“The human figure is progressively disappearing from pictorial art, and no object is present except in fragmentary form. This is one more proof that the human countenance has become ugly and outworn, 
and that the things which surround us have become objects of revulsion. 

The next step is for poetry to discard language as painting has discarded the object, and for similar reasons. Nothing like this has existed before.” - Nothing 
Hugo Ball
So now you will create your own DADA Poem.
Here’s what you do.

It seems that this exists: more logical, very logical, too logical, less logical, not very logical, really logical, fairly logical.
Well then, draw the consequences.
"I have"
Now think of the creatures you love most. 
"Done?"
Tell me the number and I'll tell you the lottery. 

TO MAKE A DADAIST POEM
Take a newspaper.
Take some scissors.
Choose from this paper an article of the length you want to make your poem.
Cut out the article.
Next carefully cut out each of the words that makes up this article and put them all in a bag.
Shake Gently.
Next take out each cutting one after the other.
Copy conscientiously in the order in which they left the bag.
The poem will resemble you.
And there you are—an infinitely original author of charming sensibility, even though unappreciated
 This is read at the end of the session.

Simultaneous Poetry

All the styles of the last twenty years came together we take the floor with a “poeme simultane” (simultaneous poem). That is a contrapuntal recitative in  which three or more voices speak, sing, whistle, etc., at the same time in such a way that the elegiac, humorous, or bizarre content of the piece is brought out by these combinations.” 
(Hugo Ball)
“The simultaneous poem” has to do with the value of the voice.  
The human organ represents the 
soul, the individuality in its wandering with its demonic companions. 
The noises represent the background - the inarticulate, 
the disastrous, the decisive. The poem tries to elucidate the fact that man is swallowed up in the mechanistic process. In a typically compressed way it shows the conflict of the vox humana (human voice) 
with a world that threatens, ensnares, and destroys it, a world whose rhythm and noise are ineluctable.” 
(Hugo Ball)

