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During the course of this seminar we have embarked on a journey into sound. We have
listened to recordings of poets across diverse time periods who have experimented with
sonic aspects in poetry, and together the students have produced texts and poems which
explore these aspects. We have looked at the phonetic alphabet, alliteration and the
alliterative tradition, assonance, consonance, poetic meter, blank verse, rhyme, rhythm
and repetition, rhyming couplets, sonnets, limericks, 19" century nonsense poetry, 20t
and 21% sound poetry, and the in-between space that exists between poetry and music.

Here is a selection of these exercises, collated into one collaborative performance.
POETS

Arda Aydin

Aiyona Hayman

Julia Kazcor

Tyler Kliem

Defne Jule Mutlu

Alican Nazik

Wilhelmina van Ravenhorst
Aerys Riidrich

René Riiwald

Jay Uhlemann

ALLITERATION, CONSONANCE AND ASSONANCE

Arda Aydin

I saw the silent sirens

Singing to someone who saw neither

Songs they were singing swearing nonsense
Once they saw the sorrow, they shrieked violent

Tyler Kliem

heiliger Heidegger has no hope for the hasty and harrowed scope,

of the finer and sublimer holdings in Weimar,

happy, hung, and hopelessly strung in hollowed hallow in the hall of walls,
is a heiliger Heidegger handsomely happening,

on the zig-zaggy zenith of zephyrs and zooming

is Heidegger now booming,

with Existenz, Distanz, Happenstanz, total Tanz,



in the exuberant, exalted, examples of exigence—
of zen, of zen, of zen.

Julia Kazcor

Jealous Jack jammed in jail, journaled of juicy joy and jarring justice Just as Judge Judy
jumped and joined Jack Joking about a journey to a jam-packed jungle

Shocked and shaken up by the sheer shot at shadowed shelter He put a sharp show shaking
her hand Shivering they shrieked at sharks And shopped for shells at shores

Defne Jule Mutlu

Zealous zebras zoomed past the zoologist in a zig-zag.

The jaguar jumped from the gigantic tree in the jungle.

Ephemeral floating fairies flitter fastly across the fluffy cotton fields euphorically. Suddenly,
from afar a fluttering firefly flew nearby and placed its little feet atop the fungi. As the sun
fled the fiery sky, the fox found his way out of his flower-covered den.

The crickets teeter on top of the thick-leafed thicket and terrified the tiny mouse tucks herself
out of sight, yet the towering owl darts downwards instantly and tears her away with her
pointy claws, in which she twists and turns in vain, amidst their turbulent flight.

Wilhelmina van Ravenhorst

Come on, you cocksucking coward. You conniving, colluding, cringing, cocky, cuckooing
crow. You can crawl back into your cave for all I care, I couldn’t care less to be quite clear, I
am counting the days till I can cover your cringeworthy face with dirt, I’ll cry tears of
happiness when I’m finally rid of your cold, blood curdling, crappy, uncomely self.

Fucking forever we fucking said, I fail to fathom how far we’ve fallen. From fine, fine
feelings of feathery flying on far above clouds of fierce, fearless passion for one and another.
I finally feel like we loathe one another. From friends to foe, from fine to foul.



Aiyona Hayman

zog mir azoy, hobn mir tsayt far azelkhe zakhn?

aza min zindikkayt

zey zenen nisht tsu zen, zestu, nisht tsu zen

s’z azoy, az zey zenen mistame stolen
fun shtetlekh

stocking shelves & stacking crates
studentkes off-stage

strictly speaking — I stress — in the streets

meynstu, afn gas?

tell me so, do we have time for such things?
such a kind of sinfulness

they’re not to be seen, you see, not to be seen

it’s so, that they are probably stolen
from small towns

stocking shelves & stacking crates
students off-stage

strictly speaking — I stress — in the streets

do you mean, in the street?

)
Stop,  s’iz nisht tsu farshteyn Stop,  it’s not to be understood

René Riiwald

Sure shiny, the shores of Shanaroo Island with shark, shellfish, shrimp. Shifty, on a shortcut,
the British ships secretly shamed with relish the shop owners in the shingled shacks at the
strand who shood their dishwashers after only one season to impoverish these shrieking and
shaken shapes without a shilling—unshaven, in shirts too short on the shoulder and the splash
pants with shredded shins. Shabby, shrouded, shocked, the chefs looked as they cooked in their
crammed kitchens, continuously convulsing in cramps to keep the remaining crockery clean.
Curiously, the crook, a cat, considered cautiously—and at clear four o’clock claws clicked on
the corroded concrete floor. The cat cried comforted and consequently climbed the desk of oak
and clutched a piece of cake to recompense its cruel work, closing its cries for countless
encounters with cream. Come I tomorrow, dear chef, am I concerned: Could you combine
chocolate, cranberry, cheese?



Aerys Riidrich

[mu:t] (Part 1)

As Darkness stands

Servants stare,

Silently standing still

And silence stretched on

A snake inside a snake
should not succeed

Still will you stick

a stake in its side?

Voices whispering: should should
As Satan speaks his sermon
Sense is lost

With sanity

Ship listing bowside

Jaws Snapping shut
Succeeding silent voices sing
Despair scratching the spine
Selfsame as unguis

Lapis and sanguis

Mixing to onyx

Senescent memories scream
Storm surrounding

Staring at shallows

Stuck in the sand

Shins sinking in

Voices whispering: stand stand
And escape soon

Like the sun

Succumb to sorrow

At this sight

And sense a sea wind
Coming left side,

And forcing right

Once past again

Sensations snaking, pressing
Strapped down

By Satans limbs

And drown



[mu:t] (Part 2)

Flat feelings fleeing

Flee for now

Flight and fly away to see
Falling back for safer lands
With friends and flags in tow
Flapping flaccidly

But flapping

Voices floundered

Once resounding

Muffled now

Flogged with defeat
Flushed and sniftling
Fantasies stripped

Like flayed flesh

Flee to flagons

Flee to fleets

Flirt with violence

And reflect anew
Camouflage yourself

Like fleas and gadflies

In floors and flasks
Always flitting never gone
Never to flush out

No mud flood forceful enough
And watch them flail

To flat the flaws

Of broken laws

And flimsy plans

And feel the flame
Rekindle

Trifle with hope

For a new cycle

For winds can turn

And stifle doom

Flaunt freedom

And anew

Flowers may bloom



BLANK VERSE

Defne Jule Mutlu

A ring had roused me from the strangest dream—
And as I stood to turn off my alarm,

I knew the fatal fault of hitting ‘snooze’

Would ruin any hope of day’s success;

Therefore I rubbed my eyes to chase off sleep
And splashed cold water thrice onto my face.

Julia Kazcov

I woke up from a strange and confused dream
A craving for some coffee in my hand

A wish to stay in bed and lie unbothered

For in my dream, I never have to leave

Tyler Kliem

The flesh of head invading walls too close,
as I make the encounter chance my will,

for plaiting the water making is tart,

and that I choose to not break true my course.

Aerys Riidrich

The fear I felt in the dark of last night

Was countered by this morning’s calming wake
The joy of the morning now still holds on

But the lines will not come, and I am lost

Arda Aydin

Sleepless I am, and will I be

If my Thor’s day starts too early
Famished and vanished that is my belly
Merely can I rhyme too dreary

Jay Uhlemann

Today's morning starts without me teaching
I stay in bed and consider reading.

With a coffee in my hand and a book

I stand up and get some translation done.



Alican Nazik

I woke up in hunger on my bed today,

rushed to class not before doing my skin care.
Came late, hungry and pissed at Kant

Though I like poetry, I have three hours to last.

René Riiwald

When I had fallen out of bed today,

my cat, she said to me: “Beware, you fool,
if you don’t feed and meet my need, I warn
sincerely you, that I’ll become quite cruel.”

Aiyona Hayman

I went outside to try and catch my train
To no surprise the speaker made me sigh
Because my train would arrive late today
Not just a bit, but nearly a full hour
That’s why I was too late to be on time

Wilhelmina van Ravenhorst

But sitting there uncomfortably & squeezed
Unable even t'read my phone or book

I realised biking is preferable

Even when I feel like a lazy bones



SONNETS
Wilhelmina van Ravenhorst

A dragon once presented me with words
And promised me to teach me how to fly
The words she gave me put me in the world
We built the world together, her and I

But suddenly the words began to stilt

In her betrayal, she dropped me from the sky
A monster caught me in a net she built

Her pictures made it possible to try

To put myself back in the world again

But soon the sculptures built, just walled me in
The dragon came to save me from my pen

I realised the only way to win

Was to embrace the dragon's whirly wiles
And learn to ride her through the raucous skies

Aiyona Hayman

Adam, Chava; she was from ha-tseyla®
B’reyshis?: the faithless cling to text unknown
A pair crafted from le-vasar ekhad®

Our tongues tangle in versions we have sewn

To be subservient to one’s own half

Because the side was wrongly named a rib
They’ve turned our sacred text to golden calf
To permit practices we have forbid

Mpyriads of translations shift and split

From what B'reyshis, Chumesh? have to say
Ignore the source they thought they could outwit
Perhaps that is the New Testament way

Bones of my bones, flesh of my flesh — and yet
From whom translation comes we oft forget.

! Hebrew, ¥330 meaning “the side” from Genesis 2:22.

2 Hebrew, n"¥&12 commonly translated as “Genesis,” and meaning “in the beginning.” The poem’s spelling
reflects the Ashkenazi pronunciation.

3Hebrew, T8 P27 meaning “from one flesh” from Genesis 2:24.

4 Hebrew, wmn the five books of Moses, also referred to as the Pentateuch.



Julia Kazcov

Through all these years, I’ve lived by you alone
Shaped by your words, and moulded by your grace
Now as you leave, I face the world unknown

A drift apart — my fear I can’t erase

I search for you in echoes, lost and faint
Desperate, I trace your steps in empty space.
Our memories lie splattered, dried like paint,

A hollow grows where once you filled this place.

Yet as I count the days to see your face

I know that people come, and some will leave.
Your letters lie still hidden in their case,

The times we shared remind me not to grieve.

I cherish every moment that we’ve shared
Though we must part, I know our hearts are paired

Alican Nazik

Oh, how it fares be’ng alone in the night,
When it is cold and dark, none to keep warm.
A lack of touch, love is far to hold tight,

You are but with one or two loving arm.

Say you remember what had we in time,

Lips so gentle, yet burn so bright and hot,
Now the furnace gone, life is like a lime,
Should be sweet, but the tongue left in a knot.

Eyes need sight, and body needs another

But the feast is almost over, tough chance!

That boy is gone, your shame you should cover,
Find another for the unholy dance.

Lo! The sun is up, night ended so rough,

But worry not, next time for the hot stuff.
Aerys Riidrich

Forget it not this summer storm of old

Where all the trees were ripped from craters big
Old legend sometimes melancholy told

The roofs fell down, street full with smashed red brick

I still recall the light, the almost burn



Enchanted, natures captive stretched a hand
Of want to feel the great electric churn
No scars to see yet on the mind a brand

To feel the snakes that turn the world to cinder

And quick with crack and clap the scourge lashed out
It’s snapping limbs of fire reached for tinder

And quick pulled back, outside the clamor loud

And all in awe I hold that night still tender
In nights of rain think back and still remember

Arda Aydin

How often now I find myself sitting

To watch the hours ending without blinking

Serene sea that seeks my soul, calling

Pulls me through the swells which is Kraken hauling

The waves that wash the shores of self

-Tis nothing but deep in the mind dwelling-

Like soldiers interlaced and charging

Tides walling me o’er as Andes or Madras sits eternal

I feel the vivid coldness of its wind

That seeps into the bones of my soul soaking

Tis this current, watch it curl, slither, coil

Meanders around the troubles that drown my soul now ten times o’er,

Behold! See as the sea throttles my minds thoughts the most monstrous
Dragging all the poison down, leaving me as effervescent as ever

Defne Jule Mutlu

Why echoes yet that newborn’s piercing cry
in parents’ memories, but not in mine?

More vivid is my joy from piggy-rides,

or daft escapes we dared to call grave crimes.

With purses full, but Time swift-footed thrust
we forth— and water timid buds, which bloom
and writhing, wrangle for the sun in lust,
resisting shadows as they peak their doom.

But why must healthy hurry sting us so?
Nostalgia is th’ambrosia of elders,

who plunge into past’s sands to flee blank throes,
revenging tempered heroes’ brash adventures.
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Our memory is but a bottled scroll,
which floats on wishes’ sea fore’er unrolled.

René Riiwald

I softly pour into a cup of shape:

A fragile eggshell mind, the larva's guess
of cabbage butterfly, tries to escape

all nocturnal chalk among the endless

revolutions of the moon. Let's reinvent

the stars: from séance to séance, from the crayons
to chaos, a rolling shell around the bend

off sandy hills to fill with salt and swans

seizing peace in its what-ifs: signs at odds
wave away the ways always wave for wave
by dry ice fog, Greek alabaster gods
drowsing in the pigeon-house, to crave

another polished shine and splendor brief
as the swift stage magician's handkerchief.

Jay Uhlemann

Every summer your district gets crowdy
Your neighborhood is full of AirBnBs

You can’t live there anymore so proudly
With the development you disagree

You can’t afford your rent, your flat, your house
And you should move to another district

But people, the community can rouse

With the attendance it is not so strict

Go and start to organize yourself

Go, take back the town, the district, the street
And not only by looking at your shelf

Learn from experience what to repeat

Adapt strategies to sharp your city

And then, living here won’t be so shitty.

11



VERSIONS OF CARROLL’S JABBERWOCKY

Aerys Riidrich

‘Twas vour, and the scutten blids
Did scile and grouk in the scrade
All blourant were the willermitts
And the quilient kice forwade

Defne Jule Mutlu

“Twas tiperous, and the soomper splees
Did huttle and qizzle in the quook:

All begianic were the bibblechees,
And the blube kethes dedooked.

Alican Nazik

"Twas couble, and the dipter klonaults
Did seylem and morquen in the opyken:
All puthophy were the whuuls,

And the lokmort tuyhmorts lusken.

Arda Aydin
"Twas grilirantug, and the druntulitic evsclabrants
Did hurklit and croblut in the gervenieun:

All smierliea were the grandutug,
And the armirous choholonras flligornuktan.

12



ABECEDARIAN HOMETOWN

Julia Kazcov
Tychy, Poland

Another atrocious apartment complex

Beer brewery blazing in the center

Coca-Cola chupa chups from the corner store
Daily doom directed at the difference

Especially in enigmatic extremities

Forget your freedom and fulfilment

Graced by glaring grandmas’ groans

Holding down their hateful hearts

Inside: Intolerance ignited by irregularities

Jargon of jaded judgements

Kamienne kosciotly, krwawe krzyze i kojace kazania
Lazing lavishly at the lakeside

My mother’s mother mending memories

No need to nurture nostalgia

Of otherworldly origins

Piramida na paprocanach pnie sie pod promieniami
Quietly questioning your queerness

Rosy cheeks and radiant rosaries

Struggling to stay serene

Tychy the town of tales untold

Untouched, unseen, unheard of

Vanished visions from kindergarten

Where whimsical wonders once wandered

X-men and X Factor in my box tv

Yearning for the yellow spring 19 years ago
Zatrzymane zegary, znikajace z pamieci zjawiska’

5

6

René Riiwald
Heiligenhaus

August days in alcohol among blazed Akazienweg inhabitants

with A.C.A.B chants alias
bedlam beggars, borderline aborted, bouncing on bleak bourbon,
chemical candy and chromed cabals, cleptos dancing at crossroads,
deaf and dreamy, rad to ride and dupe conductors for deposit, doses,
endless scents of Eau de Cologne or tees with
fist or Fuck You finger, the father fixated effort to defy
gravity, chugalugging the luggage googly-eyed, the growling
homestead hagiographers, heirs of hunger, hook and hold

5 Stone churches, bloody crosses and soothing sermons
6 Piramida (pyramid formed hotel in Tychy) at the Paprocany (lake) rises beneath the rays
7 Stopped clocks, vanishing events from memory
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iridescent memory as habit of inspiration and the

jarred jokes ejaculated by jailbird DJs—jab jab,

kick-punch kowtow for kabeljou kebab and kabuki theater took

lost longing and all, all along the laden lid of latter lay,

manifest mitigating measures in the monster’s morass themselves,

nurtured in the never-ending phony night,

ongoing odes oozing of old, yet Odysseus on oxy

plots pro procrastination—panting with pistol on playgrounds, Panzerwillie
quaffing quicksilver with quacksalvers, inquisitive antiquarians

rest in rashly ragged rock’n’roll rubbish armchairs

shoot soon, speak later, shood shame shifts possession in the scene

towards the triangular toolaloo tonality of troubadours and trombone truck tracks,
ushering euphoria under utopian influence to utilize

visions and vestiges of virginal vegetarians for vendetta,

which ways were wounded while waking

xenophobic exclusion, anxious expectation of foxed oxygen,

yearning for yesterday’s yippie-yay-yos,

zig-zagging through zombies bizarrely zoning in their haze.

Alican Nazik
Mersin

Along the coast where the waves gently break,
Breezes bestowed upon you in your trek.
Colourful characters, carefree and bright,

Dawn goddess draws near, hold on tight.

Every corner echoes with cheer,

Friendly faces, their laughter you can hear.
Glimpses of great mountains guarding the north,
Hearts are light, heard they help us like a fort.

In the parks, children insist to play, and

Joy by Jove in the journey throughout the day.
Kites keep soaring above the tranquil shores,

Loud laughter lingers even behind the locked doors.
Merry is Mersin with its merciful myrrh grace, for
Nature and people share a warm embrace.

Orange orchards’ smells almost make you high,
Pure peace in every puff as you sigh.

Quarrel free quiet nights with a starry glow,

Rest here well, relax regardless you’re high or low.
Sunset makes the skies gold,

The tranquillity there cannot be bought.

Under the unyielding palms, unforgettable days are slow,
Visit here, where vibes go with the flow, as

Waves whisper with a wistful call.

You are yet to find this yellow and blue town,
Zesty Zephyr’ zone will wipe away your frown.

14



Aiyona Hayman

All-American attitudes and assholes who abuse
booze at bonfires. “Back the Blue” cracks open a Bud Light on the
couch — combines cornstalks & calls for camo because
deer season demands a daily dose. DUI drinks to Dollar General —
every dad ends the evening eating dinner with
freedom & Fox News. Fair enough, every father owns a
gun, and God will make America great again.
How? He hardly knows. Hatred for humanity hides
incest & ignites the islamophobic empire, besides
Jesus just wants you to join the jocks — so
kick it off, Karen!
Lick your way through the liquor store to lap-up the
manager! Monolingual mom meets mobile meth lab &
no one is new here; neighbors are
only our own & outsiders are ostracized.
Oh, Pennsylvania! Praise the propaganda! Pull yourself up by your patriotism!
Quakers? Questionable given the contradictions.
Raging Ranch Water reaches for respect, rifle &
sweet tea —  slurs like struggles of a small
town with twisted traditions, tired talks &
unashamed ugliness.  You know, your United States of
vaguely religious values. Where vulnerable veterans
worship Walmart while they wallow in
Xanax Xanax Xanax.
Yall are too Yuengling to understand, so from boomer to

ZOoomer: just zip it!

Wilhelmina van Ravenhorst
Veenendaal

Alarming amalgam, sanctity & sin.
Blasphemy, blasphemy always and everything.
Callous Calvin’s influence creeping in.
Dreaming, daring, doing: all is sin.
Everywhere, everything, god’s in the details.
Frugal, fearful, unfathomable,

grueling, graying gargoyles of god

howling harrowing horror plots.
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Ignorant, impotent, ignoble twats.

I yawned but I yearned for their privileged spots.
Coveted Kings were the boys and men,

leaving lamenting to me and my friends.
Misogynist misers, the elders were.

No-nonsense naysayers, ruling the church.
Ominous orifices swallowed and shook.

Perhaps piss-pure pilgrims would get off the hook.
Queries and questions alas were forbidden,
rendered recreant and resistance-ridden.

So smoking sick smoldering spliffs was the thing,
till terrifying paranoia crept in.

Unanimous urchins undulating towards

vulvic volcanic eruptuous, voluptuous
womenfolk, wooing them, luring them in.
Xenophilian eureka: Established xenia!

Young yearning youths now all neatly reigned in
Zealous, zenith-praising, Zeus zeroing in.

Tyler Kliem

All-scrounging, aimless pioneers on Allegheny are abounding,

and the broad-shouldered beer drinkers bruise along Broad, breaking bottles behind the Bob
and Barbara’s drag-buskers,

and the Chinese vendors on Cherry, selling xiaolongbao to Centralers.

Those dangered dickhead dartyers on Delancey—whose expanse of the scene is yet the egg-
washed epoched cobbles of Elfreth’s Alley—

going forward to them lighting dung on fire on Front in the front, affront, of their own Frat
Row.

Grace and glamour is given to the gilded Grimes-grotesque girls of Germantown Friends,
who know the hitchhiking handler boys along the hubble of Hunting Park.

Interstate 676 runs into Allyson Elizabeth’s backyard, in the industrial incumbent sound of
South,

where she drives longward to Locust as the locusts and lilies line the long-bricked walkway
of time ago, near even my Ludlow launchpad where they tore down the livinghomes, hot shit
litterings and leaves.

Mumbling maps in the middle of muddling Market subway stations at midnight, where
homeless veterans ask if I’'m a man or a myth,

and all my noised navigations to the new rowhomes of Newbold,

open, fresh-faced, to Olde Kensington’s old bars and ovalways, abroad ripping, for undone,
overlapping

projects, that even the passing scope of Passyunk, the primacy of South’s portent, with
prideful gay bars and panhandlers and porned-out cheesesteak mouths, cannot save.

Quincy is a small street, up along the Art Museum, where maybe the quilted queer men are
quafting on their doorsteps.

Race, home to the rallied race to “Save Chinatown” from basketball renewers,

and then South, off my friend’s scarlet doorway, of slinky skies run slow with graffiti and
sleazy stores and summer sativa, the labyrinthine stickers

of Tattooed Mom, those gin and tonic tastings, so entranced with the tradgoths playing pool
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wrong with their transmasc toys.

The University Avenue urinary specialists untubed my catheter after I upped on the umami
vodka,

next room to mine, maybe vatic victims of the Vine Street Expressway, maiming two and
violating thirty.

Did you know that Walnut is where I wet a Khmer wordbook for a weekly newspaper?—wild
was that wildernight of 4015.

St. Francis Xavier School, up along the Art Museum, has no school librarian, but xanthic is
Christ’s window.

My Y ggdrasil yodels beyond the Biopond, a redwood raising yonder to the University—
“It’z a Philly thing,” the kidz tell me, and it’z gone before I realize.

Aerys Riidrich
Tokyo

Arriving through arches and playing at arcades

Buying bawdy books and buttons on the Broadway

Cha(i) challenges and lost cats

Downing dreamy drinks and DIY dumplings with

Elder help from Everest climbers giving out evening edibles

Friendly fish and Furbys under fluorescent light

Ground floors upon ground floors galvanizing, and above

High streets next to high-tech buildings and historic houses

Ikea ice cream irresistible, even in winter

Jumbled closet with judicious jeans and just too many

Kingly kimonos and kitsch from off shops

Laforet lolitas in luscious lace and Luis Vuitton

Mandrake vines clutching miniatures and manga, making

No stops, knowing no taboos, nagging at the mind when

Observing obscene images in open shop windows

Pier nights putting an end to the pressing heat

Queer questions and queerer bars

Round ramen bowls with red ham slices I regret

Shopping for sewing supplies and stopping by Scientology

Trinkets from train stations, guys who try to tourist trap you

Unhinged but unhindered searches for underground boba shops

Vanguards village and voltic vendors

Wolfing on snacks with women who wanted me

X-mas insanity with expensive cake excesses

Yen cheapness making for Euro steepness

Zines and zebra print plushies I would could should make
if only I was back
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Nonsense poems based on Khlebnikov’s ‘Incantation by Laughter’

René Riiwald — Incantation by Word (Byword)

Word up, preword you,

whiteword in my wordawn,

wordify wordsworth wordiolets and winewords,
you wereword among waterwords,

words, words—words

word you with wordock, wordlet, wordians,
little wordequin, wordwonder

transword wordpilot to jetword

viaword

postwordly—

word!

Alican Nazik
Incantation by Loving

Oh, to love and beloved the loving lovester,
Deloved the lovick to heloved loveald,
Lovesome is the love loved to eloveuate,
Lovecome and fullove the lovert.

Oh the loveine loves, love the lov
Loveatures, thy lovedom come and

Thy love be loved, loloved lovee lover.

Aiyona Hayman

Incantation by Mocking

make a me mock-up, mocklings

where mocksters mock mocking
mock me mock me mock me!

mini mockchkins make mini-mes
many mini mes in mocker fashion
mockahere mockathere

Mockin’s World Fair
mick mack mocking mockanderers mopping
mock-ups mockmusters mockclusters

machinery mockizens mocked off  mock-ins

Mock-ins may be mocked when mocking mocks, mockoes,
and mockirts, my mocklings. No mocking, no mockice!
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Julia Kazcov — Incantation by Breaking

Break into a breakdown,

unbreakable bricks braking,

to a breakpoint - of no breakthrough.

Breaking, breaking and breaking into a breakup,
Break the brakes on the breakpoint.

Breakfast breaching, breaking and baking,
Breadcrumbs breaking into broken bits,

Breaking apart until daybreak.

Breaking, breaking, breaking until the break remakes,
And all that is broken breaks again.

Arda Aydin
Incantation by Sickness

Oh sick, thine sickery sickariously diminishing.

Sickitish thine realms thus thee should arrive sickititiously.

Oh us, your loyal sickelings,

waiting for your sickerment, sickrishly in creep sickerness.
Sickvilishous thine charm and sickertatiously effecting our sickmelty.
Sickvertivoutious and sickmalititious this unworthy realm we beg thee!
Sickerlivalious and sickperment our two values that we revere,

Fervent is our sicklamenita, if highness blesses our sicklinishery.

Soo thee great conqueror of sickglingunartia,

Come claim thine kingdom, sicklarvenert your slaves!
Come! The beast, the sickurvatia, the warrior!

Drink the blood of your sickellings,

They owe their lives to you anyway.

Come! Sicklarklingun your chains,

Free thyself from the trap of light!

Come, come you and sunlight begone!

Only blood and thine evil, sickoultishment

Only darkness and crimson color of the nectar

Tyler Kliem
Incantation by Despair

Little spair, enspairing in the wilderspair,

despairating spairously, the spusk as spawdry as a spall—

it transpairs so. Spairling—Make spairodic the spairiloquence,

as the despairettes spairegate. Spairile spairstrades are spairen.
Jespair is respairnating, as spaggard as spairum respairum. Spairous
is despair.

Fulspair, spairlong, is the respairman, respairnine. In the spairpine
it espairs, all spairwhile.

Respairalize, little spair, as spairifying as it spay.
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Wilhelmina van Ravenhorst
Incantation by Flying

Fly, little Fleebee, fly you

flyey flowly fleerydee.

Flyly, flowingly, fly so freely
flowy, fleely, flawaywithyee!
Fwee fwaa fwoo you flaaderbee
Flawy flee, fleery flow

Fleasily floly froobledoh.

Fly, fly, fleebee, fly

Fly with flowy fleeberdee
Flyly, flowly, flavelee,
Freely, fryly, frooberbee,
Fwee Fwaa Fwoo flaaby
Fleasy does it, flaaderdee,
Fly, fly, free, flee

Fwy fwaa fwoo fweeeeeeeeee

Defne Jule Mutlu — Incantation by bottle

Bottle but prebottled blood,

Bottbuttled through the bottledough

Bottledottle lottlebottle bottlot enough

Bottle, why bring we bottles?

Perhaps to bottling most bottlest bottlian bottliars,
Polybottle, subbottled and underbottled

All these bottles bottlejot through the dawn

Filled with bottlejuice by bots and end up full-bottled.

Aerys Riidrich — Incantation by Crying

Why Cry, crier

Why, oh, why do you cry

Crying crudely, crying cryful,
cryier, cryest

Christ, why cry

When crying crinds the cries
Crying crynging, cringing

Why cryful cryee,

What cryment has you crying

What crysome crysis cry you for
You Cry, you cried, you crode you’re croding
Well then go cry and cry some more
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Sound poems inspired by Ball’s ‘Karawane’

Aiyona Hayman
German’s Raddisch

Klatschmihal un ratschmidasch von zey toda
M*‘naja die n‘ja dir‘kaffee n’raddisch
Mimolee von‘Himmelshoh n‘Frimmelsohn
Un‘klischee n‘zoll Haus Jisrael, da‘achja
Von’wiessman puri un’du: amen.

Und die was von meym ishi gelehn
Undien loshishi gesehen.
Klatschunrach n’widersprach n’widie’hier
N’nitdotan n’siehtasee n’siehatsar
N’sieht’okay n’sieht’total sch’ree m’zusha
Frich lu ge’ula
Mein zoll tachata n’rivater
Duihrvater n’flutschihrrater von kiritan
M’mala un’du: amen.

Ach seh schalom meinroman, du passee
Schalom momeydu n’ja zoll Jisrael,
un’du amen.

Defne Jule Mutlu

Thrust, clash, forge, storm
Blast, grim, grind, crash,
Crash, crash, crash, crash
Rage, wrath, strike, growl,
Thunder, blaze, thunder, struck

Meets ponder, grace, flutter, chases
Whisper, lilt, murmur, sigh, sigh...
Glimmer, linger, twinkle, breeze,
And seizes, embraces, glides.

Julia Kazcov
Revenge / Hatred

Smorven vendits, furiving cru
malvored lors vexen

requis mel throm, kraw
ackritch ris habrid, ris furis
muj brover, skartis mowry
muj brover, wrood ris kross
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Arda Aydin
Rowing

Krungh klavhhh, shrunkunghhh khavvvv
troommm da wram, klantun kann

yhiem wuhum, healang shlift hum

kram lavam tann, shlifte humma ran

krunda linta shclan, krandi lufta schlintin zannnnn

Tyler Kliem
Laziness / Feeling Stuck

Lev e tut, ig no sway, lev e shush, nev er nay.

Bild e quet, ta sorb ell, is or bell. Bel. Be—

Ser e vitt, a lor ick, a men or, wick a litt. A—

Me shloss vund, pals pals en, flank at at, ur uv de.

Lev e roo, lev et ut, u tu tu, ig no jay, lem er ay, al pi cor. A—
Lim e rett, a als clov, be ne a, nev er nay, ef esh oof. A—

Wilhelmina van Ravenhorst
Kid Plaving Drums

Bleng, cluun, clang, boon!
Waalazeeeee, waalazooo00o
balada balada zingzangzoong.
Boobedee boobadoo

Taraka tarata takala!
Zingzang Woola
Bleediblee-deeblidee
Followa babaloo

Weedidi weedidoo

Bleng, cluun, clang, boon!
Bababa wakata weebidee feebleda!
Bleng, cluun, clang, boon!

Waaa!
Alican Nazik
Cheating
Tolka da perva
Kep to ay lovata
Ma go hubba u honta
Luk sev ka hind
Ka tolka pat kut
Tu halh me tak art kap
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Aerys Riidrich
—REIT (L2 EPELD)

FTADIL=
ZONATEST:
Y=Y o¥ Al b
CEMS53FLE
ZhHARTVT

Romanization:
“Ikki Yagyo™ (Night parade of a single monster)

Zun no bata
Goren datta
Karawane ni
Kusa ga umashita
Goramenna higo

Direct English translation of the Japanese original:

The bata of the Zun

It was the goren

In (the) karawane

The kusa was umashed
Goramanish higo

René Riiwald
Hamlet

plof plumt inaratio

nurpuring shibbeling driine

jeedy bonko tutla hillum dumplab
wentall argub spoka

bonko bonko

ristam rocha

shivam lesse 0 prectatorlens
stratem rocha

spokarelli spoka relli

karuzo wallshamur cruck cruck
denge strat stritt strack stong dumplac
stong dumplac

shokon

shur
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BETWEEN POETRY AND MUSIC

Julia Kazcov
Poem inspired by the song “Voyager” by boygenius

Like two voyagers lost in space,

Orbiting close, but with no embrace.

A speck of blue in an endless night,

A bottomless void, where your light shone bright.

Born under the lucky star, destined to burn for you,
Soon it faded and softly fizzled out.

Gravity pulling us closer and closer together,
Before we clashed, a force I couldn’t foresee.

I could’ve been your starred eye lover,
Your dazzling supernova.

A fleeting light that passed me by,
You stole it from me, yet I’d still try.

Arda Aydin

The sun, the sea, a girl in a bikini

Patterns on her back looks like a movie

I will crawl into the sand, if she looks at me
Show of hands if you can see mee

Bbbvff bruun, Bruub bub buub

Bruuba druuba bruuba brrruuuba bub bub
Bruuuba brabba bub bap,

The hot, the cold, tensions that clench me,

All the things I can’t say but they always get thee
My eyes are sometimes too revealing

And the sight of you makes me so panicky

Bbbvff bruun, Bruub bub buub
Bruuba druuba bruuba brrruuuba bub bub
Bruuuba brabba bub bap

Defne Jule Mutlu

The Ney

The ney, like lover’s eyes, stirs poet’s tongues
To praise God’s glory even if they’re blind,
Like stout Homer they sing of days gone by,
And add their elegy to listed sighs.

The ney mourns separation from its bed,
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Its deep thrummed dirge inspires silent pity,
Until all listening cheeks don glist’ning tears,
And slowly sway their heads like springtime lilies.

Sweet silence sprouts within their bowing hearts,
Like David’s harp, it cures all fears and harshness,
It plants a new reed bed in mellow minds,

Each reed a spine of Love that hums a line.

Each bears the burden of its sounding might,
And like the call to prayer cusps a womb

for beauty, piety, and brow-kissed tombs,
whose birth disrupts all vain and woeful plight.

The ney surpasses in totality:

Laments fill all its being once it's blown,

And nothing else remains besides Who Owns,
Made hollow of all empty cares and shows.

René Riiwald
Where’s Your Will to Be Weird

Flown far from the scene of fortune,
to find myself some room

soon, but there’s only air,

or only the roachy room

odor of ammonia and aphasia.

I’'m all ready—but am I already in,
am I, already in?

On my way here I read

detective fiction and hard-boiled
eggs for breakfast,

the I do not know sounds

like compelled wheels

of freight trains before the last stop
and all out in a city

caught for ages

on a forsaken beach.

Can you hear the

I wanna—I wannabe—

I want to be someone—

Want to be—where is your will?
Will in suggestion.

I will be:

conductor, instructor.
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I will be:

sailor, never a killer,

with slow boats I’1l always outspace,
and I would do anything.

I’ll do anything. And where

is your will,

where is your will

to be weird?

Wilhelmina van Ravenhorst
Tiktiktikboom

So why did did did

did did you do

Didgeridoo

Wap doowapdoowapdeedee

Brrrrramble buh-humble

A humble humbug

says the man with the pitchfork

Off my land get off off off

I’11 off you-Off with his head, he said, she said, it’s sad, just a fad,

Fandango

How does it sound, how doezzzit ssssound

sssssoundsssss

Why should snake language have so many essessssss

Yess he said, she said, they said, we said, we’re sad, we said: we sad! So sudden his death
No, let’s not talk about that that that that that death

Life goes on, he said, she said, they said, they all said, that’s life, but I said that’s death’s what
I said

But that’s too sad, no sadness allowed, smiles, no frowns, put that frown, upside down,
alright upside, alright uptight, hold tight, roller-coaster ride, life’s a -

How does a howl sound, howlo I asked, how goes a howl

At his birth a primordial sound escaped my mouth

like a clap-howling seal or a werewolf perhaps

‘ow ‘ow ‘ow ‘'ow ‘ow ‘ow ‘ow

or was it how000000000

one long sound, I wish it wasn’t, I wish: it wasn’t

Howoo, howoo, howoo does that song go again

Howooling with laughter with some of your friends

Not all of them could appreciate the who who who who whomor

Who was it that said, she said, she said, she said, she thought, she whispered, she spoke, she
scathed, she hissed, she yelled, she screamed, she shared, she found her voice, that’s nice,
she’s nice, that’s fine, she’s fine, she’s mine, she’ll be fine, fine, fine, fine, FIN -
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Aerys Riidrich
Inspired by Sir Gawain and the Green Knight

Are silent songs / still sung in the head?
A voice without vocals / still vibrates inside
Is it tampering with tempo / or the temper of words
Spoken and sonic / or silently recited
That carries character / and connotates signs?
Is it the reader who receives / or remodels messages
Or the listener who lives out / lyrics only heard
Twist when they think / the true meaning
And can meaning be made / without music in one’s head?
Does beat break the beauty / if not befitting the song?
Is there a right way to read / or just a really good choice
And do signifiers go unseen / if only said, not read?
Can sound be analyzed / if passed over so quick
Only seconds to consider / never same always new?
Can you?

When one experiences verses

Does the sound inside retain

Through body reruns and traverses

Or will you read these words again

Imagine a hall, inside high / a hugely immense cathedral
Your words inside wandering / over walls along columns
Sonance and sonority / resonating the air
Satisfyingly stratified / in a stunning chorus
And hear the heights and hills / of voices high and low
Entering though the ears / to entertain the soul
Dancing on Drums / almost too dangerous and too much
Spinning in shells / shivering all down inside the viscera
Invisible and reverberating / to vanish into air
But it is only for once / for this opera is unique
The curves ever changing / channeling new interpretations
Can tone ever be truly trapped / and does the tingling of echoes
Ring true?

Have machinations yet been found?

And does the body feel it too?

For is not nature of sound

To always be remade anew

Or is it better to becalm / and breathe in the words

Alone with one’s analysis / aware only of the text

Playing on the pages / repeated in the head

Resonating in rounds / around and around in the cranium

Feel out the sound in silence / specificities clear and understood
Spinning loops around lobes / and love those words even more
Deeper in you dig / all the way down to your own heart

Replay the sound and repay / your regard to already read lines
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Deficiency makes new dreams / drawn up in the head
Is there necessity for noise / to nest inside one’s chest
As concentration strengthens / cannot too sensations
Crest?

Can paper words still make a noise

In stasis draw out more intent

Does one need sound to feel the joys

Or does just sound make words ascend

Tyler Kliem
The canary swallows your tongue, but the bard keeps singing.

Singing. There is elation. An echoed chorus drums something
into you. Which is feeling.

It is a core. A riveting spit embosses your words
with shine. Even the dust, the absence, siphons the song
of its sadness.

Between sadness, and song, we are sideways.

This was what the god wanted. There is

scant stuck in your teeth, a

morphemed mucus fighting for survival, an
autodidact opening its effigy for a wild, or a woman,
or what is holy.

Add an orchestra and the voice lapses, the singer whose
singular temperature

meant for not a drop,

even,

to wane by the stroke of a mass. A horde

to perform

is belittling the sacrifice,

the suicide,

of voice.

You lay the canary in a crematorium,

crank,

see how it blooms like pie. Its docile wings evacuate your tongue, the
one it stole.

Its beak, left as dregs, sees you writing your story, and
has nothing left to do but watch the window march
from under you.

The bird’s name was Leonard Cohen. The bard was a mixture

of this news. You went and spit them out,
confused them. Which is feeling.
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