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New American Music for Percussion and Voice
(...etc...)

}munie'ﬁhiting Smith, percussion/vocals (DI i

_ ¢ dA recltal 5
with Jerome Kitzke , pilano/vocals B
and Qurt Miller, bass clsrinet

Regina Ta kes The Holy Koad(l994)----=vce-mecomaaaacnnax Jerome Ritzke
XEXX
# Being Pollen (2011)-------mcommmm e - Jerfery Trevifio
I. Introduction poetry: Alice lNotley

II. Conversatien (Bolinas, 1971)

ITI. Interlude

IV. The Song Called "Get Aw ay" (Buffaleo, 1987)
V. Interlude

VI. Pollen (Philadelphia, 2006)

XXXX
The Animist Child (1994)------=--==---moecmmmmmo—m—— Jerome Kitzke
# #Things Written in the Snow no. 3 (2012)

sitting alone in a frozen parking lot------- Nicholas Peyoe

XXXX
% i 3 The Green Automobile (2000)----==-=-cm-mm-mcmrmeomn Jerome Kitzke
text: Allen Ginsberg

XXXX
The Earth Only Endures (2003)-----==-=cecac-—ooo——- Jerone Kitzke

texts: the Tewa,
Allen Ginsberg, Walt W hitman,
the Lakota

#Amerlican premiere (written for bwS and Jchannes Fischer)
world prewiere (written for BWS)
w%%First performaence with percussion

Wwith many thanks to:; The UCSD productlon staff (especially Nick Patin
an1 dassica Flores),>teven Schick and red fish blue fish,
Scott Paulson and the Geisel Library Toy fPiesno Collection(for
the generous loan of the toy pilano), and KOST of all to Jerome,
Jeff, and Nick for your musicl
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ALK, or THE DEAD WOKEMN

POLLEN

the scented Howers  of white thorn  depending on the rains acacias you
are the yellow i once and then forgor chat leaf  or foothill paloverde the breath,
you can be my breath you can be my  health little word cupshaped aiy
borne on slender woody stems hibiscus you i once
came here by
moth they say for iam only pollen and you  are the afterncon and
::w:ni:ng and ewve r}-‘[hinf_; for you belicve  in hit.;ru:::h}' I.IIE]'.III'.I.EI,‘.l.il:al
blossom of  only your  wings i once  bur you are banished for
you are ahuman event
and in this rite i once but now
prisoner of war but that was once
and in this discovered a new species

being pollen along the air Howering no roads no inroads no outlets no
put do not put i am coming apart and scattering
a gypsy
pollen

and a velvety coat of white hairs keeps the leaves from
becoming too hot
how  gravelly it 1§ Coming apart

everything good  comes apart so you can not have it. this is our
rice
any I'_:Il'_"ﬂ.'l'j. WOITAIT LTSS -ilI.'l-i.ll't
Sen tentia  come apart  like anyone you can be pollen oo

spring but if summer rains have been good  do you have to have
thought like a hierarchical archangelical ty rant rant  ma it is coming
apart.
but if Sumer  rains have heen good
butrif the desert dust drinks drops  coheres jusr there then

COMES APART

rule comes APART and in this rite i and in this rite 1
must heal for i  have no PARTS

ah knowing Z0 away COh Know ing  go  away Oh try
ing comea  part oh roads abandoned dirt COME APART
gravel ly
southern
mohave sumer lowve love come APART
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he c{m en Automobile: Allen Ginsbaerg . If I hed a qnom}ut:omm I'd go find
my old companlon in his house on the Western ocean. Ha'Hs!H s!H a! Hal I'ad
honk my norn at his msnly gate, inside his wife and three chllawen sprawl nsked
cn the livingroom rloor. He'd come runnlng out to my car full of heroic beer snd
jump scr e a mlng at the wheslfor he is the greater driver . Ve'd pilgrimage to
th e highest mount of our earliler Kocky Mountsin Visiens laughing In eschothers
arms, delight surpassing the highest Rockles, and after old asgony, drunk with na
years , boundlng toward the snowy horlzon blastirg the dashloard with originsl
bop hot rod on the mountaln we'd batter up the cloudy highway where angels of
anxiety car -een th.rough th e %trees and scrsam cut the engine. We'd burn all nig
night on the jackpine peak seen from Denver in th e summer dark, forestlike
unnatural radiance: illuminating the mountaintops childhood youthtime age snd
eternitywould open like sweet trees in the nights of another spring and dumbfoun
us with love, for. we can see together the besuty of scouls hidden like diamonds
in the clock of th-e world, like Chinese magliclans can conf ind the immortals
with our intellectuality hidden in the mist, in the green,&“tonmlﬂJQWhich I
h ave invented ima-gined and envisionedon the rosds o the vworld more r . eal
th an the engine on a wrack in the desert pum tFfthean Greyhound ana swifter.
than physical jet¥plane. Denverl Venver! We'll return roaring scross the City &
gountry gulldingla w n which cs tches the pure emerald flame st reaming in the
wha ke of out auto. Th . ils time we'll buy up the cityl I cashed a grea t check in
my skull benk to found a miraculous college of the body up on the bus terminal
roof. But flrst we'll drive the stations of downtown, poolhsll flophouse
jazzjoint jall whorehcuse down Folsom to bthe da rkest alleys of Larimer paying
respects to De mverr's father lost of the railroed tracks, stupor of wine and
gsllence hallow inng the slum of his deca des, salute him snd his saintly
sultcase of dark musca tel, drink and smash the sweet bottles on Diesels in
allegiance, Th en we go driving drunk on boulevards where armles march and still
parade steggering @nder the Invislble banner of realityx# hurtling through the
street in th e =2-u to of our fate 'we share sn arch angellc cligarette and tell
eachothers! fortunes : fames of supernstursl illuminaticn blesk relny gaps of
time, great a-r ¢ learned in desocletion and we beat apart sfter slx decedea. . .
and on an asphi.alt crossrosd, deal with eschother in princely gentleness once
more, recalling famous dead te lks of other cities. The windshield's fulle of
tears, ra in w.e: tis ontmaked brea% ts. , we kneel together in the shade amid
the treffic o:f nn ight in paradise snd now renew the solitsry vow we made
gach oth er take in Yexas vnces I cen't Lnserioe i ere...... How many nights
will be wmade drunken by th 1s legend? How wil] young Denver ceme to mourn her
forgotten sexual a ngel? How many boys will strike the black pilane 1in imltatlon
or the excwsss oI & wuative saint? Or girls ralt wanton under his spectre in the
nigh schools of melancholy pighttWhile all the time of eternity in the wan light
of th is poem's rsdio we'll sit vehind forgotten shsdes hearkendng the losg jazz
of all Saturdays. Nesl, we!'ll be real heros now in a war betWemn our cocks and
time: let's be the spngels of XNKXKK the world's desire and take the world ¥ o
bed. with us before we die. Sleeping alone or with companion, girl or fairy
sleep or dream, I'11l fall of lacklove, you, satietyr 211 men fall, our fathe rs
fell before, but ressurrecting that lost flesh 1s but a2 moment's work of minds
an ageless monument to love in the Imagination: memorial bullt of our own bodies
conaumed by the invisible poem- we'll shudder inDenver and endure theough blocd
and wrinklies blind our eyes. So, this (veen futomoblle: I give you in flight
a present, & pres ent from my Imagination. We will go riding over the Rockles,
we'll go on riding all nlght long untll dawn, snd then baek to your railrosd,
the EP ycur house and your children and broken leg deatiny youtll ride down
the plains in the morning: and back to my visions, my office snd eastern
apartment I'11 return to New York. ~-NY¥ 4 1963
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excerpt from "Pellen'" (Alma or the Dead Vomen)
reprinptec with permissicn frowm Alice lbotley.

calligraphy by der ome Bit zke and rim Zoller




