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FROM: RUCK

L a r y T i m e w e

Well met, antipathy! Diaphanous
garment-condition of work, little
violin d'Ingres of semi-retired, tight-lipped facsimiles.

Drone mogul endures, tangential to
theory's impossibly patristic squat,
the confident suffrage of our little dog Doxy.

Seep patrician grousing.
Equipoise of caterwauling.
Exchange:

an internment, my interim-marooned
paucity for your best woolen tropes.
Cherub gristle for jock demise.

The cloud machines "much
praise & a little counterpoint,"
down to "Let them cat fur."
(So far some "the," eh? That commodity tart.)

Neutering clerk postures gestures "out there," more
choreographers for patriotism by spectacle remove to
spatio-temporal spats. Sit calm, sit tight.
As a talking-to merely descriptions some
recently bought self. "Recently we . . . ,"
behaving-away in a conversational
wish to be taken serially.
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Overnight the Banana Republic became the Footlocker.
Where homespun philos deletes,
bingo results. (No, but
I believe you were about
to tell me.} Proof of
God the quad or coughing, coffee,
copy.

Strategy rents a hall for the Doubt benefit;
mentions the future as if present fact
in a sit-com destined for re-runs.
I rants on account drawn against for trifling sums.
If we had enough cream then, we went to the lake.
All ways of leaving

the house. The title
was Hood Ornament, but
inside was more
beans & rice, rice & beans,
brutal ticks roving initials and a series of baffles.
Saved blocks all occurrences of sought, burbs
on no-good ground, unrealized nest of the frail
hegemony of eyes' constellar bloom.
Reading comfort. Misnomer
of the loner's double-agency.
"Liberal demonology" distances interest,
anticipating impelling presage
hounded by spittle, and a good cry as required.
Devisive links Tex Rabelais to the flinch covenants
of "less illicit, less thrill."

A subject builds in
the shape of subject evasions,
flings shank sweat down the small running fissure,
licks salt against a ripple of identity, yet lacks
the entire in-alley kitchen of the Elsewhere set.

"Notations, though not writing, could be
read by the maker."

Lascaux my eye.

The animal, renewed by no muzzle,
yeildeth thyne Jlowre (hinge, coincidence & simultitude,
lofty churlish improbable recit,
a low rant dousing
more jargon than actual cash.

(To wit:
peruse this phatic opulence, Mort.)

Assert has a CERTAIN cachet:
The cute-with-a-vcngeance pseudo-Elizabethan argot
genuflecting before the tatters of oracular orifii. Gimme
my sequined glitterati back, my barebacked
ducats too. Lucid
tactic wefts of finale
disaccomplishcd by I'Academse, winging
procedural sideswipes,
clod dross,
ex cathedra pronouncements, mores & more
wide-angled pariahs than you can stick
shakes to period.

If first thought (Sony!) is corporate thought,
the margin is where you can't focus on
the benighted beach of "needless to say."

The popular prank imitates
Harv's Business School, meretricious,
microcosm-enhanced, too angry
to consequence, the problem being
both "deeply funny" & "moving" in a book.
"Roman," I said, "you'll just have to
trust me on this one."

All this upscaling of the usee, the new
reticent format gambit of The Compleat Caretaker,
incremental slips, broken by laughs,
lowjinx & chipdip excitement,
years of baffling neglect grapple,
extrapolate the "boneheaded blunder"
of the subordinate.
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She (singer) parts time, he
{open fire) permits of
Contextual Collectables shoppe. Buy it
second-had, you still have to
break it in. Wan
bungle in the Harlem could mean.
(Only the Strong Sur-etcetera, Ur-
etcetera.)
Tearing lost cat reward
at the edges where
the surplus is weather, its nyms
& norrations. "Be" film, all gory.
I decided to re-read it in the original,
{penumbra, porch, .pratfall)
"from its very inception,
as it were." As if

the long throw to first were
49 per Kapita pages
of Neighbourhood Watch. Intention
hamstrings proportion (the salesman's
"opening" salvo), portent
caudilios the pseudo-scientific bravura
of New Age entrepreneurs. A "turnout"
is not a "general strike."

Text incapable of quelling the internecine,
mystical sputum, hemorrhages of spiritualization.
"Sanitized" collaborationists quaff
F/rt(j & Tether Ale awaiting the grilled
bream of confirmation.

As a "concession to divertissement" the 4 a.m. Medical-Dental
collapse just grazes the witty Viennese polemicist in us all.

A parable is heard off-stage, another
word, another error of omission intersects
a delicacy & a plain-
clothes conversation.

Samizdat something.
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Trumped-up curios, maps blank
by going. Patiently
waiting to merely practice
rueful shrapnel brickfest &

thumbnail fish-barrel shot of
disruptive colouration.

Rankle memorandum straddles a catch-all,
die-hard hyphenation. Nothing quite
satisfactory, quotable. Nonetheless,
she did get off that chemical
quip at the weapons conference.

Now to hash-out a sequel: Nebbish
Bob, the lonely ocarina salesman, our nabob of dust.
And beloved covert catalyst. Fundamentalist
farm-team convinced the walls would best
in khymcr beige. In imported memory.
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DOUBT & DOGMATISM

J e a n D a y

Skeptical Questions

Once upon the book began
in front of one a science
of what original experience?
Next the neighbor
learn no subjectivity
this me I am again
I write
In which lie all
these particulate refutations
of formula. What
need have you for
you? I have already published
too much. Can the skeptic
live her skepticism? This distancing
is only interesting if catachrcsis
entertains. So let the Back View
turn around to the front.
Let electronics think.
Let Naurn and Anna
say hello, machine,
it's a house (they laugh).
I cannot help myself out
of this mess thought
of as order. If all perceptions
are true, no one should feel bad
if I ransack books.
The brilliant rnetricist himself
chose a suburban life begetting

a generation who want to say
everything, and on a grand
scale. Stop me.
Stop. Or all their standards
will go fly.
Terminology is not, of course, accidental
in my poem (my poem) and
a dilemma is named "Of Course"
in the incommensurability of being -43THH
vs. I see now how that scale
conies to rest. So of what
am I evidence? To what
witness? Incorrigible knowledge
of surface, weight, a carpet-covered
table in a small apartment?
We might think of things
then as real rather than
true as a bottle holds
explicit its re-use
without addition or subtraction,
the murky liquid now around
and about. The tower is round and the oar
bent. Annexed
are our simple ideas.
How can you ask me? I do
not and will not. Each
measure has some right stimulus,
each paradox, some sneak
on the other side,
a white, too white, escaped, goose
on a reservoir meant
only for drinking water.
For imperceptible things have no taste
and drop out
from where we were
as far as I can see
having barely scratched the sacred turf
to see how someone really tastes
but in paradise our children
still are bored
and whenever anything tastes sweet
they go.
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Learning Politics

Can language live
her poetry? To work hard
does day?
If day it's light
and we're appropriated
and either three follows two
or M's dilemma is dangerous
for if the blunt prong
melts, what then of difference?
Irremedial (but patient enough
to read) heavy the elements above
looking down on the work
we do suggesting a thought productive
of speech by which the speaker
sees. It may be time to put the book
away to appease
those who strive
at opticality, when surely the mind
knows not what it thinks
in either case.
Her language was not English.
Nothing is internally interesting
or true; not you
or my long itch. If you are a man
you will die at sea
but if a woman have eyes
two abreast
see day
progress without working
harder to define
weak links in logical contradiction.
More of this; it grows
from chat which fathers it: boot
out the door
to the edge of the world
where dead souls squeak like bats
stopping off of course at work, first.
It was you who
thought of counting every citizen,
tooth and I.

As rain clears
so earthworms become manageable
in the grand overall table
kept of natural order. One moves
but its place remains
behind. You're not sure
your idea can carry
out the building of another western
town but how could it? You're
just one idea and
will have left the woods again
for as good a reason as he went there
to begin. In this very
cabin passage
reward may come as story
moves the whole
thing along toward what we seek,
that tilt
of plank over rock, of what the saw
may be composed,
another version of ourselves
invented daily in the pressure,
bite of animal-plant, plant-
animal, work
horse. From these the honors
are done. How?
In their desire to speak

'somewhere out of bounds.
"I do not wish to go below now."
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