

















































































































































































































only proceed to deplane. Looking for society
in a lamppost will not necessarily eliminate
need for empirical

evidence. There are the

below-the-surface conduits

to consider. As a rule, I keep

my mittens in the drawer. Structure

is metaphorical, function metonymic. Meaning
my aim is to blur

the distinction between logic and normalization.
(““Though I still don’t get how confusion

is supposed to be positive?’’) Are they literally
bricks or are they literal steps? The infernal
machinery of missing harness, by the bus,
gates close to malediction, as in

get off my bunt, churning

in make-work flirtation, shocked to find a bandit
loosened . . . Venetian red (Rem), prussian
ultramarine (Rem), shiva red, thick

red, thick pink, thick ochre, medium green
paintstick (thick), thin black, thin
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ochre, thin

red, paper palette, tissues, garbage bags,

wax.

Yet it is the virile voice of authority, the condescending
smugness in tone, that is thrilling. What

does it matter that he hasn’t any . . . ‘‘Creative
goals and financial goals are identical: we 'just
have different approaches on how to research
those goals, and we have different definitions

of risk.”” A localization that may not

dovetail with forced archaization, which

is the groundswell of our importunity. &
speaking of ‘‘pressmen’s licence’’, here is a truly
novel instance of ‘‘creating facts’’

riddled with holes like baloney. Respond:

yes or no. The point not to right wrong

but to come to terms

with error. It’s not only

the wrong road but the wrong

destination; still if

there’s no way back, there’s company
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in the

loss. Heeding without ceding . . . Couples
dancing in the snow, in the blinding

light. No matter how much you protest.

“If I'd have lived longer, I'd have lost

even more money.’’ For months he retreated
into his inner sanctuary, emerging only for meals
& sleep; once, stealing through its

locked doors, we briefly glimpsed

the spot: bare

walls without furniture or implement, floor
covered with thick black

loam. Better

a barber than a splendor

be. Fool’s

gold

is the only kind of gold I

ever cared about.

The men, having lost their comrades in the
explosion, returned the next day to the mine

& the memory: what other
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image of courage could have

so little capital & so much

weight? The salt

of the earth is the tears

of God, torn for

penitence at having created this plenitude

of sufferance. So we dismember (disremember)
in homage to our maker, foraging

in fits, forgiving in

forests, spearing what we take

to be our sustenance: belittling to rein things
in to human scale. A holy land parched

with grief & dulled

envy. The land is soil

& will not stain; such

hope as we may rise from.
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