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SIDE I
KANGAROO?

On their voyage of discovery,

Of privation and cartography,

The sailors said to Captain Cook,

“Come over here and have a look.

We’ve caught a creature with a pouch

That leaps and springs and seems to crouch.

Its head is small, its ears are long.

Its legs and tail are thick and strong.”

No-one knew what the creature was.

Some men were sent ashore because

Animals must have a name

(And the natives knew the game).

Meanwhile, the captive, pushed and shoved,

Was given leather boxing-gloves.

The men returned, trusty and true,

“They tell us it’s a kangaroo.”

 (The truth emerged much later when,

On trips by less resourceful men,

The Aborigines told those who’d come to stay

That kangaroo meant What did you say?)

A Portrait of V. I. Lenin in the Style of Jackson Pollock

Part I
Jackson Pollock was the artist of the Marshall Plan;

He broke ice for artists when the Cold War began;

He was the leading artist of the New York School;

He was the action painter who rebelled against the rules.

Jackson Pollock threw his canvas down and laid it on the floor,

And then he threw his brush away:

He didn’t need it anymore.

He didn’t use a brush at all;

He splashed and dripped all over all.

No-one could see a thing before

They took it off the floor.

He would dance and he would spin

Then have a drink with Lee.

Making pictures with his body

From his mind so free,

Art, for Jackson Pollock,

Was inner necessity.

But it was surplus value

Got his place in history.

He dripped big and he dripped small;

He didn’t use a brush at all;

No-one could see his pictures

‘Till they hung them on the wall.

One step forward, two steps back,

Life called him Jack the Dripper.

Jackson: “An American’s an American in thought and act,

And you’d expect his paintings to be qualified by that fact.”

They say it’s art killed Pollock –

As if that could be.

In fact be missed a bend

And drove his Ford into a tree.

A Portrait of V. I. Lenin in the Style of Jackson Pollock

Part II
It was in nineteen-seventeen

That Russia’s Revolution was led by Lenin.

Lenin led the Revolution.

If history had a problem,

He’d got the real solution.

Lenin created Soviets

Out of war, chaos and confusion.

The Revolution shook the world

Ten days to its conclusion.

The Revolution shook the world,

It lasted for ten days.

It wouldn’t shake without him,

There were no other ways.

(When) it didn’t shake enough for him

He hoped it was a ‘phase’.

There were some contradictions –

But perseverance pays.

Lenin is the leader of

The whole world’s working class.

He explained all history to

The stormy thundering mass.

At midnight in his tomb he lays,

His face against the glass.

Lenin:
“If you think culture’s revolution,

Stick it up your arse.”

Marches Numbers 23, 24 and 25

‘To eat and smoke and bet and swill’s

No substitute for moral will.

In proportion, economics is just a part of politics.

‘It’s values and attitudes

Not economic platitudes –

Ethics and thrift and vision and work

Not food and medicine and free milk –

That make a nation strong.

‘Crime and violence and wife and child-beating

Are not products of not eating;

The foundation of the nation’s

Family values and civilisation;

Poverty is wrong.

‘The defences of the nation,

Its tone, its true inspiration;

Respect for other people’s goods,

Things for which our fathers stood:

Values that last long.

Money and food and promises

Have generated grievances.

Expectation’s malcontents –

People who won’t pay the rent –

Will always belong

‘To hopes that can’t be satisfied,

In groups who only can deride

Those people who respect the law,

Who’ve raised themselves up from the poor

They’d never stay among.’

Because they have to fight to change

A world that’s bought and sold – and strange –

Real lives are never understood

– Explained – in terms of attitudes

Or patriotic songs.
‘And those who try to pull the trick

Are vile and nasty, cruel and thick.

The fucking bastards get on my wick;

Their viciousness just makes me sick.

‘The shitty fuckers can’t explain

Their lives as real – as stress and strain.

They want to wallow in champagne.

They’re lazy, stupid, weak and vain.’

Born to Win (Transactional Analysis with Gestalt Experiments)

You’ll be more aware

Where your life-pattern’s going

If your practice avers

The value of asking:

‘Who do I feel I am?’

(From (your) child experience).

‘Who do I believe I am?’

(From your parent opinion).

‘Who do I believe I am?’

(From your adult data-processing).

‘Who do I want to be?’

(My potential being).

‘What are the barriers

To being what I want?’

And ‘What things will I do

So as to be what I want?’;

‘Do I value what helps

Me to be what I want?’ 

‘Do I value what helps

Others be what they want?’

‘Can my potential grow

By my own will and want?’

This transactional list

Of questions for winners,

This analysis

To abolish losers,

Is the mythical gist,

Blud und Eisen severe,

The Geistesgeschichte

Of California.

Keep all your Friends

‘And we will be fed

Breakfast in bed

And served

By a fat millionaire.

‘A contradiction

Is the norm for breaking:

Dialectically.’

‘It’s not the social content,

It’s always the political form.

(‘Keep all your friends.’)

‘To fail to perceive

The difference

‘Is to fail to perceive

The difference

Between

The meaningless pattern

Of political occurrence

And historical meaning

In social life.

To stipulate

The difference

Is to fail to perceive

The difference

Between

Boundary postulation

And boundary location.’

‘And we will be fed

Breakfast in bed

And served

By a fat millionaire.’

The Milkmaid

The figure of the young milkmaid

Is full of live plasticity.

The picture of the young milkmaid

Is full of virtuosity.

The rhythm of patient work is there

– It’s in her arms, her legs, her waist.

The look is guarded and severe

In her dean young open face.

See what her snow-white smock reveals

Stretched by her blooming young body;

She lifts her heavy milking pails

– But she’s cultured – not just anybody.

She’s radiant with happiness

And content with her fulfilled life;

She’s beautiful and so graceful;

She would make someone a good wife.

And we can sense in her movements

Rhythmic devices: she’ll master

Technological improvement

That makes progress happen faster.

The picture of the young milkmaid

Is made only of mosaic,

But it’s a monumental work

Healthy, joyful and heroic.

The Principles of Party Organisation

Love that’s a success,

Whose efficiency brings happiness,

Calculation’s true caress:

The power of love’s tenderness

Will turn to form unless

Efficiency tempers romanticness.

Love can be misery and ridicule;

The hope that elevates the fool;

The pathos that precedes misrule.

Romantic love is and remains

Like picking roses in the rain.

Love is fantastic schemes and goo.

Efficiency will see things through.

Love is whispering, ‘I do.’

Efficiency’s asking, ‘How?’ and ‘Who?’

Without love there is no weakness,

Without love there is no storm or stress.

‘Abandoned love, impassioned love,

That, ever strong, did keep –

That for the joy of one

The other did weep’ ... is weak.

This love for gentler times is meant;

Efficiency inspires detente.

Efficiency is fortune and fame;

The circumspect don’t go insane.

It provides all that either side could want

Beyond obsession and immortality;

Peaceful co-existence for you and me.

SIDE 2

Prisoners’ Model
I opened the newspaper,

And there on my knee

Was the President

Of the Academy.

He was fondling an object

– A model frigate –

By an unnamed man –

A prison inmate.

There were others there:

Men of Humanity,

Life’s quality’s leaders,

Ideology free.

This was ‘An Opening’

Exhibition,

It was the festival

Of a new tradition;

A biennale of prison art

About which they could be

Caring, sympathetic

In good society.

And the art exhibition

Was sponsored by B.P.,

Held at the lush head-office

Of the oil company.

Take heart you unnamed prisoner,

Transcend your pustulous grotto,

Learn the social lessons,

Repeat this motto:

Thanks be to the Academy

And praise to the oil company;

The heaven of liberality

Is aesthetic penology.
Would you rather have

Your hand cut off

Or be appreciated

By a toff?

The Mistakes of Trotsky

You will pray

For a stay

Of good fortune ...

Tio-tio-tio-tio-tinx.

The platform of the ten

Tio-tio-tio-tinx.

The Tsektran ran

And planned the train.

Its measures got it running again ...

Tio-tio-tio-tio-tinx.

It meant a consistent

Planning operation

Tio-tio-tio-tio-tinx.

You will pray

For a stay

Of good fortune ...

But you’d find it hard

To say when.

1917 (instrumental)

The Tractor Driver

In a plain Spring landscape

Stands a tractor driver.

He’s a simple verity

In the noble theme of labour.

A chorus of small birds

Sings – a live bubbling stream

And the hope of the future

Pervades the rural scene.

The man surveys the meadows

At the start of Spring

With all the blithe amazement

His simplicity can bring.

Overjoyed – a little awed –

By nature and himself;

By tremendous natural power,

By his optimism and health.

As if to match the progress

Of a thought so high,

The exhaust trail of an aeroplane

Is written in the sky.

Plekhanov

Who’s learned the language

Of the Internationale?

The Granma had a personnel

Crazy enough to eschew

Historic investments

– Of which there were few

Locally.

Who’s learned the language

Of the Internationale?

Nobody’s crazy enough

Locally

– Nor can they be

In a way that

Obviates pathology.

The crazy are consigned, then,

To third-world iconography.

Who? What? When? How?

What for?

Act, agency, scene

And actor

Is hating something communally.

(It’s clear

To volunteers.)

Our ‘conversation’

Has volunteered

For seventeen years

Plekhanov

A priori.

Neither anticipation

Nor fulfilment

Is realistic

In dialectic.

Who was ever disowned by his Granma?

An Old Man’s Dream

An old man with nowhere to go

Lay down at the side of the road.

He slept and dreamed he wasn’t there,

Then dreamed he was a millionaire.

It didn’t snow or rain in the land of Cockayne.

And after that old man awoke

The first person to whom he spoke

Was a psychoanalyst, a shrink,

Who said, ‘I’ll help you, but first think,

And tell me in your sorry plight,

Exactly what you dreamed last night.’

The old man replied. He said, ‘I don’t know why you care,

I dreamed I was a millionaire.’

The shrink explained what the dream had meant:

‘Your dream has symbolic content:

The millionaire is a symbol of your father.’

‘A symbol, you say, of my father?’

The old man said, ‘That is so strange ...’

Then he asked the shrink for some change.

If She Loves You

You don’t realise she loves you if she happens to.

You don’t understand she loves you if indeed she does.

You don’t appreciate she loves you if in fact she does.

You don’t know she loves you if she happens to.

You’re not glad she loves you if indeed she does.

You’re not sorry that she loves you if in fact she does.

You don’t regret that she loves you if she does.

She loves you, she happens to.

She loves you, indeed she does.

She loves you, in fact she does.

She loves you, she does.

You realise she loves you if she happens to.

You understand she loves you if indeed she does.

You appreciate she loves you if in fact she does.

You know that she loves you if indeed she does.

You’re glad she loves you if indeed she does.

You’re sorry that she loves you if in fact she does.

You regret that she loves you if she does.

You understand she loves you if indeed she does.

You appreciate she loves you if in fact she does.

You know that she loves you if she happens to.

You’re glad she loves you if indeed she does.

You’re sorry that she loves you if in fact she does.

You regret that she loves you if she does.
