but I…

Prof-
Who told you to harrass a burn victim?

Em-
Your prior protégé, John Brown.

Her-
He didn’t say harrass.

Em-
But we know it’s part of the process.

Her-
No, it isn’t!

Prof-
Yes, it is.

Her-
See, I told ya so!

Prof-
For you, Herman, but for you, Emily, I’ve a different test.

Em-
I’ll take whatever you give me, sir, and, dare I say, pass with flying colors.

Prof-
Come with me.

Her-
Pardon, Professor, but I have one question.

Prof-
Only one.

Her-
What does harrassing a burn victim have to do with going to Harvard?

Prof-
The college is the democratic court. Knowledge is King, Liesure is Queen, the lords professors, the courtiers students, and everyone, because it is democracy, plays the clown. Now, every garden has its wilds, that terror past the idyll enclave of serenity. In the garden, the girls are beautiful, the boys vigorous, intellect valued, and history preserved; In the wild, it’s hideous, dark, poor, stupid, and current. Should some scaly serpent from the wild enter the garden, all of paradise stands in danger. The University depends on you.

Em-
See you in the garden, Herman.

Emily and Professor exit.

Her-
The University? I will not fail.

He exits.

Dean-
Yo, Kiss, you out for some in?

Alex-
O, look, it’s the quirk molding.


Started any futilities lately, fuck-face?

Dean-
Only settin up quiniela on your flotilla,


Bettin I’d beach where the bent things are.

Alex-
I touch down where my time is up,


And if you’re betting returns, go against me.

Dean-
I’d gladly go returningly against you,


And I bet I get me some placement.

Alex-
This is no place. It is woman. No cripples allowed.

Dean-
Only cripples may enter a mis-placed slit

Alex-
By misplacement I thrive, like puke, like you.

Dean-
Did you just call me puke, fire-tongue?

Alex-
Puke.

Dean-
If I’m puke, you’re starving.

Alex-
Maybe. Perhaps all I was has spilled,


And the straw I suck’s turned soluble.


Maybe there is no love but what we lose.

Dean-
There’s only what we lose, effleuria.


You should know that, being an urologist.

Alex-
Why an urologist, oneirocritic?

Dean-
Cuz you tinkle when you talk.

Alex-
Can you guzz it?

Dean-
Tinkle, tinkle, little mar,


Leave us gel from where you are.

Alex-
Your whistle is your work.

Dean-
I go directly to the question of category:


You are a woman. The light shows that.


I am a cripple, onerous, but functionable.


This song’s ethical pittance is


That we should mate, an alliance of losers.

Alex-
What can a cripple do in sex?

Dean-
O, everything. All the mute intended.


A cripple fits a woman more than man;


Only he her complex spaces may mumble-span,


Giving an impetus to her resourcing,


Filling her pumice-pain with refuting,


Fitting her contortion, being rubbing’s dub,


A pointer evolved to a toy, completing


With new-fangles, what began her show:


Emotion regarded at angles.

Alex-
You talk like you might stop stinking.

Dean-
I stink so you might start thinking.

Alex-
Am I that sad?

Dean-
You’ve been burned.

Alex-
Are you coming to cool me?

Dean-
Rumble, squawk, and blether.

Alex-
Come, mutant. Let’s be ugly together.

Dean sings.

Dangers in the night,


Exchanging glances,


Wandering out of sight,


With their pants off,


Wondering if they might


Get high and burn a few!


Rangers in the blight,


Two jealous equals


Raging thru their plight


Of boring sequels,


Jiggling oophytes


Screaming I must have you!


Giggling sodomites,


All bent and huffing,


O discreet hermaphrodites,


Never bluffing,


Independent parasites,


Anti-social socialites,


Love was just a match away,


A swift, igniting scratch away.


And ever since that light,


They’re stuck together,


Melted in their fright,


One flesh forever,


It turned out so bright

For dangers in the night!

They exit.

Act 2, faze 4, sene 1. Megan’s cabin in the Arnold Arboretum. Enter Megan.

Meg-
“Who are these coming to the sacrifice? 

To what green altar, O mysterious priest,

Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies, 

And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?

What little town by river or sea shore, 

Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel, 

Is emptied of its folk, this pious morn?

And, little town, thy streets for evermore 

Will silent be; and not a soul to tell 

Why thou art desolate, can e'er return.”

Enter 2 gas deliverers, Latch and Valve. Megan steps aside.

Latch-
Gasman!

Valve-
You certain this the place?

Latch-
It’s the only residence in the Arboretum.

Valve-
How cuz she gets to shack up here?

Latch-
All I know’s what the gardener told me – some Professor Habit set it up so she could live away from all the bustle, cuz she is, and I quote, a hotty.

Valve-
Gasman!

Enter Megan.

Megan-
Sorry to keep you waiting. Please, come in. 

Latch-
No

Valve-
Thanks.

Latch-
Tell us

Valve-
Where

Latch-
You want

Valve-
Your gas

Latch-
And we’ll 

Valve-
Go.

Megan-
I want it beneath the bed.

Latch-
Beneath

Valve-
The bed?

Megan-
That is where I keep my dangerous things.

Latch-
Right!

Valve-
Like 

Latch-
Monsters.

Valve-
Beneath

Latch-
The bed.

Megan-
Right. Like monsters beneath the bed.

Latch-
Tell ya what.

Valve-
We’ll leave it

Latch-
Here

Valve-
On the stoop

Latch-
And you can put it

Valve-
Beneath

Latch-
The bed.

Megan-
But it’s so hard to carry things with my hands.

Valve-
I

Latch-
See.

Megan-
So, please, bring it in.

Valve-
No.

Megan-
Do I frighten you?

Latch-
No.

Megan-
Then come inside.

Valve-
We

Latch-
Can’t.

Megan-
Why not?

Valve-
It’s

Latch-
Illegal.

Valve-
Gas is

Latch-
Highly flammable

Valve-
And you might

Latch-
Burn yourself.

Megan-
O that would be awful.

Valve-
Very

Latch-
Awful.

Megan-
O I do like boys that look out for me.

Valve-
We’re always

Latch-
Lookin out

Valve-
For the

Latch-
Customer’s

Valve-
Well bein.

Megan-
You’ve shown again that gas delivery


Is the oldest, noblest, purest profession.

Latch-
Gas Delivery?

Valve-
Yo, lady.

Latch-
It’s a dead-end life.

Megan-
Only if you’re dead to the truth of it.

Valve-
What? Like small checks?

Latch-
Sore backs.

Valve-
And a big, angry shadow in your brain?

Latch-
That kills you early?

Megan-
I’d rather die early than late.

Valve-
O

Latch-
Kay.

Megan-
What was the very first thing that ever happened?

Valve-
You

Latch-
Got

Valve-
Me.

Megan-
Nothingness, grown frustrated with itself,


Caused a bang, or a gas delivery,


So making it the oldest profession.

Valve-
You

Latch-
Are

Valve-
So

Latch-
Right.

Megan-
And there are, of course, the noble gases,


Inert, non-reactive, above the bustle,


Making it the noblest profession.

Valve-
I 

Latch-
Have

Valve-
Never

Latch-
Seen

Valve-
It

Latch-
That

Valve-
Way.

Megan-
I am here to make you see it that way.

Latch-
But why

Valve-
Is it

Latch-
The purest profession?

Valve-
Ya?

Megan-
Because, you hottys, everything’s a gas.

Latch-
Beneath

Valve-
The bed.

Megan-
With the monsters.

They enter her cabin.

Megan-
You’re coming soon to me. I feel it.


Rare insentient gestures of transcription


That trundle sad to traceless antidote,


Educing joy from shame’s memorials,


Time’s rudest binge on sense, shall swiftly lead


You back to me, knowing I am your truth,


That then our bodies may to one be fused.


No more will your eclat, your manly pride,


The looks you lunge behind, your spite of light,


Your inspurious visuals waste themselves


Bolting concords of a false seduction,


Nor shall I be as I am now, dissuaged,


Irradiated, wedged away, defunct,


In life’s haphazard crank a snagging grain


Of truth, to fact’s affected faience glazed,


And in my crisp, rigid, laughable shape


Desexed, living a stiff and bridgeless song,


But we shall both be healed being one.


O I am going to eat you in my lust,


Not with failure’s spite, or a girlish gripe


That dreams demise, but with avenging thrill,


And we will flicker out among the stars,


As two extremists poised for the fair hand,


For sensuality, for beauty droll.


I will not cry. I will not cool myself,


But fat the fire with my sweet petrol spew


And send us to a suaving, flinchless sleep


Where we in closer seconds may relive


What none may now eak out this garish gap,


Youth trappt in time, time free of youth.


Come to me and covet no more coming.

She exits.

Act 2, faze 4, sene 2. Enter Mark and Clara, somewhere in the Arboretum.

Mark-
What? You didn’t like it?

Clara-
O Mark, it made me feel ripe and vital;


I came currants, spiced to your connoting,


My pepos fruited, my ferments plumpt,


O Mark, was I a woman before you?

Mark-
You seemed a better one than you are now.

Clara-
And you are the source of my corruption.


All the heaps we weep over, the trinkets


We gather to remember some great spot,


The love crescendo that ends in a splat,

Every delethalization of intent


We force on others that we may submit,


It is nothing to me, to me nothing.


O I have dreamed enough for one dead hole,


But never found pain’s why, nor the woman


I might be were I not what I most fear.

Mark-
Clara, relax, and tell me what happened.

Clara-
It burned me, Mark.

Mark-
It what?

Clara-
It burned me.

Mark-
Sex?

Clara-
O I am pleasure’s outcast!

Mark-
Sex burned you?

Clara-
You coupled with my corpse, you injured me,


You added insult to orgasm,


You soared, while I slagged in ashy umbra,

You took my trust and left me but a rash,


And not once did you reach to comfort me.

Mark-
I didn’t know.

Clara-
I said sometimes I burn.

Mark-
I thought…

Clara-
Well you should ask before you think.

Mark-
I’m supposed to ask if your pussy burns

hen you have sex?

Clara-
It’s my condition.

Mark-
So?

Clara-
It happens.

Mark-
All the time?

Clara-
When things aren’t right.

Mark-
Why aren’t things right?

Clara-
It’s a medical issue.

Clara-
It’s a medical issue.

Mark-
How’d you get it?

Clara-
Tight underwear, obsessive douching, stress,


No one really knows.

Mark-
Is it contagious?

Clara-
Ya, Mark, for the rest of your fucking life,


Your pussy’s gonna burn when you have sex!


I’m leaving.

Mark-
Good.

Clara-
Good?

Mark-
I don’t beg from my victims.

Megan enters to the side.

Clara-
As scathed as I am, as lost in deceit,


I know your future, Mark. Synthetic bliss


Hiding utter, elusive indifference


To your truest pleasure. Your loves will thrust


Their rating cards in your face, judging you


Against the all-tongued gorgonite that floats


Above their bed, a condensation of


The mist of the breath of their first desire


Formed into a fatherly habitude,


And you, boy, will not do well for judging.


You will enter them, yet no magic trigger


To their true tantrums will you ever find,


Their heat your fragile friction shall not budge.


You are no big shot, Mark, no super man,


And everyone you love will laugh at you.

Mark sees Megan. Megan exits.

Mark-
Ah! It’s her!

Clara-
It’s who?

Mark-
She was watching us!

Clara-
Who was watching us?

Mark-
The burnt woman.

Clara-
What?

Mark-
These wet, salving woods, this is where she lives,


Hairless, groping, lightning-struck, the fission


Of power and peace, repulsive to mate,


Convicted by nature’s gain-bent science


Of allure to lag among her own charred scent;

Life cuts us from ourselves; she is the scar. 

Clara-
Go die, Mark. Do it slowly. Do it in bed,


Cuz your flamethrower’s fueld by your target


And your target is stuck to your sex.

Clara exits. 

Mark-
Stop blaming me for what I did not do!

Mark exits.

Act 2, faze 4, sene 3. Enter John Brown, somewhere in the Arboretum.

JB-
Here I am, Megan. Come mock the man you made.


Pridehead, laser dream, logospasmatist,

Breeder, showman, primary rainbow,


Here I am, Me again, waiting on your song:

Living is easy, O living is easy;

It’s easy, it’s easy that’s hard.

Enter Megan.

Meg-
It’s easy that’s hard.

JB-
What do you want, Megan?

Meg-
I want to see you.

JB-
You want me to see you.

Meg-
No, I want you to see yourself.

JB-
She hides in the brackets


And shies in the shorn,


She calls you messiah


Bragged of the born,


She begs you to profit


And loves you accord,


She coats with her spirit


Want’s wild cord,


But deep in the brackets,


Eager and deep,


Her song elicits


What sense won’t keep:


Come, my love, and look at me,

And there yourself alone you’ll see.

Meg-
You’ve always found yourself so amusing,


And you’ve always lost yourself in laughing.

JB-
You have no right, Megan, to stalk me so.

Meg-
I have no right pursuing what I know?

JB-
You know the me you want, not what I am.

Meg-
Look at me.

JB-
No.

Meg-
Then hear me in my cry:


I know you, John, and know you want me too.

JB-
You lack the organ of sincerity.

Meg-
I am defective in many deceits.

JB-
You wish yourself defective.

Meg-
You defect from your wishes.

JB-
So speaks the casualty that I would be


Did I not from my wishes flee in fear!

Meg-
You don’t know what you wish.

JB-
I wish to be.

Meg-
And where’s the pride in being? Truth is all!


You, death’s most devout, still run from death,


An irreverent echo diverting

Itself to end where it did not begin.


You once were violet verdure in my brain,


But now your words are bait to lure rats.


Your self-idolatry’s hypocrisy,

Because you hate the way you love yourself!


What are you, John, but lust that’s on the prowl


For some easy game. Once you said to me


Light cannot shine thru inexpressing minds!


Why then do you look at them? O look at me.

JB-
Lam no more my way! I will have beauty.

Meg-
Beauty? O your stunting, fouling beauty!


Your beauty is so valued, ugliness


Alone can fill the void it leaves behind.


It is so symmetrous it slides thru touch,


So perfectly designed, it fits nothing!


Beauty is an addiction to the bland,


A self-erogenous disgust with self.


O how can a body be beautiful?


It comes in blood, it trails waste,


It thrives on death and stinking dies.


You were a man who would kill for the truth,


But now you will live for a lie.

JB-
Do not come near me, Megan.

Meg-
I’ve no need.


The more I’m from you, the more I’m in you:


I am your honesty’s only garden,


Purity spawned of your deformity.

JB-
Your deformity.

Meg-
O look at me, John.

JB-
How can I look? You cauterized my eyes.

He exits.

Meg-
He runs from me girls


And hides from my sight.


He runs from me, scared of me,


Now I may cry.


My craving his beauty


Has brought him to flight.


He runs from me, girls,


Now he must die.

Mark calls from the side.

Mark-
Hello?

Meg-
See? I am a wanted woman.

She exits. Enter Mark.

Mark-
Wait, and let me talk to you!

Enter Alex, singing.

Mark-
Alex?

Alex-
O, girl, we are run


By the curdling moon,


We squint and wilt and numb


We stare and strive and bleat


Our lamina drained replete


By its desperate prosopon spoon.

Mark-
She’s dyed by some guilt-hidden color.

Dean calls from the side.

Dean-
Little fig, little fig, where did you go?


The howlers are hungry, low floats the crow.

Mark-
It’s that mush-mouth. O they didn’t, did they?

Enter Dean.

Dean-
You can’t run from the cripple pimp. Why the woes? Ain’t I wowed ya? My distorted notabilia, the god-zero I held out beyond omni-myth, wasn’t I, hee-haw pouty wrangler, the misconstruing reference point, the central hasp-a-clasp?

Alex-
We wilt, some aimless thing,


Oestral clay fugaceous,


Lickt by under-yoking,


Like corpses swell and peat,


With life that loves defeat,


Blades and breezes equal churn us.

Mark-
Her song sleeps sound in the pit of patience.

Dean-
Can’t you taste the cake in the cake? When worms roll, ain’t it wormy? You were hot, there was water. You bring me to dinner, I expect to eat. O, I get it - the god-damned god thing. Do me, do me don’tly, don’t me do. Ya, I’m a rose. You want sex, I got burgerchuck.

Alex-
O we by whim are blown


Muddy cross the bubble,


Lint to make the womb


Of male wisdom wheeze,


Makes scentless power sneeze,


All our transport all our trouble.

Mark-
I should help whom I have hurt.

Dean-
Let me fill you in, again. Now and then you’re someone’s cigarette. So ya gickt a mutant? That doesn’t mean ya gotta be vicious stupid. At least you didn’t screw yourself. Whaddaya want? Philosophy? Then here it is: I did you. We cohese, we make laws against opposition, we purpose the pumpernickel, but the fact remains, I did you, so don’t go lookin for ramifying ripples in your antithetic pool, cuz the spirit may bore thru us, leaving a most dis-spirited core, but the less you look at it the more you see the why-shy truth – I did you, and that’s good.

Mark jumps out.

Mark-
Then I will do you bad.

Alex-
Mark?

Dean-
Call him off!

Alex-
Stop it!

Mark-
I saw the burnt woman, Alex.

Alex-
Gee, Mark, I’m glad to hear it.

Mark-
What did this guy do to you?

Alex-
This guy pleased me, Mark.

Dean-
I did?

Alex-
O, it was viscioulicious. You were so confident, Dean, so pro-active, leadin me uplit into the woman-cave and shit, O it was crazy like a near-fall, flashy like a sex-site, gettin all deft and viprous with the boy-blue paint on the girl-pink skirt. O Dean, you fueld me full enough for a no-stop round-the-world. 

Dean-
So why’d ya hide it?

Alex-
That’s my way of savin it.

Mark-
Alex, can we talk?

Alex-
Yo, Bitch, I’m talkin to the Dean.

Dean-
Everything’s comin up roses!

Alex-
You made the nerve swim, the rum foam, the tunnel bud and the sea get sister.

Dean-
Ya, well, sister, we got pests.

Alex-
You greened me so good I coulda meant all the money!

Dean-
Like a pill masser mixin your estrogen dose.

Alex-
I never felt so emphasized before!

Dean-
Call me the highlighter cowboy!

Mark-
Alex, please.

Dean-
Yo, bitch, who let you in my cockpit?

Alex-
What shall we do with him, Deano?

Dean-
Teach him eat the dog he trains. Suck him til he shoots himself. Wait, I got it! Let’s play he said/she said! He says:

Mark-
How could you hang with this asshole, Alex?

Dean-
Subtext – Would I had his wood! She says:

Alex-
This asshole didn’t dump me, Mark.

Dean-
Subtext – Him cup, me bowl. He says:

Mark-
So you torture yourself to feel better?

Dean-
Subtext – Tongans will eat mangos! She says:

Alex-
You tortured me to feel better.

Dean-
Subtext – your shame hasn’t flusht since the hose of hoses laid his dark dough down and snailed slimely to her sac unsaccular circa way the fuck back! He says:

Mark-
I’m sorry I began it.

Dean-
Subtext – I’m sorry I began it. She says:

Alex-
Torture begins when we are needing people,


Though that’s no side-ways purchase whence we might


Its acrimony open. But it starts there,


Flagrantly inobvious, and we drag


Its bag of non-recyclables thru our life,


So strung on fantasy we can’t be stoppt


To chomp the bit on why needing people


Is so unquittable, so ethically fixt


In our pubescence. My need is so needless


It uses me for its sarcastic source,


And who could claim to know the cure to that?


It is the love machine, white hot and loud,


Bombasting thru negrid reality


To keep its arcane production quotas


Of incredulous affluence, so we need.


Life is in the teasing;


It tickles you once, and it’s a slow soothe coming.

She exits.

Dean-
Subtext – Welcome, maggot, to my meat.

Mark-
Welcome to my madness.

Dean-
Allright! Big man beats up on special kids!

Mark-
Why is the burnt woman following me?

Dean-
Don’t you want what Johnny has?

Mark-
What is their connection?

Dean-
Megan was Johnny’s muse.

Megan is heard to the side.

Meg-
What is it draws me dreaming to my man?

Dean-
Hark! The banshee sings to thee.

Megan is heard to the side.

Meg-
What is it draws me dreaming to my man?

Dean-
Hark! The banshee sings to thee.

Mark starts to exit.

Dean- 
Her cabin, Sweet Auburn clept, hugs that bluff,

Astride the swirl; go in poetry.

Mark exits.

Dean-
Guy’s got guts. Of course, all guys got guts,


But Megan make a meal a your libido.


Have a hot tamale, inbuilt outgross!


She that was a dish ain’t now but a burp.

Dean exits. 

Act 2, faze 4, sene 4. Enter Megan, somewhere in the woods.

Meg-
What is it draws me dreaming to my man?


That makes mind’s melody his body’s note?


Not ruf or soft, not crucial width or span,


And he may be as shy as the world is gloat,


No measure calls me dreaming to my man.


It’s not in hope, in acheless, helpless power,


In luring stillest space his motions gest,


In words that show he knows to trick the hour,


It’s not his lacking nor in his excess,


For no design has markt me for my man.


His flower face, his peer with all that dies,


His humble, proud, deranging urge to in,


His life-long blink, his animal surmise


Of what must be because it’s never been,


No certain thing has formed me to my man.


His being’s not yet born to be abused,


His respite grueling nature has refused,


When final innocence clears the first accused


He’ll laugh and long again the life perused,


O none but this congrues me to my man.

Enter Mark.

Mark-
Why are you following me?

Meg-
I am the one that is followed.

Mark-
No! You were at my class, at the party,


With Clara, and now here, stalking, blaming,


Making yourself seen, making me seen. Why?

Meg-
You are so beautiful, I lackt the courage


To speak with you.

Mark-
You are more unafraid,


More present, prouder than any of us;


It’s I who pillage beauty for my courage.

Meg-
O, no, for you are O so brave already,


And you can speak. I have seen you, heard you,


Nor need you pillage beauty, for she’s yours.

Mark-
You’re all fucking burned. Your face, legs, your hands,


Twisted and fire-gnarled. Beauty? Shite!


What are we talking about? What is beauty?


The flame we feed? To live forever fake


In fear of rut? To laminate our flesh?


Why follow beauty if its furor leads


To this? This despoiled evagination?

Meg-
Because beauty is good and perdures most.


It orders us, without where-wondering,


Falls on us, visits us late-night, early-day,


Sanctions us, counts our merits, provides


Our uncoupled organs with symmetry,


Ovation the discongruent soul requires


To unsleep. Beauty is the outstanding


Unqualitous nuance, mobile and set,


Of our initial, eternal desire,


Prudent for abandon, phobaphobic,


Mining for power in memory’s lack,


And without beauty, all would go extinct,


All conflict, no concession, all pain, no pet,


All tease, no elation, and we would be


Only what we are, crabs on a scrap heap,


Clawing for sparks in the dusk, rummaging


Thru a long-shut sale, a skin shedding


Its source, a nulling design, endlessly


Driving forward to find perfection’s past,


Living like a thrill in a box, ugly,


Mutilated, a burn victim haunting


The shady silva of some bright squalor,

The filthy squalor of some great splendor.

Mark-
Why me?

Meg-
Because I saw you talking once


With a blond girl in Au Bon Pain, I saw


Your horror at my appearance; others


Pitied or reproved, but you were as sick


As I; the empathy of revulsion


Has bonded us within this conflagration.

Mark-
But I saw you first in class, thru the window.

Meg-
O, no. You’ve seen me many times before,


Only now are you ready for the truth.

Mark-
So what do you want?

Meg-
I want you to look at me,


To touch me, to say “O you are lovely,”


“You are my love,” to show your awe,


To stand before me rapt, to shower me,


To call me beautiful, to meet my needs,


To say all’s just begun, that all is done.

Mark-
It would be untrue.

Meg-
I will be so high


The sound itself will devise the intent,



And I will be soothed.

Mark-
I can’t.

Meg-
Close your eyes.

Mark-
Why?

Meg-
That once I’m near, and you open them,


My eyes, the only part of me unscarred,


Will be all you’ll see.

Mark-
I can’t.

Meg-
Close your eyes.

Mark-
I’m sorry.

Meg-
Close them, beautiful.

Mark-
They’re closed.

She nears him.

Meg-
When you were born, I fell asleep;


When I awoke, you hid.


As I lookt round, your stifled weep


My dewy vision bid.


Now I am here, you close your eyes


As if to look in mine


Might lure you to realize


A need none may resign.


But do not fear, for I am dead,


Live only in your trace,


And when you look, your beauty dread


Perceives within my face

Its own desire, by light allied


Of common, kindling sun,


So in me now, eyes new and wide,


Reflect oblivion.

Mark opens his eyes.

Mark-
So close, you are not burnt, but beautiful.

Meg-
When she walks in wind, her dress


Shows her body’s curves.


When in sluiceless calm she moves


Abstracted are her nerves.


Not beautiful, but frail and bedazzled.

Mark-
They tell me you make poets.

Meg-
I make poems


For those who dare to hear.

Mark-
What must I do?

Meg-
You must sleep in the lightning.

Mark-
So I will.

Meg-
You must swim with the raining.

Mark-
So I will.

Meg-
You must take first in the farcical games,


The big-top tiger of the sun-down circus,


Fanged for random and regimen both,

The newest enemy of the oldest term,


You must live all delusions.

Mark-
So I will.

Meg-
And yet, to be a poet worth his words,

You must touch me.

Mark-
No.

Meg-
Please, for I am dry,

Trembling for the flesh’s fluid recess,


And you, to my thirst a sweet consent,

 
Swirl in potent, resonant display,


Hovering above me capacious clouds


Of symbolry. O I am burning mad


Until you mist my hopes with ripples cool.

Mark-
No.

Meg-
Touch me.

Mark-
No, I can’t. O what have I done?

He exits.

Meg-
You run from truth? O you are no poet!

She exits.

Act 2, faze 4, sene 5. Enter John Brown, exiting the Arboretum.

JB-
She is a dizzy blip of stupefaction, the facethead of the telegenic so-be-it, a clitless possibility curve, the princess of abstract paradox, difference’s redundancy, the circle’s hesitance, osmotic isolation, carousing caution, the exclusive thing, the stasis of growth, crouching in lividity, wading in a whirlpool, seeking sense in stammer, thinking want the window we see, O she is a sleep none may rest upon. I have presst for the cure in desire, yet she is a delible heart in a dimming dimension.

Enter Dean to the side and he slowly turns into Haydon.

Dean-
The King, alone. Shall I cuff him, spoon him, kill him? 

Haydon-
No, for I do love him. 

Dean-
Ah, love is what we do to stay indebted to our mum. 

Hay-
I love the fluency of his manhood. 

Dean-
Love is barf from honey-hips.

Hay-
I love the raw resources he provides my industry. 

Dean-
Love darns our skeletons into trophies!

Hay-
He is my Ivory Coast. 

Dean-
Love graduated from the Polytechnic Substitute for Opinions. 

Hay-
My Nordic Trac.

Dean-
Love leaves rust-stains round the man of steel’s wrist, like some gogging, soggy huswif, pleading to be his specimen cup.

Hay-
His trifle, his leftover, his love…

John hears them.

JB-
Megan?

Hay-
No, it’s Haydon.

Dean-
Informacion detallada aparece en el interior.

JB-
Haydon! Where have you been?

Hay-
Around.

JB-
Why are you here?

Hay-
Looking for you.

JB-
Haydon, man, you really gotta help me.


I don’t know what to do. I feel desperate.


I got this dark sliver in my brain,


Like everything’s inventing itself, fast,


Deep below my stopple, like a smut fungus

Or a tiny purification tablet, absorbing


All my variance. O what have I done?


What is it shells my memories out to me?

Hay-
Why are you feeling like this?

JB-
I saw Megan.

Hay-
Saw her?

JB-
Spoke to her.

Hay-
That’s good.

JB-
Why good?

Hay-
Seeing her might drive you off the edge.

JB-
What edge, Haydon? What edge?

Hay-
The edge of sense.

JB-
O she is crazy. She is bitter, hacking,


Gun-in-the-mouth, wackt-outta-bounds crazy.

Hay-
She is your history’s beacon.

JB-
Give me now or never!

Hay-
Life is an all-inscrutable infant,


Yet history its babbling’s lexicon.


Go back to what you were and you will be.

JB-
Haydon, you’re all slang for gettin it wrong.

Hay-
And you’re a front for being afraid.

JB-
Eat me, Haydon.

Hay-
I already did,


And you are sleeping with the bones.

JB-
Haydon?

Haydon turns into the Dean of Danger.

Dean-
Nah, it’s me, Spleen of Strangers, straight outta Golconda’s gutters, where titty’s always new and pert, sanity’s on a losin spurt, where all the shapes is shimmied down, where don’t is long and do is round. Look! The mongoose shoogies with the snakin! Kill your crops, farmer Brown, cuz wordys is my wheat.

JB-
You were at the party.

Dean-
Nah, the party was in me.

JB-
What is this, Haydon?

Dean-
This is projectile vomit as a form of hunger-relief. Blah! 

JB-
Stop it!

Dean-
Hey, I got this killer fuckin idea for a big-hit movie. Some hot women get fuckt real hard so they go and kill people. Or this cutesy couple falls in love and then they go and fuck while they’re killing people. Or this small guy conquers this big problem by killing the people he’s fucking.

JB-
Stop it, I said.

Dean-
You can’t stop me! I alone coo to Californium!

Enter Lyuba, bloody, carrying a fetus.

Ly-
Hello, Johnny.

JB-
Lyuba? What is this?

Ly-
Zhazha say you come these woods. Why for?

JB-
What happened to you, Lyuba?

Ly-
I kill Zhazha, take out baby.

JB-
What?

Ly-
I take her baby so we raise it, you and me, okay, Johnny? I kill Zhazha.

JB-
Lyuba, why?

Ly-
I no go back to Russia. She say you be with her and baby and I go back to Russia. But I no go back to Russia, Johnny. Right?

JB-
O Lyuba.

Ly-
This is baby. We raise it, no? Here together, you and me?

Dean-
In times of trouble, ask thyself - What would Satan do?

Dean exits.

Hay-
Lyuba, come.

Ly-
But Johnny…

Hay-
John will meet us at the house.

Ly-
Yes, Johnny?

Hay-
Yes.

JB-
Why, Haydon, why?

Hay-
Because you’ve never been

Better than when you let her do her worst,

Because what once you had you have no more,

Because she loves you yet you shut her out,


Because I know exactly how she feels.

Haydon leads Lyuba off.

John-
So last and least comes my reason to nap.


I choose or am chosen, as life’s thin line


Is deft enough to trip us when we’re high.


What are you, self, that your entire span


Is spent avoiding what none may avoid?


She is like a dancer, aging from grace


Into suet. O she is the desert,


And our minds two warring camels gnashing


Each other’s blood into the thirsty sand.


I am not good for them that’s good to me.


Zhazha! I see you with your center out,


That center which is me upon the edge,

And know I am to blame. Dead end the gene.


Now must I with my victim primal live.


I will be forgiven. I will be free.

He exits.

Act 2, faze 4, sene 6. Somewhere in the Arboretum.

Mark-
How good are we to beauty? How frenzy fair?


How many pluming daughers need we pluck


From nests of acking chicks to truly fly,


Less resistance, sincerity, less dreams?


None. Woman is process, not product.


The glamour floors, where we shape beauty’s hex


Of shame, that in limelight, expiates us


From natural allure, are never true,


For the fantastic flesh of girlhood


Denies us know what beauty rightly is,


To live our implications, to be close


To mental peace, to exchange attainture.


She is not your soul. She is erotic,


But is as different from the healing thought


As love from dependency. Walk your needs


Away from her, see her clear, active, rare,


And let her be the lubing and the grout,


The pit, the pyramid. From such clear smoke


An alien nicotine thrives in us,


And we ride its phoretic, fomenting wave,


Like a run-away truck, smashing the signs,


Intimate at last with prima facie.


And what is beauty but my problem’s film?


Love beyond the act you seek,


Ever strong as you are weak,


Deeper less your passions peak,


Poetry that speaks like planets speak.

He exits.

Act 2, faze 4, sene 7. Megan’s cabin.

Meg-
What did you do with her?

Hay-
I gave her back to the Russian mob.

Meg-
What will they do with her?

Hay-
Send her home, i hope.

Meg-
To kill a woman and rip her fetus out?


That is poetic.

Hay-
Megan, please!

Meg-
All’s for naught.

Hay-
All’s for John.

Meg-
You think he’s coming?

Hay-
I know he is.

Meg-
Help me, Haydon.

Hay-
O Megan, at last.


Think how fine it will be to be with him!


We’ll wake together, tell our wild dreams,


Then quietly, with toast and coffee, lounge


And watch the world until some poem comes,


You will blazon, John will speak, I will write,


And that’s the day, then evenings we will sit


And read the ancient poets thru the night


Until we separate into our beds


To dream more poems.

Meg-
How do I look?

Hay-
Beautiful.

Meg-
Someone’s coming. Go.

Hay-
Until tomorrow.

Haydon exits.

Meg-
O Haydon, may you live beyond his death


And find some freedom past this servitude.

A knock.

Meg-
You do not need to knock to enter here.

Herman enters the cabin.

Her-
You must be the burnt woman.

Meg-
I am a burnt woman.

Her-
Are there others?

Meg-
O there must be.

Her-
Were you at the Beauty School last night?

Meg-
Do I look Beauty School?

Her-
Actually, you’d fit right in.

Meg-
Who you are?

Her-
Herman Wubby, Harvard Hopeful.

Meg-
And why are you here?

Her-
I’ve come to rough you up, but I am chronically non-violent.

Meg-
Why do you want to rough me up?

Her-
Cuz you can’t visit Beauty School, or Harvard, any more.

Meg-
Why not?

Her-
You’re unsightly.

Meg-
I am?

Her-
You frighten people.

Meg-
Why are you doing this?

Her-
So I can get into Harvard.

Meg-
Why would you want to do that?

Her-
Why wouldn’t I want to do that?

Meg-
To see what is unsightly.

Her-
Just promise me you’ll stay away.

Meg-
How else will students see the truth?

Her-
You are not the truth.

Meg-
I’m so the truth it burns the lies from those who look on me.

Her-
Don’t make me rough you up!

Meg-
All’s caress to the never-toucht.

Enter Gordon and Bishy.

Gord-
Chubby? What are you doing here?

Her-
I’m getting into Harvard!

Gord-
No, you are getting on my shit-list!

Bishy-
What are you looking at, hideous bitch?

Meg-
I’m looking at myself.

Gord-
You watch Chubby, I’ll get Cicatrix.

Her-
What are you doing?

Bishy-
Make her look at herself.

Gordon takes Megan’s mirror and holds her face up to it.

Gord-
Look at yourself, Cicatrix.

Bishy-
Hideous Bitch!

Her-
Stop that!

Gord-
No more this face shall haunt the yards of Harvard, understand?

Bishy-
You’re ruining a magic thing with your disgusting body!

Gord-
Nor shall it interrupt the gorgeous mood at Beauty School!

Bishy-
Beauty School is for beautiful people, and you’re a hideous bitch!

Her-
Okay, your point is made, now let her go.

Gord-
You made Bishy puke.

Bishy-
Howbout I puke on you?

Gord-
Puke on puke.

Bishy-
O, I’m gonna puke!

Herman grabs the mirror and smashes it across Gordon’s face. His neck is cut and he bleeds.

Bishy-
Gordy!

Her-
Hideous bitch!

Bishy exits.

Meg-
Go!

Her-
What about him?

Meg-
He is dead.

Her-
I killed him?

Meg-
Go!

Her-
She’ll turn me in!

Meg-
Chase her down and kill her!

Her-
What?

Meg-
It is all or nothing now.

Her-
No, it’s all for nothing!

Herman exits.

Meg- 
Not dead yet, are you? No, you’ve never been

More alive. Look at me. I bet you’d love

A cicatrix now, a scar, an ugly fix,

But then you’d be a hideous bitch, like me;

No more Beauty School, O no more Harvard.

What will you do? Hell, you could always die.

Let my face be the final thing you see.

She cuts his throat. He dies. There is a knock at the door. She hides the body behind the bed and cuts her hand.

Meg-
Come in.

Enter Mark.

Meg-
You’re not John.

Mark-
What happened here?

Meg-
My face broke the mirror, I got cut, so what? 

I’m all fucking burned and feel nothing.


Go away.

Mark-
Go away?

Meg-
I don’t need you anymore.

Mark-
Stalk me, spurn me. Make up your mind.

Meg-
Make up your mind, make up your face, which one is it, man?

Mark-
That’s why I’m here. To see a-new. To stop


Attacking where I mean apology.

Meg-
But your type does both so well together,


As your attacks upon the muse perverse


Are your perversity’s apology.

Mark-
Now I want to talk without the tremors


My young vision gnarls at your image.

Meg-
Sorry, boy, but fear holds fast where it fell.

Mark-
Not if we, then fearless, help it up.

Meg-
So make your scribbled denunciation


Of the solid-state physics of your disgust,


Disguising selfish needs in timid thoughts


Too passive for equilateral mood,


Then go away, more certainly confused.

Mark-
It’s my confusion gives me certainty.

Meg-
Confusion cannot stick to such a face!


Look how it poses, lost in horror’s heck,


Abdicating purpose the more it copes.


O, Mark. Don’t be confused. Be beautiful.

Mark-
Maybe I will go.

Meg-
Go, and we will stare


From opposite, fertile impossibles


Upon this glob, each denying other


The value of its anaesthetic viewpoints.

Mark-
I value yours.

Meg-
You value sex-production,


Nudity, fantasy, realist abstractions,


But me, I am mammatocumulus,


A storm-cloud with tits, raining rancid milk,


And, as I dry their brain, men run from me.

Mark-
Why are you talking like this?

Meg-
Cuz I got burned.

Mark-
When did it happen?

Meg-
O, you remember,


Trying to blank the genital spirit


And laugh again, to raze my loneliness


Left rotting in the options, so honest,


So loathed, I find you out and ask your love,


But you were stalwart, like a great singer


Too admired to be shaken by a song.

Mark-
I must at times be human.

Meg-
At all times,


So human you must fail with conviction,


Though I, proving random success, offend.

Mark-
One must be included to be refused.

Meg-
Included in what? Self-esteem that sues


Its own creations for irrelevance?


Aren’t I cute? Do you like my shirk ethic?


What fantasies teach, it’s smart to unlearn.


This world is a meet tween man and woman,


But I am the third sex. I am the goth


Faccade of misconstrued emulation,


Thinking distortion freedom from beauty,


But ruminant on smoldered desire.


O love idealized is self-despite.


I wanted you, to listen, to allure,


To be toucht, yet the unaborted rage


Of beauty still commands this universe.

Mark-
I have, Megan, fallen out of myself,


And it is you who pusht me. Let me fall,


Inebriate with lost identity,


And hear what I desire to know, which you,


My stalker, owe me.

Meg-
I am cuspt in calm.

Mark-
How did you burn?

Meg-
Now that’s a good question!


So unpredictable. I will answer


Much as we pity otters in the zoo.


Back when our cares could laugh, when time was cheap,


And to be captured opened spirit most,


Me and Johnny Brown…

Mark-
John Brown?

Meg-
It’s Johnny.

Mark-
To be with him, you must have been…

Meg-
I was.

Mark-
Were you in love?

Meg-
Our burning bodies fused,

Almost, upon impact, we fell so far.

See, love hangs goodies higher than good sense,

Then sells us wobbly ladders dear and used,

But this will drag if we digress.

Mark-
Go on.

Meg-
Me and Johnny, back then, were together,


Like two elms thrash-crumpled to a thicket


By some vortextual, electric wind.


He was at Harvard, I was a hazard,


And negative attracting positive,


Or vice versa, was our verse device.


Johnny was a poet, and I was less


His muse than his amusement, his pit-bull,


His negatrix, his tour-guide to truth,


My goal to rid him of his fatal flaw:


The love of beauty. Minor poets rave


In one dimension – that which pleases them,


But now and then a poet’s born who knows


To love the opposite of his intent,


Who dares to swim the crazy magmic cauldron


Of paradox, where pleasure contradicts


Its object, and doing so, is major.


We practist what I called hyperpoetics,


Which is to say we lived within a poem,


A poem he wrote, a poem I energized.


To live inside a poem’s to live inside


Its logic, and its logic is pure love.


Each moment was a timeless metaphor,


Each urge a letter bound, each act a word,


Each line intention, every thought a phrase,


And the sway of matter was our meter,


As deeper we plunged thru this living poem,


O we walked the firy gamut of sense!


In neologe and flick adventure we


Careened the crooked lines of drunken love:


Hard, dirty lurches were our bed. The cold


Our shelter, distress our inspiration,


Burrowing the earth’s arcane elations


In some n-th dimensional, spasmic nod,


Seducing the dark and the dangerous,


The stranger the spot, the better the poem!


Yet I could not escape the throttling nag


The grandeur of his genes was still to splay:


His coming out was often looking back,


Like a child-slave free but funny for pain,


And that bad habit, beauty, still remained.


O how I burned for him (but who the hell


Sees foreshadow in bright America?)


To upload the specs of new perception.


Poetry is disaster! Thought is torture!


Life’s a blind-date with death!


Don’t be the opposite sex!


Be the opposite of sex!


And here’s where insanity edged out sense.


We started sniffing gasoline, screwing


In public, hurting each other in bliss,


In short, we’d poppt our ethical IV


And our lifeblood was spilling everywhere.


Then, one night, pretty revved on regular,


I strippt and soakt myself in motor fuel


And ran into the street. Johnny followed,


Naked and lubed (he used to be a sport),


And there, as one, a twisting exxon frenzy,


I screamed “I wanna burn!” and Johnny screamed


The same, and then I screamed “death to beauty!”


And Johnny screamed the same. O I had him!


(Please, remember, all I really wanted


Was to make Johnny Brown a major poet),


So there we were, embracing, and I thought


“I’ll hit the lighter, go up in a flash,


And then go out.” See, it was raining,


But not enough. Do not try this at home.


People and petroleum do not mix.


So, flick the bic, and poof, I meet my match.


Next thing I know, I wake up wrappt in gauze


Looking like some deep-sea tube amoeba


In the Harvard burn unit ICU


(And if you think you can empath such pain


As I have lived, you dream beyond your means).


But where is Johnny? Nowhere to be seen,


Nor have I seen him since, save on the sly.


He trickt me, see? He said “I wanna burn!”


And then he flincht. O just like a poet!

Enter John.

John-
A minor poet – quick to save himself.


You had assumed, Megan, the flame would spread,


But I fell back as you went up, then watched


You flail awhile, unable to assist


And live, so down you droppt, flickering,


Mostly doused by the drench. I pickt you up


And took you to the place where you awoke.


O how those nurses gaped when I came in


Naked, carrying you, still smoldering!


As they preppt you, I dresst and went outside.


The rain had stopped. The world seemed washt of lies.


I thought “This woman’s really bad for me,”


So I told the staff you were a stranger


And exited for good that awful poem


That we’d been living til we almost died.


Wuzzup, wordboy?

Meg-
Yet now you enter it.

John-
I’m thinking that I might prefer a play,


Some comedy, predictable and light.

Meg-
Mark, you may go.

Mark-
Why?

Meg-
Cuz Johnny’s back.

Mark-
Why did you do it?

Meg-
We thought poetry


Better than some suck-n-spend with beauty.

Mark-
You were wrong.

John-
Drop it, wordboy. You can’t win.

Meg-
Have you learned nothing, babyman?

Mark-
Nothing.

Meg-
What’s wrong, babyman, is your pornic trend.


Living the lie that beauty betters us

You feign an odor to the fatherland,


A frail criminal charging charisma


Your bills of defense, fondling your pride,


Slogging thru the infinite, editing


Your bashful side for sale, crying mom!


But O if only you could read your mind.

Mark-
And what’s your trick? To rankle matrimony


Because you’re lonely? To carelessly tweeze


Your credit from our sores? To briskly limp,


Your anger erect, like some demented


Feminine product, gushing ridicule


Upon the hygenics that support you?


If our purity’s poison, do not drink it.

John-
I should have told you, Megan. Wordboy’s hot.

Meg-
We are equal, but I am uglier.

Mark-
You fetishize revulsion.

Meg-
I am an effigy of myself!

And when you, in a wet venereal tizz,


Lay your lame love down in sheets of fire,


Her bald, pampered form your hot xanadu


Of stagey craft, I am there, in the seats,


My hiss drowning out your jubilant moans.

Mark-
But soon the world’s applause will smother you.

Meg-
Yet you will not forget me. I can’t be


Reformed to some spiritual inanity.


Like a three-fingered future hominid,


I am there, whispering technology.

Mark-
Selection will pass you into the past.

Meg-
Into the bilge that birthed you, babyman.

Mark-
Why speak to a woman who has no ears?

Meg-
Why listen to a man who has no voice?

John-
See, I told you, wordboy. There’s no winning.

Mark-
I will enjoy my life despite your anger.

Meg-
Your life? This play’s about me!


You will live like a slow-receding flood,


Women will sprout, you’ll yank them from the earth,


Wrap them round your neck and dance thru the day,


“I have found myself! I have found myself!”


Boring! Over and over you go under and under


And up again only more ready to talk.

Mark-
Why follow me if this is how you feel?

Meg-
So I could mock you in front of my man.

Mark-
To love such a thing’s to hate yourself.

John-
You know, wordboy, you don’t fuckin know me.


You saw me, you liked my girls, my party,


You idolized me, we rappt for a bit,


We spit grammatic garble at the wall,


We squoze our fruits in similar presses


Constructing lexical menageries,


But you don’t know me. I am just a prop


To you, and I dwell in the burn-out zone


You on rare occasion rove and covet.

Meg-
Babyman, you’re just like all the girls.


You see him from your deep-sea submarine,


You call him the sky, but you cannot tell


You’ll never go above, for the ocean


Is covered in glass, melded from the sands


His tears spread out and your hot love annealled.

John-
Why did you follow him, Megan?

Meg-
I loved him once, but only for his looks.

John-
See her, wordboy. Glee at her dystrophy.


Ugliness alone can speak of beauty.

Mark pulls out his Ode to Beauty and reads it.

Mark-
Ode to Beauty!

O Beauty, sense has never shared itself


So fully, with such pure excessive rush,


Such potent hue, as when it went for broke


And spun us you. Confusion is your fame,


And all we clasp in hope’s huge hand is whiskt


Into your tender, holist, whirling wind.


Your hues, spectra self-unselfing boundless


Abound in a detemporizing light,


Shining ways to wonder, color coding


The scintillative symbol core, and he


Who looks therethru sees esence eye to eye.


The smells of you infume our cave of sheen,


And we, the tribe of temporary truths,


Snort madly at the coco pollen spunk


Of your frenzy gland, a feromone


That to foretic, biune life our brain


Freely links; he who sniffs it senses all.


You verberate the songs inscrutable,


A lucid neolalia, sounding new


Our innest echoes old, to hear her hum


Is demolition by pulsations primal.


And your taste! O your flavors multiform!


O grant the tongue its trophy! It alone


Can snag a bud forever isolate,


For all is one in service to the throat.


And then there is your shape. What can be said


Of curves ineffable, of silent turns,


Of lines alluring, obstacles compelling,


Leading us, marbles on a wobbly maze,


Into the ever-inward-folding poem.


You are a secret teased into a cusp,


The rauk of nature’s never-tiring laff,


The sexful, shining figure past all sight,


A love that gazes calmly on surrender.


You are the simplest chaos ever won,


Thus I with winning you am never done.

John-
Write on, wordboy.

Meg-
Who wrote that?

Mark-
Me.

Meg-
It sucks.


Put a poet in college, and you put


Poetry in prison, don’t you, Johnny?


Such verse perverse so shushes the ever-pain


That accretes, thickens, bulks our living space;


Indifferent to time, we swim thru its screams.

This pain-denying poetry but breeds

More pain, in that we ache for its ideal;

Woman as the source of spirit

Degraded to pornography!


But here’s a poem takes the ever-pain to heart!

Megan reveals Gordon’s body.

Meg-
I call it Ode to Death.

Mark-
O pitiful!

Meg-
Don’t pity the crippled, Mark. We at least


Have finisht the uniquely human pain

Of imperfection perfecting itself.

John-
Come back tomorrow, wordboy, and we’ll talk,


And maybe even write some poetry!

Mark exits.

John-
Why the dead man, Megan?

Meg-
Decoration.

John-
O what a story!

Meg-
It’s best to lie to those who hurt for truth.

John-
I’m sorry I ran from you.

Meg-
Yes, I know.

John-
I was afraid you’d kill me.

Meg-
Whatever for?

John-
And spite my life, I want to live.

Meg-
You will.

John-
How have you been?

Meg-
Just as good as I look.

John-
As you rethink it all, what do you think?

Meg-
I think I did it to reveal myself,


To strip, peal, and burn off my disguise,


To tear down the meccas of miming me,


To live a stigma, to feel insane,


To alter woman’s role as frigid muse,


But most of all, to show you I was real.

John-
O I knew you were real, but wasn’t sure


What your reality was.

Meg-
It was yours.

John-
You know, the horror quickly slips away,


And looking at you now I see you then.

Meg-
I’ve always wanted to be just what you see.

John-
O Megan, I have not been living truly!

Meg-
A poet’s urge is to invoke our best,


Yet urgency can pre-empt quality,


And popularity destroys the poem.

John-
Once you had burned, I wandered with no peace,


Except the ecstasy you had denied.

Meg-
No more do I deny it. Touch me, John.

John-
How much can you feel?

Meg-
I feel it all,


Deep, beneath my skin, as if my organs


Were moving, magnet-like, with your fingers.

John-
Passion’s tendrils blow between us, Megan,


Brave to love, eager to emigrate


To a firm word’s imbalance, to unpower


History, to displace proposita,


To be unto ourselves truth commission,


And in our wanting to know wanting’s end.

Meg-
Come to the bed.

John-
O, Megan, no.

Meg-
O, John,


If all we did was please your readiness,


When would you experience anything?

John-
Such a temptress.

Meg-
So easily tempted.

John-
I want to live here with you, Megan.

Meg-
You will.

John-
But no hyperpoetics.

Meg-
O poor John.

John-
What’s wrong with being a minor poet?

Meg-
Stop it, John. You were no minor poet.

I’ve all you’ve ever written here with me,

And how it burns with vision and desire.

John-
O I am not ready, and so I am.

Meg-
Him I saw who was my soul,


Another kisst his hair,


Held his hand thru cities foul,


Caresst him here and there;


He is my soul, and so he knew


That from afar I watcht,


Yet no trace there of this review,


His body moved unmatcht.


Yet as my soul, his beauty bore


The mark of my devotion,


As if a pattern set before


Our bond was his intention,


That thru his voice, which is my peace,


I hear alone his roaring for release.

John-
Who wrote that?

Meg-
Johnny Brown.

John-
O what will they say?

Meg-
Here lies a man whose name was writ in fire.

She lights the bed on fire, they burn, they die.

Act 2, faze 5, sene 1. Near Harvard campus. Enter Emily.

Em-
Reject. Rejectage. Rejectee.

Enter Herman, hiding to the side.

Her-
Psst! Emily!

Em-
Rejectamenta. Rejectaneous.

Her-
Emily, over here!

Em-
Rejectitious. Rejective. Rejector.

Her-
It’s me, Emily. Herman!

Em-
Hi, Herman.

Her-
Come closer. I can’t be seen in public.

Em-
Are you a reject, Herman? O, welcome,


To Rejects Conspicuous. I’m Emily,


And today I will be our Head Reject.


Let’s sing the Rejects Conspicuous Jingle. 

I’m a reject,


But that’s okay,

Cuz rejects

Have a lot to say.

Her-
What are you saying?

Em-
I was rejected.

Her-
From Harvard?

Em-
From Harmony, from Heaven,


From Happiness…

Her-
But didn’t you sleep with…

Em-
Sleep? That wasn’t sleep. Rejection is sleep.

Her-
That’s a bummer, Emily, but…

Em-
You are gloating.

Her-
Gloating? I’m not gloating.

Em-
Were you accepted?

Her-
No, but I will be.

Herman’s cell phone rings.

Her-
Hey, dad. What? Read it again. How can that be? I fuckin killed a man! Metaphorically speaking, dad. I mean I impresst my tour guide. Yes, yes, yes. Dad, you’re making that monkey noise again. Uh oh, I’m losing the signal, dad…

Herman hangs up.

Em-
What do you mean you killed a man?

Her-
Rejected.

Em-
Who did you kill?

Her-
I have been rejected!

Em-
What happened at the burnt woman’s, Herman?

Her-
I killd Goono, and Bitchy saw it.

Em-
You’re a fugitive?

Her-
No, I’m a reject!

Em-
O, Herman!

Her-
Would someone please just shoot me!

Em-
This is better than Harvard!

Her-
Now you’re gloating.

Em-
Herman and Emily, undercover in Cuba, pseudonyms, nocturnal, cross-dressing, mini-pistols, banditos, on the lam, O the ultimate test!

Her-
Are you serious?

Em-
A fugitive is always serious.

Her-
You’ll help me hide?

Em-
Herman, we’re compadres.

Her-
Harvard is hell!

Em-
Havana is heaven!

Her-
O, it will be…what’s that word?

Em-
Apocatafuckit!

They exit.

Act 2, faze 5, sene 2. Alex and Clara’s room. Enter Alex.

Alex-
Dear Mom. How are you? Harvard is awesome. Everyone’s really smart here, it’s kind of intimidating. O, did I tell you? I have a boyfriend. Not only is he a conniving little prick, but he’s ugly, nauseating, and violent. I can’t wait for you to meet him!

Enter Clara.

Alex-
Hi, Clara. How was your night?

Clara-
Fantastic.

Clara exits.

Alex-
PS – You’d really like my suite-mate, Clara. She’s so pretty, and she has this massive power pussy. I’m totally like jealous! But don’t worry, mom. My raggedy doll, Hog’s Head Hogey Hater, will comfort me. We play a game called acting dead, but she wins every time. Someday, though, I swear I’m gonna beat her. Say hi to Mommy, Hog’s Head Hogey Hater: “Badguys is goodguys. Girls is flukemeat. Follow me into the oven, Alex. Follow your dolly into the oven…”

Enter Mark.

Mark-
Alex?

Alex-
O, look! It’s the flowering injury.

Mark-
I want to talk.

Alex-
So talk, but don’t move your mouth.

Mark-
I met the burnt woman.

Alex-
And how is she?


Still a hot and haggled monstrosity?

Mark-
What a story!

Alex-
Never tell stories.

Mark-
Alex?

Mark-
I’m sorry for what I did.

Alex-
There’s the truth.

Mark-
It was my naïve longing for beauty,


Yet beauty undesirable once had.

Alex-
That’s why we go to Harvard. To learn things.


To learn that truth tutors the weird, that love


Has great stake in the mistaken, that sex


Is highly perishable, and must be


Refrigerated upon opening,


That only secrecy can speak its mind,


That pretense is touch, bodies are bullets,


Repression revelation, beauty truth,


And so on…

Mark-
I should have stayed with you.

Alex-
Fear’s the only should that knowledge allows:


A keen taste for the hideous, a concise


Aptitude for disgust. Fear, that mothers


The million moral hyperboles, fueling


Unfrantic queues, petting the derelicts,


Making us say “I should have stayed with you.”

Mark-
I know that now, but what do you want?

Alex-
I want to be immune to feeling shame,


To cross-breed the ballsy and the brainy,


To link exchange to growth, to feel love


And hear the shy shalom its segues hum,


Yet in the sterile debt that spectra’s spawned,


Things inert and vacuous inform me.


I lack that natural stomach for violence


That wedges our dreams from our desires.

Mark-
I feel there’s room for something between us.

Alex-
Something between us? How then will we meet?

Mark-
Love is that which never gets in the way.

Alex-
Love is a hidden hand. To see me break;


That was your love. My sugar-starve your sweet.

Mark-
No more. I wish I’d never known my dreams.


I wish that Beauty’d never passt me by.


Is the finality of its total memorized


Or the total of its memory finalized?


Beauty doesn’t care. It flaunts at history.


O it is insanity to look on,


But I am thru with it, thru with its lies,


And wish some truth. Alex, I wish your truth.

Alex-
I’m sorry, Mark. I am not retreating


Or advancing, but profusely I am pusht.


As many wrongs you do, so many selves;


You’re all there is for you, and that is sad.


But do not rue. Agony is ecstasy.


I hope that in the midst of your most precious


Confidence there lie the least seductions


Of insecurity and confusion,


Those open-air feelings that let others’ truths


Into your silence, into your poems,


Which looking for has made me beautiful.


Now, Mark, if you’ll excuse me. I have class.

She exits.

Mark-
My arc complete, I burn to remember.

My want refused, I exit to enter.

He exits.

Act 2, faze 5, sene 3. A Harvard classroom. Enter Professor Hazlitt, Mark, Alex, Clara, Haydon, and others.

Prof-
Any questions before we begin? Yes?

Student 1-
I’d like to request that we cancel class


In memoriam to John Wesley Brown.

Hay-
In memoriam?

Student 1-
He and two others


Died by fire last night in the Arboretum.

Hay-
How did it happen?

Student 1-
Looks like suicide.

Student 2-
Beauty School is dead!

Student 1-
Long live Beauty School!

Prof-
Quiet, please.

Hay-
It can’t be true.

Enter Dean.

Dean-
What you know bout truth cept how to spell it?

Hay-
He went there to live!

Dean-
He went there to burn!

Hay-
Go away!

Dean-
Sorry, bub. Hate can’t stop what it started.

Hay-
It was love.

Dean-
Hate is love for what is not,

Cuz look what your love made: 

Me, the most unloveable man in the world.

Hay-
We will die together.

Dean-
That’ll be fun!

Hay-
O our love has killed him.

Exit Haydon.

Dean-
Wo! Talk about your psycho analysis!

Negroid, Mongoloid, Caucosoid, Android,


Dean of Danger, no one stranger!


Ain’t I got the power of null and void?

Dean exits.

Prof-
Quiet, please! This class will not be cancelled


Because some raver lost his wasted life.


The university does not cut deals


With terrorists pretending to be poets.

We are the poets. This is where we’re born,

Nor do we care that those not of us die.

Now, what we’ve been discussing is John Keats,


Reading his poem Ode on a Grecian Urn,


And asking ourselves, does he justify


His famous closing assertoric quip


Within the poem itself. So, let us read


The final stanza and then debate. Mark.

Mark reads.

O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede 

Of marble men and maidens overwrought,

With forest branches and the trodden weed; 

Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought

As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral! 

When old age shall this generation waste, 

Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe 

Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st,

`Beauty is truth, truth beauty, -- that is all 

Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.'

Prof-
Thank you, Mark. Now, what is happening here?

THE END

Erotic immolation

Check printed copy

Mark - It’s beautiful to live in poetry

It’s horrible to love insanity

And that it is to live thru poetry

Have mark mention how beauty is a sign of health in evolution

Prepare to meet thy faker! (Haydon to JB right before he turns to Dean)



