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Love-Hate of the Marvelous�





I’m sitting on Church and 28th , drinking coffee at Martha’s, when a man plops down next to me.  He asks if I’m schizophrenic.  “No, not that I know of.”  I reply.  “Why?”  Because only schizophrenic people shake like that.  Or shadow-syndrome schizophrenics, he adds.  The variety, people who are normally schizophrenic think are normal.  Like they are—not abnormally schitzo, like I am.  


An odd conversation, about to get odder still: 





How did I get here?  I escaped.  The Irish lady at the sixty year-old bar that used to be a bordello. You know her?  Her Irish good humor, free Czech pints, and leprechaun ears.  Wisdom everywhere.  Old patrons grandfathered me into the sect of local.   Bartender is logistician for square-blocks of humans.  You’re one of us now.  I notice animals and children like their leader.  She is a magnet.  Initiate me!  And I wake up, full of Irish witticisms.   I walk; I sit bleary on atheist’s bench, across from Save the Steeple! Fundraiser’s church.  You, the Loud Hungarian man, asks if I’m schizophrenic.  Not that I know of.  Remember this part: Why?  You’re shaking your leg.  Only schizophrenics shake.  Like what?  Like that.  Then maybe, I am.  We talk.  Of curt mean-eyed men, and constitutions.  He is reading my mind.  I should be surprised.  You see?  Normal schizophrenics wouldn’t be having this talk with me.  Normal is the people out there.  Did you know 622 is the key to the 27th dimension?  isn’t so scary, when he’s thinking it thinking first.  Jesus!  Surrealism-man—Frightening.  Madness, with lucidity.  Ostracization.  Insights beyond the stigmata we live-work within.  Oooh.  He; surrealist—talking in multidimensional riddles, bits of hot-truth branding-iron.  Blistered.  Burnt.  What aspirin con-codeine won’t cure.  Ever seen a burning bush?   Me: No.  You light the bush on fire.  See how easy?  You say.  Illusions.  Don’t fall.  Be fooled.  


That’s how I found you, here.





But why, you asked.





Driven by a hungry desperation, to meet experience, to feed, as some burrow-ridden beast, tasting  cool starlit night.  André Breton says the need to experience paces back and forth in a cage from which it is more and more difficult to make it emerge�.  I walk restlessly from one bar to the next, fifteen seconds in each one, checking authenticity—looking for weird.   Looking for meld, dreams and wake.  





“You see?”  he tells me.  “You are understanding something; but you don’t know what.  Part of what I say makes sense, does it not?”  True.


I am caught in a dangerous fire. Crazies blend dream and wake into a battle.  You can’t ‘make’ the animal of the unconscious emerge.  There can be no sleeping logicians, purveying rules, come one-realm, decry other.  Breton speaks of waging a victorious battle against our stodgy, unimaginative gloss.  The  surrealism of this vision is less automatic, than plotting.  The means have transcended passive, to actively trying to rewrite Zen, and presuppose Gandhi.  This is rhetoric, Mr. Hungarian.  And you are right.  (Thoughts—as thoughts do, shift suddenly).  Your ring, ( with the honeybee, trapped in acrylic—


“I like your ring too.”


But I hadn’t complimented your ring yet.  Surrealism took you there, without normal locos we navigate with.  But you have not hung Saint Pol Roux’s sign on nocturne’s door�.  You have blended the dream with the weight of waking life, and it has stung you.   You have no poetry.  The marvelous had its way with you, and your bitterness belies your hatred of it.


“My ring?”


A hair tie, on my middle finger.  White.  Elastic terry cloth.  Put it there, after a shower.  Forgot.


“Yes.  My bee ring’s going to sting you.  Don’t worry, it won’t hurt.  If you relax.”














Searching  for the beautiful—the bizarre.  


The unusual.








The conundrum.  I want to figure it/me out.  I am this anomaly I look for in dingy Mission dives, among the altered and used, in the clutter-sleepers, in trance music drugs, and explanations, the silvered mirrors refuse to ogle.   I interview the hunched and bent, scribbling illegible notes under their If they only knew what I was writing! shnazes, to wonder if every line of life can be a poem, as burly-armed football-rejects toss girlfriends-plus-chairs in the air, almost catching successfully.  Television is on—makes lug-headed jeers god knows and approves, or else…. I mean, is it really simply impossible to live without art�?


	“Each dimension, a level.  Of understanding.  The key to the tenth—40622.”  He said.


“They say the key to the seventh is?”   I make a number up.   Could be right.  Could be wrong.  Who is ‘They’?  plays big in universal mind.  A town, somewhere in Ohio—Zip code 44654, area code 330.  Don’t know… (He’s sort’a wiggin’ out.  One minute: Calms down.)  …the circumstances.   


“Have you checked with death lately?”  I…  “KISS.  Know what it means?  Keep It Simple Stupid!”


My answers aren’t childish enough.  Crazies and children—act their imaginations out, never having left the divine, or entered adults’ cage.  I’m about to ask him: He interrupts.


“I see you.  Things exist for many dimensions; you feel others; truth is listening.  What seems right is right.  You don’t know how, or why.”  


He is the surrealist the actual ‘Surrealists’ were afraid of becoming.  Monologue continues—


Dimension five : Poetry relates to harmonics of dimensions.  Sublime.  A word bridging imaginary gaps—(or spacetime rifts?)  He is watching me think.  All his thought is metaphor, deadly with meaning.


“Now.  I couldn’t be having this conversation with a normal krill, could I?”  


Background: ‘I am the whale.  You are one krill of millions inside me.  Soon, you will be the whale, and I, the krill.’  He said it.  All is one—Dimension 65.   But not linear numbers, you understand?


	“Probably not.”








Series of Issues add Illusions





Childhood abandons you to adulthood, and its slow decline into purposelessness.  Around the age of 20, or so.  Sad to think, is it not?  Childhood is somehow charming, to coin and quip a certain surrealist hope, that it is possible to live several dimensions or lifetimes at once, pulling down multifaceted blinds’ meanings, and gazing windows devoid of everyday glass.  We look to surrealism to guide the illusion the old human fanaticism of childhood can be salvaged from the wreckage of life.  In this battle for our old senses, free of societies’ cages that we feel reticence to leave, to be raving at Church and 28th we indulge in madness.  The madness was not there before; we have created it.  We have clashed, and accelerated the world of dream and wake together, attempting to keep them apart.  The radiation of the explosion continues to fall.  I could spend my whole life prying loose the secrets of the insane�… Breton claims, his crowbar behind his back before noting …because these people are honest to a fault.  So what’s there to pry at?  Honesty is easy to excite.  Breton is an eager pointer-in, and as for popular culture—(a dog’s life of entertainment and challenge) he seeks to circumvent it, with more detailed, and risky ventures.   Because locked in his imagination, locked up inside us, there remains madness�.  And madness is penultimate.


(As wars go.)








\“Surrealism threatens to sweep them out into the open water, where the sharks of madness cruise�.”\





Children are not yet in resistance to a cage imposed by society.  Their world is large, and full of promise.  They meld the dreams and wake of the non-linear, as effortlessness as we adults breathe air, or yearn for larger spheres’ fraction.  To worship an abnormality inside us, is to corrupt ourselves with the notion there is a wall, or an evil force to subdue.   That conflict, as it will eventually manifest, can only do so on the field of an inner being, where the most serious damage is done.   You can not easily be numinous, fearing the collapse of your being into the infinite, viewed through the darkened goggles of madness.   Look at Rimbaud.  He ran the other direction. Look at all those who became the plotting, and plotters.   So much satiety—so few saints, fasting divas, saddus and dervishes.  And of those…  That’s because we run, reaching out, yearning and fearing a dew that settles on everyone.   That’s what surrealism sought to heal.  Instead, it supposed itself to something else. 


 Something safer.


� Based on Breton’s 1924 Manifesto of Surrealism, culled from an old version of the required text.


� REF: Marvelous, in the context of the Surrealism movement.


� Page 10, above.


�  Manifestoes of Surrealism, page 14


�  George Oppen


� Manifestoes, page 5, 


� Manifestoes, page 6


� Louis Aragon, A wave of dreams.








