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THE PROTOCOLS

14 commands were issued.

I have carried out commands #1 to 7.

When I reach command #15 I will self-destruct.

I am a servant of the dialectic process - 

Aren't we all.

wed feb 13 73

WHY JOHNNY CAN'T ADD

10, 9, 8, 7, 6 - - - - - .

13 Feb 73

AND NOW A WORD FROM THE DISHES

Dish water's rippled grime. 

Swirls about

This plastic pan.

I am my brother James.

Doing dishes. 

To show my love.

I plunge my hands into this soapsud-swirl.

I am the center of​ - 

The product of​ - 

A thousand dreams​

Of friends​ - 

Bursting in our time​ - 

Growing on this planet earth.

Boston 13 Feb 73

WHEELCHAIR

or 

MGH #377 - ARE YOU THERE

Steel-wheeled psycho-bender​

Obfuscator of Gestalt​

Healer of the crippled dialectic - 

Chromed perambulator of broken dreams.

You wander up and down these yellow Lysol halls - 

​A spokesman for Johnny-Green-Eyes.

The floating white healers

Pass on by.

Rock and roll thru swinging doors.

Pot-bellied freak / Bearing flowers

Drifts around the bend.

And General-Greenacres sighs,

Before returning to his ward.

8 June 73

BLUES FOR SUSAN GREEN EYES

A Kounter-Kulture blue-blood;

Having prepped in Austin.

Tripped upon the streets of Haight.

Done graduate work in a Cambridge Commune.

Vague images of Judy-Blue-Eyes,

Float about yr head.

Intermingle with the Eucalyptus fresh, 

Flower-child hair.

Only yr nervous darting eyes, give you away. 

A lonely sparrow sits upon the golden tree 

And waits -​

Shadows of a shattered tambourine.

A ruffled Ostrich feather

Peers upon a faded dream.

Father T has poured acid

Over yr now generation.

Too bad I cannot reach within 

Those fearful palace walls 

And make you laugh

At our depleted human state.

8 June 73

