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Scene 1 — A Harvard classroom. Enter Professor Hazlitt, Mark, Alex, Clara, Haydon, and
others.

Prof - And so the central question of this course

Comes from turning the poet on himself:

Is beauty truth, truth beauty? Is that all

We know on earth and all we need to know?
Clara - Beauty is truth once you’ve seen true beauty.
Alex - Beauty’s of aesthesis, truth of logos,

This personal, that verifiable,

And as their synthesis occasions ethics,

So their equivalence dolocracy.

Mark - I find myself compelled to side with...
Clara - Clara.
Mark - To look on beauty is to know the truth,

As thru each captious vision we relive
Those vital adaptations whereby sense
Foreclosed us slow to all but what attracts,
That we emerge a striving to convene
With beauty’s logic, which equilibrates
Our free ambition to our true desire.
Alex - To say that we see only what we wish
Prevents an unwisht view from being seen
Thru truth-indicial lies, not valid links,
And claiming how we see is what we see’s
Like wearing glasses just to see the glass.

Prof - This course is called the Agony of Keats.
Mark - Yet ecstasy so gesturates his tropes.
Alex - Ecstasy’s the flame, agony the fuel

Of Keats’s torrid probe. Is joy not purer
Filtered thru some grief? The fiercer the storm,
The clearer the skies once havoc’s run,
As adverse aspects clashing neutralize
In juncture to the span of their divergence.
What of ugly truths? How happens horror
Less ecstasy misrule our agony?

Haydon - The question is how happens truth and beauty
When each seems antithetical to each,
And for that, parse the poet, not the poem.
To pathiate false truth and awful beauty,
Live in lonely slip, agony ecstatic,
Wild want your guide, chaos certainty,
Granting force of self to selfless 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 true ideal
While dying daily for the unlived life,
This quandary’s the asylum of the lyrist.
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
To learn if its answer earns its question,
Starting to my right.

During the reading of the stanza, Megan, outside, enters and exuls.

Alex - “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:”
Haydon - “What leaf-fring'd legend haunts about thy shape
Of deities or mortals, or of both,
In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?”
Clara - “What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?
What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?
What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?”

The bell rings.

Prof - What all we must tomorrow sleuth again.
Clara, if I may, a moment’s conference.

The class disperses and Clara talks with Professor Hazlitt.

Mark - Did you see that woman?

Alex - And ever do.

Mark - Where?

Alex - Before me, like some precocious dessert,

Fattening our souls on empty penuche;
Behind me, Queen Bikini on a float,

All waves and smiles and onlyfans galore;
Above me, petrol rainbows over scum;

And yes, down there, like my goddess’s corpse;
I see her everywhere except in me,

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

Mark - You room with her?
Alex - Thus, like truth and beauty,

Tho opposite, we’re commonly confused.
Mark - How did she get that way?
Alex - Like anything

That always gets its way: luck and lunges.
Mark - If that is luck, she should have lunged away.
Alex - Maybe she’ll lunge at you, Mr. Lucky.
Mark - What good is all this glib? Are you so close

To her imperative callosity
Your natural affinity’s resistant
To such sadness?
Alex - How sad to be so hot
That all desire to touch you. Hey, I know:
Write her a poem and I’ll deliver it:
“O Clara, let me tongue your thermal coil
And spike that cool coulis to heavy boil.”
Mark - I didn’t mean...
Alex - To play me like the slots?
I like your thinking, Mark, but not your thoughts.



All exit, save Mark.

Mark -

I was fresh at Harvard, undeclared.

A fine free beam of calorescing love

My spirit yawed, genteely plundering
Arcane tradition for impressured poise

To vitrify my aggregates to voice,

Yet most in all did I at beauty needle.
Nectant for her nectarous shivaree,

My organs gaped to swill the native dope,
Til vision, that shallow trick-directrix

Of our intentions, hemisphered my urge.

O little did I know how deeply ran
Sensation’s rare reserves! To be so swung
From avid hungering to full revulsion

In single space, such terrible delight
Crushing while securing my larval life,

Wild pagodas of serenity

Decaying from within, and my decay

Into beauty blooming. Which shall I choose
To interlock with truth? O let it be

Bet beauty that produces all our bliss!

Yet there’s the catch: if bliss must be produced,
Its precedent’s forlorn veracity.

How meatish and unprized she calmly moved
Across the mental eden we construct

Of arrogant and mumbling arrivistes,
Snailing hush about the sumptuous set,

A bleak angel bearing senseless stigma

Of subterfuge, her scalded, hopeless wings
Conducting a choir of silent cackles

That mockt human hope. Looking half at her
You felt the mounting of a failed birth:

The harried midwife, universitas;

The sweatbox mother, calm exclusive she;
The choking child, you, hurtling wordward
Out the dribbling caul, a puzzled phyton
Shrieking, “If this is life, I deign to die.”

For O how you, how all who saw her there
Were gazing crusht beneath their trite ideals.
Are we secluded analysts so hookt

On surgery’s comelier dividends

That sensual embellish seizes us

Before our tongues may taste the rancid oils
That she osmotes from her refusing form?
Can these decortic, quarantining eyes

Ever phase away her warning placard

On our cathartic rubble, baiting us

To hope’s high drudgery? Must craving mind
Dizzy downward drill into the vomit

Of crassing’s meal to scrape one scrap of truth
Valued alone as self-disgust delights

In our disrepaired imagination?

Gape away! There’s no peace in paradox,
No sense in an agonized ekstass.



All exat.

You, the poet, must beauty’s secrets plunge

To mine of priceless truth the mother lode,

And’s none can quell a voice that screams when shusht,
Here mark my word: my words shall hit her mark.

I will not be by ugliness unmothered.

I will of beauty breathe and not be smothered.

To her I will convert all truth uncovered

When first I saw the burnt woman of Harvard.

Scene 2 - Harvard campus. Enter Harvard Hopefuls waiting for a tour, Helen and W} among

them.

WJ - Ain’t it heaven?

Helen - Ain’t?

WJ - It heaven?

Helen - It is empyrean to those refined enough to solemnize its
apocatastasis.

WJ - Its afrozappawhatsis?

Helen - Apocatastasis, a neologe of the toddler church, indicating the
renascence of the condemned to redemption, from apo, as in up,
and catastasis, as in return.

WJ - Not-on-the-admissions-test, a red flag to the Harvard Hopeful,
necessitating an absence of attention to the subject matter, from
subject, as in me, and matter, as in don’t.

Helen - You're a Harvard Hopeful?

WJ - It’s my safety school.

Helen - SAT?

WJ - Perfect. You?

Helen - Same.

WJ - GPA?

Helen - Perfect. You?

WJ - Same.

Helen - Adversity score?

WJ - Favorably disadvantaged. You?

Helen - Same.

WJ - Legacy?

Helen - None. You?

WJ - Same.

Helen - Awards? Activities? References?

WJ - Class president, valedictorian, 17 charities, every letter alum.
You?

Helen - Same.

WJ - So, we’re the same.

Helen - Ain’t.

Enter Bishy and Gordon.

Bishy - Harvard Hopefuls, fall in line.

Gordon - Welcome to the world’s most prestigious university.

Bishy - The sanctum of scholars.

Gordon - The primer of presidents.

Bishy - The 1vory tower atop the ivory tower.

Both -

Harvard.



Gordon -

Bishy -

Gordon
Bishy -
All -
Gordon -

Bishy -
Gordon
Bishy -

Gordon
Bishy -

Gordon -
Bishy -
Gordon
Bishy -
Gordon
Bishy -
All -
Bishy -
Gordy -
Bishy -
Gordy -
Bishy -
Gordy -
Bishy -
Gordon -

WJ -

Bishy -
Gordon -
WJ -
Bishy -
WJ -
Gordon -

I'm Gordon Mangusta Lavish III, pre-law and posthaste senator
from the great state of Unleash the Power Struggle Within.
Bishy Beaucoup, chemopolitical fitness imagineering major with
an emphasis on the problematic intersectionality between fixed
amphibian gender propaganda and structural racism denial in
suburban America’s non-existent foreign language immersives.
And we will be your tour guides thru....

Wimme now...

Harvard.

Mmmm, feels like getting a Macarthur Genius Grant without all
that “being a genius” shiz.

Shiz is not a word we use at Harvard, Gordy.

I misapologize.

You'll have to forgive Gordon. His great great second cousin
went to BU, so he’s got some tissues.

Your grandfather’s third adopted son went to Tufts.

He was born with a congenital brain disorder that prevented him
from forming sentences.

I bet they taught him to say, “I went to Tufts.”

Shall we continue the tour or take this to arbitration?

I'm good. You?

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

Christo et ecclesiae.

So, Gordy, whence the perfection that is...

Harvard.

Did I say “wimme now,” Gordy?

No, nah, nope, nicht, nay, not, nippers.

Learn to listen, Harvard Hopefuls, or learn to work at a job.
Job is not a word we use at Harvard, Bishy.

Shiz now.

Good job.

So, I repeat, whence the perfection that is Harvard, Gordy?

For my money, and I repeat, not your moneyj, it’s the high
demand low supply exclusivity wherein chummy connections
preserve the innovative class.

Yet haven’t many leading innovators dropped out of Harvard to
pursue more promising apparitions?

Apparitions?

Your name?

W] Bate.

You wanna go to Harvard, Welfare State?

Oui, ja, si, ho, hi, ho, yes.

Then let me nip and tuck your flabby chances with some 1%
wikidis. While prematurely ejeculating one’s “self” from Harvard
may on rare occasions lead to a financially pregnant exile, not
getting into Harvard will on all occasions lead to being a non-
trending whysexual bitchagaloop porch monkey apparition with
a position at “Must be Tufts to BU.”

Enter Professor Hazlitt.

Bishy -
Gordon -
Bishy -
Gordon -
Bishy -

But, hey, let’s do some insider grading.

Professor Hazlitt!

Eminent Harvard didact.

Redundancy check!

Professor, what character trait is most valued at Harvard?



Prof -
Gordon -
Prof -

Helen -
Bishy -
Helen -

Gordon -
Prof —

Bishy -

The ability to look down on others while bending over.

What's the principle benefit of going to Harvard?

When someone tells you to go to hell, you don’t have to change
dorms.

Any superciliously gyrencephalic sesquipedalianisms on getting
into everybody’s dream school?

Your name?

Helen Vendler.

Well, Smelly Blender...

If you think getting into Harvard is hard, try getting out of it.
The value of an education is inversely related to its abolition on
anxiety, and the crimson prison only wraps you in irrelevant to
ship you to submissive so you can spend the rest of your safe life
feeding a communal echo chamber with the critical content it
pumps out your cue-tooth mouth speaker. Forget Harvard and
go to Beauty School, where you’ll actually learn something
useful, like how to be hot without burning yourself, cuz if you get
that, I’ll get you into Harvard.

To the rec room!

All exit, save Helen and W}

WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -

WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -

WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -
WJ -

Where are you going?

To Harvard.

The tour is this way.

The door is that way.

If you know something I don’t know...

I

We’re compadres, right?

We are competitors.

Competitor is Harvardian for compadre.

If that’s a joke, you’re a joke.

Hey, I'm Harvard material!

Harvard material is not a word we use at Harvard, WJ.
Harvard material is two words, not one word.

Wow, I didn’t know that.

My dad will recall his genes if I don’t get in.

My mom will suck back her milk if T don’t get in.

Damn, ever kiss someone then wonder where you got it?
What was Professor Hazlitt’s prolocution in response to my
impressively palaverous interrogative?

I was so unoppressed by your oversensitive pilobolus, I forget.
He said, “Forget Harvard and go to Beauty School.”

Did you break your sarcasm sensor hitting the books?

And what did he say after that?

I’d remember it were it memorable.

He said, “Where you’ll actually learn something useful, like how
to be hot without burning yourself.”

I don’t want to be hot; I want to go to Harvard.

And after that he said?

“Could you take a little more off the bangs™?

“Cuz if you get that, I'll get you into Harvard.”

Cosmetology is a trade, Helen. You do hair. With your hands.
Just thinking about it gives me never hives on my guaranteed six-
figure income.



Helen -

WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -
WJ -

Helen -
WJ -

He goes to exit.

Helen -
WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -

WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -
WJ -
Helen -

All exat.

And the Beauty School is an off-campus invite-only rave house
frequented by certain incognito pupils and pedagogues, including
Gordon, Bishy, and Professor Hazlitt.

Howbout you get to the point so I can stick you with it?

Ad coetum per coetum cum coetu.

Coetum is not a word we use at Harvard, Helen.

Is your school even ranked?

We emphasize invention over retention.

You should emphasize learning over stupid.

And you should emphasize staying on topic over get off my
pervasive untidy tuxedo.

“Through the club’s club to the club.”

Brilliant academic careers don’t start in shady shake joints. This
normy’s back on tour.

The trail of same ends at the fail of lame.

I'm dresst for a panel interview, not casual intercourse.

Hip is in the head.

That must be why people turn their heads when I shake my hips.
Enter party, locate professor, yourname@heaven.edu in
perpetuum.

I'm sorry, but if I've learned anything as a star student, it’s
drooping your pants doesn’t put you over the moon.

Ok, but I’'m warning you: 56% of the applicants on that tour are
fortunately disadvantaged.

Is fortunately higher than favorably?

Way.

Fine, but you best be right.

Wrong’s the only am that ain’t my jam.

Scene 3 - The Beauty School. Enter John Brown.

JB -

Enter Lyuba.
Lyuba -
JB-

Lyuba -
JB -

Lyuba -

Enter Zhazha.

Zha -

Lyuba -

Lyuba? Zhazha? Why am I alone?

Johnny, Zhazha making fun for me.

Of you, baby, of you.

Who is Uvya Baby? Johnny have three girls now? Two girls
already too many sweater zeppelins for pleasure cruise go peanut
butter legs. O I am jealousy suede!

The phrase, you cream soda vending machine, is Zhazha’s
making fun of me.

But Lyuba make more cheese pagoda bending moustache for
Johnny’s funemy, no?

What you hotbox now, menthol man? Nyet! I will pavement
pizza what strokahontas flumps bad danish on our imax and
climax!

Stinky reverse meat face.



Zhazha -
JB-

Zha -
Lyuba -
Zha -
Lyuba -
Zha/Lyu -
JB-

Zha/Lyu -
JB -

Enter Haydon.

JB-
Hay -
JB -
Hay -

Lyuba -
Hay -

Zhazha -

JB-
Hay -

JB -

Hay -
JB -

Hay -

Covid zumba toitch!

Ladies, can we please squeeze less partisan lemon on the belly
bumping membrane? His holiness is getting into character for the
coming throw down.

Then donion ring that taco bumper and we be nuggin doobage.
Hate goggle that swamp donkey and we be stinky weaselteats.
Am I not your butter diamond nooby fluff?

Am I not your kogal kitty breastoraunt?

Why you have two womans, Johnny Brown?

I done crooned that lewd awakening so many timorous moons I
got thirst traps on my alabama wrecking balls, but since the
hyposaurus has clearly walmarted your thunk trunks, I'll encore
my manstake. Burnt out on skimming dehydrate instructions
while I'm tryna big the dipper — like you can’t doodle a yankee or
whistle that dixie nowadays without some ten course discourse on
the patrimonial evils of the coy smile — I went scuba for new crab
danglers thru the cyber seas of shippable shag, and there I found
yous twos.

But which one you find the firstest?

That statue’s been antifa’d, but beaver eager that I was, I musta
double clickt, cuz next I know, boo for the price of won: Lyuba
Beluga Vonbehindovitch and Zhazha Boozoombas Ontopsky,
deuce nutrajuice for great American astronaut, so since our
moonwalks are mondo boffo, let’s wander off the psychopath,
loosen that chocko knot, and set some wooden spoons up in this
carnival spread, cuz...

You are both beautiful to me.

You are both beautiful to me.
Can’t you see?

You’re much more than I paid for,
And you got no DMZ,

But you are both beautiful to me.

Haydon, how was Hahvahd?

Stupefyingly educational.

That’s the IV league: drip, drip, thesis, teacher, tenure, coma,
drip.

The university’s a great idea full of bad ones, the worst of which
1s letting students speak.

What Haytem say?

Haytem say, Sex Slave Barbie, what you’re too biodebatable to
absorb, and while I'd love to stay and lob inanities over the
multiculti net, I must study.

Study?

It means “little stud.”

And study 1s to stud as poetry is to poet; when the latter
abandons the former, it hunts itself into extinction.

Speaking of witches, may I read you mine, thou laconic lord of
life after laughter?

Your what?

My poem, if I may be so brash as to classify the compositions of
chaos.

You wrote a poem?



Hay -
JB-
Hay -
JB -
Hay -
JB -

Hay -

No, I wrought a poem out of adamantine ambivalance, and
though it’s been a bit since I footed about in antipodal directions,
I so metric.

Does it employ the six requisite qualities of excellent verse, or is it
more licentious libido rodeo yecha?

Refresh my malady with the six esculent cavities of the rabbinate
curse and I shall answer to the west of my abrasively.

What?

Are the six requisite qualities of excellent verse, Mister Tongue
Lister?

Ethos, or an assertion of value.

My words assert the value of my words, tho making much of risks
making less from.

Mythos, or a synthesis of times.

I penned it then, it pens me now, I am the myth of synthesis!
Dianoia, or discursive thought.

This cursing thot or that cursing thot, non moriro di noia!

Does it possess melody?

Well, I happen to know melody, and she will only be possessed
by those possessed of her, so that simplicity’s complicated.
Spectra, or image?

There’s more to view in my verse than in the vastness that
vernackled it.

Diction?

Nay, my song shall never shun its seminal stock of sound.

Ifit’s at all scatologic, I shall be irkt in the extreme.

You, Haydon, have an extremity?

I have only what you push me to.

Then let me push you off the ledge that hangs over all you’d
have.

Let you.

“A Lament upon the Permanence of Transient Hope.”

Well, I'm surprisingly impressed. Quite neo-romantic, nearly
pre-Raphaelite, with a transcendental finish. Go on.

I will go on and off as off and on I ever go, on the verge of a
nervous vacation, so off book I upstage myself, on the off train,
off the real story, in an off and on affair with my on again off
again auto au pair, on it til I'm so damn off it gets on me for bein
all promise perverse, all trite brite, all off my rocker cuz I'm
knockin off more on something than the pile of regurgitated
revolts, muddling scoff and yawn and nope, I'm blank. My
brain’s been durchgefuckt by its own borderline. Drugs very good
in moment, but very bad for moment. Come, my pussy whips:
I've swallowed melpomene, and need my stomach pumpt.

You were once a poet, John, of serious potential.

Potential’s parasitic, and serious plus serious is seriously.

You taught me to seek a higher beauty.

No, I said get high and yeet that booty.

These foreign holdings have devalued your currency.

These holdings are domestic enough to endow my private sector
with the liquidity I need to grow in a protracted depression, and
crap for the carp, right, Haymosabe?

Crap for the carp, but you are a man whose mind is the endless
echo of imperceptible time, so must you savor the symbol’s odic
nutris beyond all the moribund webcest glitz of gluttonous
graceland if you wish to be more than a skittish animal.
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JB-
Hay -

JB-
Hay -

JB-
Hay -

Hay -

Zha -
JB-

All exat.

I am not an animan, I am a manimal.

“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 case

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.

That could not have been further from the couth.

She loved that poem.

And if you love your life, you’d be wise to go dumb.

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

I will eat your head and shit your better.

Better than eat my heart and shit your worst.

Who is Negan?

Negan is the Nymph of Negativity. Too often taken for an
academic’s anonymous smoker’s station, she drags her blistered
bulk about the cerebral quarantine cages of Cambridge En-
Masse in search of aspiring cynics to terrify into heterophobic
homeothesis, and the only way to extinguish her admonitional
glower is to throw a Burning Man Rave, which just so happens to
be this evening’s oddity, so come, ye cyberian hussies, we must
point the purple laser of love at our green-eyed cornea and carve
a new perception. O, and as for you, Haytem, life is like a box of
high cheekbones: the nauseating remains of a model home, so
keep a lid on it lest I lock you in it.

Scene 4 — Harvard Campus. Enter Mark.

Mark -

This mind on win her will must now be set
To gain a double pay off at the line:

My poetry envigored by the bet;

My mark its winner’s cup when she is mine.

Enter Alex, to the side.

Alex -

Mark -

Behold the poet on his pedestal;

O were I holding him, yet here or there

I sense a scrape: if here, he is not there,

Yet there, ’'m too of here. So, status, sate.

Praise 1s her fuel, yet thats’s so daily juiced,

Might she not crave a respite in critique,

Some zapper trigg’ring with its charge new spark?
There is a pact in dreamt-of deception

11



Alex -

Mark -

Alex -

Mark -

Alex -

Mark -

Alex -

Mark -

Sustaining a jolt of proof that desire,

Drunk on her drippings, petty objection
Over-rules and flows in stoppered judgment,
Less guided by the truth than by the tooth.

No looking can downwind the weward blast
That I would give my every feather to.

Yet how not look? He looks to be lookt at,

Tho looking not at me, as I too lack

The beauty every poet needs to see.

Yet love a liar? Lies in love unwrench

The fundive pact, as word-born’s word-bereft.
Then honesty’s the hitch, yet how be straight
With she whose stuff is show, who is the cause
Of craft and cunning, artifies our essence?

He is a man, and poet, which is all

That’s good in man; upon rapacity,

He rapture pours; his love’s not brief, but loves
To lengthen love. Defensiveness destroys

The courage-caged, yet the scissured poet
Thru ringent, brave submission wins the world
Then hands it back, perfected thru his pain.
Indifference! Ah, such beauty can’t resist,

For who on admiration feeds soon freaks
When board’s withdrawn, and surplus quickly begs
From her once beggar. Yet, handouts returned,
Her begging’s ended, arrogance grows fat,

And indifference upon indifference spits.

O you effusive tropaion, jutting forth

The hedric symbiant of rich despair,

How I would flounce you, rub you cross my face,
Force you spate of my imagined wiles,

Ingest your mania, and feel no more
Misplacement, finally by you freedom-held,

In cuddle bard embracing that my sulk
Arouses wide as O as wide as you,

My grind-piping, deep-stirring, mad delivery man.
Why not simple awe? Supreme subservience?
Yet who can crave whose craving is so huge
There’s no craving space? Maybe my approach
Of acting on her cue is off; my aim

Should be to speak the beauty in my urge

For hers to show in selfish selflessness

That we are one.

O unendurable dream!

Why must I ever wish what never will?

Why strain my soul to leap a sky-high fence?
Why squeg and scream at fact? What shorts my brain
To bid on what my body can’t afford?

I’d be his briefest beauty, yet I want

To my want the means. I'm too poorly made,
Too greatly failed at all I really want,

And while I'm on this looted stage of life,

I play for no one, and so sappy show

My truth, my caste, my all is ugliness.

What does beauty need? Beauty needs beauty,
And here’s her only flaw: flawless, she is stuck
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Alex -

Mark -

Alex -

Mark -
Alex -

She goes to exit.
Mark -

Alex -

Mark -

Alex -

Mark -

Alex -

Mark -
Alex -

Mark -

Alex -

Mark -

In self requiring far extolling selves

That even her condign supremacy

Must justify her thru some equity.

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.
So I'll be her equal, pose for poesie,

And weave her such a writhe that she will reel,
With my free rein rosette, as in my sense
Her sense-beyond’s incensed. O I will sing
Her shine, grown hotter, sharper magnified;
Her depth, which on my tether she may plunge;
Her image, thru my imagery elicit;

Her rhythms, by my cadence animized,;

Her wishes in my fictions palpable,

I’ll draw her all devotedly to me.

My lacking looks disrupt this poet’s eye

By being truer than he seeks to see,

Nor should he, as it’s beauty sets him on.

I will call my poem “An Ode to Beauty.”

So let him be, a poet, beautiful,

For I would be too true to my malform

To try where beauty best admires itself.

Clara’s roomie. The harsher the route,

The sweeter the view, and she’s my sherpa.
Alex! Mark.

Mark.

From the Agony of Keats.

Right, Mark, and his gospel of the gorgeous.

I’'ve been thinking long and hard on what you said

And I think you’re right.

I'm right about what?

That beauty isn’t truth, truth not beauty.
Then you’ve come to your senses, not my side,
As a man’s senses never let him stay

Where what he senses after isn’t sense,

So my said was surrendered when you spoke.
And there you go, in contra sense my fix:

You are so beautiful and speak so true,

Tho your words have severed truth and beauty.
Then you’re blind and say only what you’d see,
So any truth I show is lost on you.

And there you go again, declaring dark,

Thru subtext antithetic, the bold rebuff

Of your daresay’s gloping opposition,

Yet the speaker is the short of the speech,

So what are you? A woman, beautiful,

Whose truth is this: that beauty is untrue?

A paradox (where poets are at peace),

Awful to surmise, easy on the eyes,

Lamping the quest: Can eye and why be one
When every sight swindles their connection?
Looking on you now, I see the answer’s yes,
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Alex -

Mark -
Alex -
Mark -
Alex -
Mark -

Alex -
Mark -
Alex -

Mark -

Alex -

Mark -
Alex -
Mark -
Alex -
Mark -
Alex -
Mark -

Alex -
Mark -
Alex -
Mark -
Alex -
Mark -
Alex -
Mark -
Alex -
Mark -

At least when looking on you, as I see

Your beauty’s truth by being so untrue

To itself (though, of course, in conscious ruse),
Which means both are right: beauty’s false to be
So true and true to be false to itself,
Unswindling all the swindlers with its grace.
Beautiful, Alex. Truly beautiful.

Your cute device disproves its own deny

As such an ugly lie shows beauty’s truth.
What lie?

You do not think me beautiful.

Yeah, right.

Yeah, right.

I know you want to hide

Inside your head, an intellect at heart,

But I say come on out and show the world
That beauty’s freedom fires nature’s foundry.
I'm hiding from the inside of your head.
Alex, why?

Whatever you are after

By teasing me will have its way with you,
And that way will be worse than you to me.
Teasing you? Teasing takes imperfection,
But there’s no take on you I wouldn’t keep.

I simply do not know how you can know
How cruel you are and yet still be so cruel.
To call me beautiful when all can see

That’s all I cannot be? Or could not be,

For next your ugliness I'm beauty’s best,

So thank you, no, thank me for letting me
Like you, find you beautiful, even though

I knew the truth when you askt of Clara
After class, so I guess that hits the toe:

We know alone by knowing not to know.

I guess you didn’t see the burnt woman.

The what?

It’s she I askt of after class.

The burnt woman? I thought you meant Clara.
Who’s Clara?

Stop lying.

I'm not lying.

A burnt woman passt by our class today
And stared at me when that one girl read Keats.
That’s Clara.

The burnt woman?

That one girl.

Ok, that’s Clara.

A burnt woman?

A burnt woman.

O how sad.

Sadness past all power to see past.

Was she badly burnt?

Her entire body

Was with such a blinding badness lacquered,
Its image felt some cribbing pleistoforce
That spiny slithers deep into your skull
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Alex -
Mark -

Alex -

She goes to exit.

Mark -
Alex -
Mark -
Alex -
Mark -
Alex -
Mark -
Alex -
Mark -
Alex -
Mark -
Alex -

Alex exts.

Mark -

And yanks your optic nerve into its den

That you no more detect what you detect

As urge and hope and all perspectives crash
Into frescos of enucleation.

Her skin was carmelized, magmatic, charred
Like some desquamate rotisserie goat
Forgotten by the durnks who skewered it,

No ears, a few stray hairs, those brashly tippt
By a red carnation, lips seared away

That center faced a toothy jackal jeer,

Her mouth no more the broker to her moods,
And both her hands, those gnarled carbon stubs,
Seemed poker sticks for stirring lambent coals.
Opver this incineration, she wore

A delft flower dress, so slight and skimpy

All hapless viewers funnel forcefully

Thru her rack-heap, and thus she proudly slithes
Along, more ancient than amputation,

Yet freshly burnt, all burnt, as burnt’s a bug
That crawls into a log to flee the flames.

I call her woman for my peace; for truth?

To call her aught but burnt’s to torch the tongue.

Why tell me this?

Imagine being her.

No intimacy save with what you scare,

As all who face your blazing dreadful sense
The horrid, febrile, life-beguiling supplice
Of that grievous conflagration cauterized
Your flesh into a mesh of worse majeure,
Reliving day on day a frozen hell

Whose cackling flues forever wiped you out
The social print, not just to sulk alone

But be the cause of loneliness in all.
Imagine being her, then say to me

That I’'m untrue to call you beautiful.

Dear boy, there being plaudits you won’t sing
Assures no perfect pitch to those you do.

You maybe up for going out tonight?
I'm going to a party with Clara.

Cool, can I come too?

With me or her?

With you.

Eight o’clock at the Beauty School.
I'm there.

You should talk to her.

Clara?

The burnt woman.

Ah, ya know, I doubt I'll see her again.
O, you’ll see her again. She lookt at you.

It shows an aberrant ugliness in me
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All exat.

To lie to her, tho I lie beautifully.

And of that beauty she so clearly covets,

Well, I desire it too, and here, ok,

True beauty makes me false, subsuming all

In its hot pursuit, yet what guilty of?

Panting after pants? Gaping after gaps?

Such dereliction tinctures to acquittal,

For universal wrong is innocence,

Or, what’s the same, defenselessly condemned,
As consciousness itself’s mere concoction

Of dodge and dupe to sack the stunner’s wand.
Besides, thru this trompe loeil, the poet peers,
For how in outback beauty shall he sleep

Less from the trail of truth he venture off,
Which bucks my stand, yet need coherence nulls.
This Claracquire drives me so deadly on,

I’d parch the planet for one sloppy lick.

It’s sad I must hurt Alex, tho, as she

Seems wildly wise and one I'd seek perhaps
Were she not seeded to a Clara match,

Were I not like all likers striking struck.

Lit on life, we must burn our peers to see

Who is meant for truth, and who for beauty.

Scene 5 — Clara and Alex’s dorm room. They enter.

Clara -
Alex -
Clara -
Alex -

Clara -

Alex -
Clara -

So, you parst the poet?

Only his title: Ode on Scoring You.

Take him. I'm bookt for teacher.

Clara, please, no more sex scandals. Like how’s a scholar to keep
his seat with yr dirty fergy all up in his rigor?

Nabh, that’s one faculty member whose member’s got no faculty,

but he’s our barcode to the Beauty School.

Good, cuz their rejection letter was clippt to my birth certificate.
This 1s a job for Princess Percodan.

She offers Alex a pull.

Alex -
Clara -
Alex -

Clara -
Alex -
Clara -
Alex -
Clara -
Alex -
Clara -
Alex —
Clara -
Alex -

Thanks, but pain’s the only part of me I can stand.

Buzz is the best beautician, Alex. See footnote me.

Your footnote has a citable body of research above it, while mine
references an endnote that recommends the reader see your
work.

In high school I won most likely to need more microwave.
Then some surgeon bought a beamer on your bill.

The secret is the Power 