1. Picabia: cf Kaegan
run PP on this
2. Hugo Ball
Chris Millone
3.  Tzara Poem:
Chaia: Metal Coughdrops

I think it should be judged on the way the viewer reacts?
Jubalai: Chanson Dada
	RETRANSLATION 
I
 
ici chanson d’un dadaïste 
qui avait dada au coeur
et donc déchirant son moteur
qui avait dada au coeur 
 
l’ascenceur avait un roi 
machine grumeleuse, fragile 
il coupa fort son bras droit 
l’envoya au pape à rome
 
c’est pourquoi 
l’ascenceur 
n’avait plus dada au coeur
 
mangez votre chocolat
lavez votre cerveau
dada
dada
buvez de la pluie, de l’eau 
 
II
 
ici chanson d’un dadaïste
homme ni content ni triste
qui aimait une cycliste
femme ni contente ni triste
mais son mari le nouvel an
appris tout et dans une crise 
envoya au vatican 
leur deux corps dans trois valises 
 
ni cyclist
ni mari 
furent ni content ni tristes
 
mangez de bons cerveaux
lavez votre soldat
dada 
dada
buvez de la pluie, de l’eau
 
 
III
 
ici chanson d’un cycliste 
qui aima dada dès le départ 
elle etait donc une dadaïste 
comme tous, dada au coeur 
 
un serpent portant des gants
ferma de suite la soupape
mit des gants en peau de serpent 
vint embrasser le Pape
 
c’est touchant 
ventre en fleur
plus jamais dada au coeur 
 
buveau du lait d’oiseaux 
lavez vos chocolats 
dada
dada
mangeau du veau  
 
 
	ENGLISH BY ROTHENBERG
I
 
this is the song of a dadaist 
who had dada in his heart
he tore his motor apart
he had dada in his heart
 
the elevator lugged the king 
he was a lumpy frail machine 
he cut his right arm to the bone
sent it to the pope in rome
 
that’s why later
the elevator
had no more dada in its heart
 
eat your chocolate
wash your brain 
dada
dada
gulp some rain 
 
II
 
this is the song of a bicyclist
who loved dada from the start 
she therefore was a dadaist
like all with dada in their heart
 
but her husband on new year’s  [day 
learned everything & in a crisis
sent it to the vatican right away 
their bodies in three suitcases
 
nor the bicyclist
nor the man
was every happy or sad again
 
drink some bird’s milk
wash your sweets
dada
dada
eat your meat 
 
	ORIGINAL 
I
 
la chanson d'un dadaïste
qui avait dada au coeur
fatiguait trop son moteur
qui avait dada au coeur
 
l'ascenseur portait un roi
lourd fragile autonome
il coupa son grand bras droit
l'envoya au pape à rome
 
c'est pourquoi
l'ascenseur
n'avait plus dada au coeur
 
mangez du chocolat
lavez votre cerveau
dada
dada
buvez de l'eau
 
II
 
la chanson d'un dadaïste
qui n'était ni gai ni triste
et aimait une bicycliste
qui n'était ni gaie ni triste
mais l'époux le jour de l'an
savait tout et dans une crise
envoya au vatican
leurs deux corps en trois valises
 
ni amant
ni cycliste
n'étaient plus ni gais ni tristes
 
mangez de bons cerveaux
lavez votre soldat 
dada
dada
buvez de l'eau
 
III
 
la chanson d'un bicycliste
qui était dada de coeur
qui était donc dadaïste
comme tous les dadas de coeur
 
un serpent portait des gants
il ferma vite la soupape
mit des gants en peau d'serpent
et vient embrasser le pape
 
c'est touchant
ventre en fleur
n'avait plus dada au coeur
 
buvez du lait d'oiseaux 
lavez vos chocolats
dada
dada
mangez du veau
 


 
 
Dada Questions

Laura: He says, "DADA was born out of a need for independence, out of mistrust for community. People who join us keep their freedom"…but isn't it just the opposite, it seems like Dadaism is more cult-like and not actual freedom. … I feel as if he touches on subjects, makes bold claims, then jumps to the next subject with an abrupt transition….is he indirectly saying that this is what manifestoes do to strengthen his critique?  He uses the phrase "don't-give-a-damn-attitude" again to describe Dadaist Spontaneity. ….So this all brings me to my main question for the class which is why is Dada so controversial and nonsensical to Tzara and other artists? Why does it inspire so much rage and frustration?


Response from DAVID (who wrote about this too)

Sarah: How can something really be Anti-Art?  If Dadaist poems

have been enshrined in anthologies and served as the inspiration for

other modern, avant-garde movements, have the goals of the Dadaists

been accomplished or are their hopes dashed? What exactly, is the level of sincerity with Dadaism?  How, exactly, does it compare or contrast with Flarf?  For instance, in the sound poems included in PM1, what was the relationship between the text of

the poems and their titles?  Are the titles sincere, or am I

attributing nonexistent characteristics to the text in order to mesh

it with my expectations of the title?  In keeping with this, I found

the "Dada Manifesto on Feeble and Bitter Love" line that says, after
the list of [word]=[word], "or all of this together in any old savoury

soapy brusque or definitive order."  Really?  Any old order?  I have

trouble believing that the Dadaists didn't have any forethought in the

way they organized their poems.  But did they?  Or am I misreading

this line?
Which then begs the question – does poetry require meaning? Is an instinctive/visceral/emotional reaction strong enough to justify it? After all, audiences were moved to tears by Schwitter's performances of Ur Sonata.
Response: ZOE
Trisha Q & A: Dada to me is silly, and self-indulgent, though I don't mean this in the pejorative sense. 
Steve:  If Tzara wants to take this inflammatory nihilist stance on life, how dare he even attempt to present ideas, and argue against existing ones.  I have to ask, what does this contribute?  Why are we reading this?  This man is flat out telling him he's an asshole, that he doesn't care, that he doesnt want to be taken seriously, and therefore is impervious to criticism.  Fine, I grant him that, but it infuriates me that I then have to respond to it.  My problem this week was not with a lack of things to say but a principled lack of desire to say them.  To pay attention to this movement is to propogate fatalism, nihilism, pessism.  It's wholly unproductive.  And I know that's supposed to be the point, that's not lost on me, but what an abhorrent point to waste time making.
[[provocation/passionate response/anger]]
Response: GRACE In contrast with the Futurists we looked at last week, the Dadas embrace the idea of the broken or dysfunctional machine - they are uninterested in the machine for its productive capacity (see Picabia).
Dadas saw Schwitters as too bourgeoisie and apolitical - he used the word merz because they would not allow him to use the word Dada.

Julie q & a: While I realize that the Dadaists conceived of new mediums through which to protest convention, doesn't the use of existing ones serve to condone them? That is, writing about how writing is useless seems to be a masturbatory & futile exercise; to what extent can you really discredit a medium if the only way to reach your audience is to use it?

Kristen: It sounded like the kind of environment I would shy away from if I encountered it in the street. The loud sidewalk preacher, whistles and bells from the cars and trolleys, radios, talking, etc. I could see how this poem would imitate life, a real situation, but I would question whether the sounds of a street need to be imitated in such a way
response: Jessica
SCHWITTERS
Elizabeth: Music more than poetry

FONDA: define postmodernism
Fonda – cp of recordings

LAURA
How is the experience of an audience listening to this work different from listening to people speak (or mock) a foreign language?  How does the audience know that meaning (in an ordinary sense) is not happening on a semantic level?  That we are not listening in on a racist joke?  To what extent is this work, as it originated in Europe in the early 20th century, evocative of a fantasy of the wild, free, culture-less 'primitive'?  … To what extent in Ball's and Schwitters's sound poetry was this ideal mapped onto the body (no, the voices?) of the absent 'colonized'?  Was the sound poetry meant to evoke an image of the foreign, wild primitive?  In some ways this seems like the ultimate imagining of this idea of 'primitiveness'; in listening to the Uhr Sonata[1], for instance, audiences were asked to listen to what might have appeared a fake foreign language that was not only unintelligible, but in fact had no grounding in semantic meaning at all, no other words were actually occurring...the audience was delivered a voice that had no culture and that voiced that lack through its unintelligibility (but is it right to equate unintelligibility with foreignness?  And actually I don't think that the sounds were 'unintelligible' because as a whole they created patterns of experience that were tangible...I'm not sure the dada-ists would have wanted to make this equation in any case). Isn't that how the primitive other has been imagined, as natural instinct, without culture?  To what extent were early developments in sound poetry collusive with, vs. challenging to, this construction?   
Steve: This is poetry, but childish poetry, bad poetry.  I could attain a more interesting performance by watching a toddler putter around in a sandbox, because at least it would be more sincere, less rehearsed. 
