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TRIP SOUVENIR #L

MESSAGE FKOM YESTERDAY TO TOMORROW
BIRTHDATE: 1930

Would you like to know,
Would you listen if E told you,
Why we will never understand

even the music of your generation?
because we belong ' _
to another world: .
which learned to study
with the radlo turned off,
and in the woods listening for the harmony

Instead of listening TO

or worse
listening to someone trying to lpmpese the
harmony,
We learned to listen, in a world still silent,

te listen
and to look within,
and when we listened there was still silence to hear.
But now there 1s nowhere to go to hear the silence,
‘or even to listen for it;
for the birdsinging flourishing in the weeds and the
: wilderness yet.

We were the last to hear the silence,

You were born to Muzak,
and graduated to TV as soon as the eye could focus,
plugged into the screen,
Later you became freeswimmimg forms,
each with its ewn transister
Lest you should meve beyond the exygen of the Blg Beat,
the daily DDT in your cells,
We were the last generation to be born
without strontium 90 1n our bones;
too young to have polsoned the world,
too old to share the poisoned heritage,
How can we hear your muslc? for we were born to a different
drum.

Turn en?

Mgy be, turn OFF,..

turm off the Big Beat...

turn off the mzak.ooo

end hear the silence as the dandellons grow,

isten for the harmony, net the hormenes,

n or clamor so loudly, like an Infant crylng for more

moon~June-honeyspeon.

Learn to llisten for the seund, neot make 1t,

Yet eveh here in the Park, the world vibrates to the
sound of a rockband banging eardrums and insulting the flower
faces, end vhere can one go to be free?

How far te go for the green silence?
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IT T
I have forced myselfito be- silent, .
and written no poems,
because I was too old to speak among the young, )
@ d not yet wise enough t¢ be heard among the old.
Oubs was the silent generation,
caught between the Hammer and. the &nvil.

But new, oo

like a laboring woman, caught in £he very streets,

and gripped too strongly. to 'be silent,

or to refrain from crying out, nr writming

as the Sityl writhed in the grip of her Daemen;

not caring who sees her gaping wounds,,.

1f nAnly she may be eaged, be free of the weight, the pain,
now I cry out, not T caring., .

It hurts, it hurts teo mu‘:h, this world that you have
made, this thing that was ferced en me mad carried unasked,
thlis message that has greown toe blg within me;
It hurts too much, the burden nf the bitter world that
has grewn;
A burden %oo blg te be cast off witheut leaving ragged
wounds;
A world gaplng and bleeding at a thousanfl tears.
Not the token-rip eof the Jew, mourning 1n sackcleth wilth
ready-&ut seams,
No sterilé, aneathetized eplsiotemy;
But great and ragged weunds through which real, not plastic
1ife eozes red, the cry not of the market report but of prophecy,

IIT

Beleved: -
If I had lost you,
what would I see? . :
a face dissolving in the mirror :
without your cheerful beard radiating round me,
a world dissolving grey and crumbling
leaving me te walk alone,
I had te walk alone today,
to trace &l ene the paths we walked together
and see, not with your eyes
but through your preclious purple legacy
" If the same world was there for me alone,

®nce I saw Buddha smile.
I do not need te see him smile again,

for I can look at you.,
And seeing yeu smile, I knew what is meaht
"To catch the light and mirror in Divinity;
"He for God only, she for God in him," .

IV
All Nat ure breathes upon the lower arc;
H ere 1s a dancing group, three walk entwined,
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and here a group of fighting boys, gamecock-strutting,
here. lovers walk cleocse-célasped; and hére at last - -
I sit alone, and suffer to distill some’ essance,
something which would be left &f me

wlithout you here even in memory,

Denn alles Flelsch es 1st wie Gras _

A1l flesh is as grass, especially yours,
Oh green and forever-flourishing, -
flourish in the tended garden of my heart,
and grant that I may never says .
Ge; flourlsh in some other wilderness.

If 'you were gone,
. The’ grass would wither, even in the Easter Basket,
snd spring wuld be a hellower painted shell
‘than any sugar show,’

v

T he 8ky :still .cracks inte component colors,
and only iron will. -compels my pen -
te trace the presious niements of enlightenment
when I could lle and watch the sky disselve.

The sky still cracks into my he: xafeils,
the flower patteras and in leentines. o
My world still wheels on in I, B 'lambic wheels,
T he meter of the wheel-age;

""" but now what metre 1s' hern

for the sge of the Jets?

Rebert A, H elnlein taught me to despair, - -
That nation must war wlth natien, brother with brether,
md lion never lie down Wl th the lahb
(net even hardly ever)

while the sun follows en Apollo's reund,
Why sing in a world where the thunder of jets :
drowns my frail singing volce, er a bird or a baby's cry?
In the magic garden &1 the flewers are gone;
How can I sing when all my flowers are gone?
And yet, when I wa ted to despair, = -
When I flung myself sobbing, in the dying grass,
I saw the solar mandala, the dandellon

rise from the grass resplendent, and cry eut to me;

Not to many a man 1s it given

to see a dandelion in his finest hour .

(We had the conversation once, sunny brother, very far ago)

when every letus-petalled blade o

puts forth stamen, dancing, dezens of us twining, twistlng,
bowing, curling-as the stamens curl, colling, dance
of germplasm, in mandallc chrcmosomal lifea,.

Ripening, bowing, independent of the curled 1life of the
petals;
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Tiny bug crawling down 1ike hummingbird made microscopic,
transparent like glassfish, in a microbietie world
drinking deep from stamen; dipolar‘antagonist....

Se nothing 1s eternal, in the dance of Life 'sven a
rock-band concert must come-tq an end sometime,

and squirrsls witl creep again -

to. my very feet, te nibble ‘at my muts

11sten aquiver, ears alert,’ For the. silence; :

Silence will come aga1n° even tb the profaned grove¢

. VI
The world spins en, dirtily turning, ‘
cranking like a glent concrete-mixer, trying to pave
The world’ for one vast parking—lot, covered in cars;
A.parking-lot sale of shepwern merchandize,.

Brand-new, col#ssal, super-saving, plasticlzed,
eternicized, deodorized, made tontraceptic and antibletic,
bacteriestatic amd centaining synthetic chlerophyll,
lanoelin and bupylated hydroperanglospermse....

But when the world is 4 1 reduced
To a neon~lighed parking lot spinning in space.:,
Suddenly....comes the pause, the riffle ef drums,
The silencé left in the vacuum when the last transister
" burned out,
the Biggest Beat; the stamp of the hoof e#ff Pan'

And then we will see
violets springing out &f the pavement,
breeding new life net out ef but into the dead land;
Grass springing up te follew hls footsteps,
Grass splitting the pavements, the tembs,
Grass returnigg, grass grass,. everywhere grassj;
My generation giggled at the ene Which sald;-
"T em the Girass; let me work,"
iAnd, telling through the silence, the insistent Brahms,..
Denn alles Fleisch &s ist wle Gras...)

And we set to work to say, with hubris unparalled in
thousands of years eof hlstory;

What you say may be so, very likely it 1s so, but if
it is so

Ir 1t’1s the workings of a natural law, let us prove the
rule, test 1t to the furtherest,

By saying, Grass, we defy you, we have set to work to
pave with concrete the farthest reaches of our planet,

So you are the grass and will triumph? .

We'lre from Missourl,

We dont't buy 1t,

Prove 1t.

So the long fight started sgalnst the Grass.,
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Where there 1s no Grass the people perish,
Is Grass vision.
Is grass wisdom?
: Is grass... ass”? .

Again 81d again, tolling the resplendent refrain'
%Denn alles Flelsch es 1st wie Gras...)
grass withsrebh, the bloom.1s gefallen, and yet,
the Grass, the veritable Weed = . :
need no divine authority to re%urn FOREVERMORE'

tnly a dying earth needs trumpetcalls,
. But somewhere- one small corner of leve manages tc survive,
Bat tered by all the seas surging over eternity,

the crash and surge and rell,

limpet~like, half-drewned, emerging frem the sea to cry;

Homo sum{

Eneugh survives, to hear, always i' the ultimare breach,
;Ghe trumpet—calls of rescue; and the first birdsong

. : of the new world reborn.

The flower children come with their hands full eof flowers
Gathered from the crevices of the dirty paved planet,
to . say with anxlous eyes . ,
"We are not now that strength which in ¢ld- days... ‘.
yet what we are,.we are; d oo :
Will these do- to be going en with?"

Y es, darlings.: They will do, . They will de very well
Untlly the spring, and’ the rhodedendrons. flower,

: A flower in the hands of a child
Will bloom ferever en the rulned earth

VII

- Three hippile children pass, ‘

bell-chiming, wreathed in: gerlands, te60 real to make mock
Of thls lone Nlebe whe: sits, green-clcthed

like Demeter mourning for Perssphene, ferever wallling
into a veid where the children cannot hear,

.- Llsten, my children, and you shall hear
Of the midnight riot of worlds of fear;
Y ou all strasngers and afrald’
In the world  Grandfather made.

~ And yet the mothers:in the suburbs cry;

Why can't they listen?

<I.s1t here between the worlds mmd cry; I have told you

why they cannot listen, because you deafened them;

. With no lelsure of slilence to listen,

No one te pull the plug on the canned music

and let them listen' to the seund of breathing.
Through aell the generations, the elders have crled;
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Why cantt they listen° o B A
Ang.sooner of later they. have, alwws 1istened°
But this generatien . .

We have taught néver. to listen
~ We ‘have paved their forests

And left them nothing .to hear

But the prepackaged Beat, '

This 1s the generation that can never listen,
~ The blind fish teo long in the cave;
The unheard children now unhearing, -

VIII

And here T sit, written eut, spent and travailed,
And cheered by a lunatic encounter with three cheerful
children, whe ne doubt think

that I am mad ér drunk, .

But ‘e ¢ awed and respecting in their 1aughing way

When they see the slant ef the lines of poeetry, and asking;
Can't we see 1t?
Not t1ll its .dene, huh?

;- - - ‘W41l you bring it back next Thursday?

And when I ask, why fhursday, they laugh at this older
ene who does net knew, and say;

‘"That's the day of . the reck-band concert in the Parkl"

X

And here where it all began, '
in the Japanese "7 .~ gerden, savoring jasmine,
just before I am locked out of Eden
(the primordial tea-den!)
take tea and see;
take LSD and BE...
Eben as this generatlion, I have learned to think with
‘the volce :
of faclle slogans for their buttons- while my flesh
dissolves
end the sky melts in celored patterns, still I cry
Palsley pewer forevery Long live the white rabbit
in a world where baby Patrick pipes on perfect piltch;
"Remember what the dormouse said;
Keep your head! HKeep your headl"
Here where 1t all began, I turn Jo you,
the smiling Buddha face,
as I consult the oracle in a fertune c00kie‘
"You are going to find happiness and content
im a very short time,"
In thls doom-stricken age, ’
No Cassandra prophecy could chill me mere,
For where--in this mortal life--can one find eithnr
except 1n the Zast long silence?
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N ot in this 1life can my wrecked throat encompass
That soaring theme of Sic.glinde'!s grief and joy
Which even Brilnnhilde, at the sunrise of the world
Could not yet sing, not with her mortal joy,

One music that believed in mortal Jey,

But only in the valley of flame and death could that
theme sing again, as I sing now agalnst the
colored arabesques melting my skles,

Tracing paisley beautles into hope shead

That only Leove endures, and love is the word, love 1s,

love was,

In the Beginnlng was the Word,

The Word was Love.

And this, then, 1s all that we can 1eave to you
Out of theold world!s pelsened heritage,
Out of a world we were too young to peuisoen,
not young enou’Bh te share your herltage
fne legacy only we can cry, hewl, weep, or set te
eclectlic rock end scream at you -
(er if that falls;
call fer my lute and sing it)
Love, love; for God's sake leve, leve toe much never
let anyone tell you 1t 1s too much.

We programmed nolse Into youb ears at birth,

We told you; love is sex is wanting 1s the blg need is
buy 1s sex is--

and then we told you;
It's only advertising; don't believe 1it,

You were the generatien te be born

with the Blg Lie already folding ad refolding;

belleve this, don't belleve 1t, belleve don't believe
it's onlyadvertising, believe 1t because we researched
your motivates, reallybelievereallydisbelievewhirl
like a dervish.to the Big Beat;

Bug baby, buy baby, rock-a-billy-buy—buy—baby...

And then it was time to Grow Up, to Settle Doun, -to
close your ears to the.Big Sound we had sold .you,
Ta close your ears against the pcisened 'siren song,
‘'x# but you hear still, in the freedoms of childhoeod,
shutting out the pervading Big Beat with your own;
Love 1s, love 1s, love 1s...

We teld them; Thou shalt net kill; and were surprised when

for the first time in a hundred thousand generatiens the
young velces chorused back; THOU SHALT NOT KILL! We hear you,
man; yea, verily, we shall not k1ll! Yea, verily and amen,
even far flaz and country we shall net kill! No matter how
the cry to kill:; goes up from the peilsoned world;

“Green berst, green beret;

How many kids did yeu bemb today?

We leave one legacy, one glft from the werld
Where silence was before they killed it out;
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Remember the grass. - - IR
All else perishesy.. - ' T
Else all perishes, o
We heard the silenéé; listen for 1t sometimeS°
Send to hear a bird singing, and say it sings for thee,
It telled for us,
We-will not live to see the grass reclaim
Our paved and’ polsoned planet; but you might, you might..
We belleve, not having seen; blessed are they that believe,
_ not having seen,
. . -But.you can live te see the. grass spking again
Av the print and the pipes of Pan, tc. follow him
In the dryad spkenders ef the Flower Children,
While we, poor f@raggled maetads at the tail ef the tired
traln
Cherish the weeds ef your wilderness flourishing. .

' EPILOGUE

A . world, this, where we no longer can endure
The. glares and stares of those whe do net hear our seund,
Swallowing the last of the bitter tea, grown cold,
Let ourselves bé driven frem:tje jasmine haven,
Enough, no more, I cry at last, let me close the gate,
Let me 1lie in the sun
And watch the palsley flewers break nver my skles
And knew I spoke, net caring to whom,
et me sing 1t as a refrain;
I was tco old to have the em eof the young,
Too young to lend wisdom te the eld;
Therefore, I said wilfully, locking my lips,let me be
silent,
For if no one hears, my voice 1s even as the tree in
the f9rest, falling without sound;
(Is Ged enly this, the Necessity, the
Thereness to hear that falling tree which., 1f
he did not hear, would fall more saftly than
uncounted sparrows?)
But new, overwhelmed, alone, I cry at last; Beleoved?
I cry, as if te myself, and Lm, you answer; Beloved?
And se ne seng is futile, fer you are there, like the
last bpirdsongs from the dylng earth,
(H ere we sit 1like birds in the wilderness;
Flourishing in the wilderness;
Long live the wilderness!)
Thus I have cried Hcyou, and out of my depths yeu hear;
If some day the children hear me, I Wl 11 not knyw,
But you have heard me, and 1t 1s enough.

Or 4 most enoighe For a poet'!s heart

Nothing is ever enough,

Let 1t be enough ncw; }Jet me lle spent in the grass. .,

As i1f worn by blrth; the Earth i1s kindly te the mother
for a mement or twe before she begins the long fight

To nourlsh and protect her young; Oh Ged, the young....

Some day they will hear, For now 1t is enough;
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They heard the one song from the old unpolsoned world,
And they saw 1t broadcast for their redemption:
LOVE .
But before they were, we were, and we are love,
And therefore we are part of all of t hem
and all that is
and all that breathes,
Bwig...ewig,..forever and forever...

Marion Zimmer Bradley
Golden Gate Park
San Francisco

"Come, come, Peter, let's not be narrow-minded about
this. Why, He himself said we should render unto Caesar
those things which were Caesar's, Let's not, for heaven's
sake, get the Emnire down on us Christians, Let's goft-
pedal that business about not going to the gladiatorial
games, and not be so intolerant about burning incense to
the Deified Tiberius, Look, Peter, we don't want anyone
to get the idea that Christians aren't good cltizens, or
something! And with the Gauls right at the city gates--~
why, 1f we keep saying all that jazz about not joining
the legions, we'll be lynched! Let's concentrate mget-
ting the Christians recognized as a good legltimate sech
like any other, and show them we're just as good Romans
as any other,..Peter? Peter? Whede are you goingeee.ees?

This has been TRIP SPEVENIR #1, an ASTRA'S TOWER SPECIAL
LEAFLET, published for the February 1969 FAPA mailing by

Marion Zimmer Bradley
2 Swalm Ave., Huguenot
Staten Island 10312, NY



