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But the film is a saddening bore because I wrote it ten times hg‘ﬁ %ofc
or more. W g

Wait, no, that’s Bowie, how did that get in here? Ah, here goes: %,R h
Every night and every morn some to misery are born. *<§'%"§.
Nope, now | hear it—Blake, for sure. %_ %
The myriad choices of his fate set themselves out upon a plate o8
for him to choose, what had he to lose? &%Jé

Oh, please! Don’t try to rip off VU. ““; o
Don’t push me ‘cause I’m close to the edge... %gig‘g
The incomparable Grandmaster Flash, there. Nice, but not mine. o %
What have I become, my sweetest friend? Everyone I know & E
goes away in the end. 2

Yeah, nice try; Reznor (though Cash sings it in my head). 2 2

Hmm, it’s in here somewhere. Oh, maybe this:

Bam, bam, ba-bam, ba-bam, bam, ba-bam, I wanna be sedated...
No, no, no-no, n-no, no, n-no, it’s your old pal Joey!

So, this is how liberty ends, with thunderous applause.
Wasn’t that Queen Amidala in Star Wars? Wait, this sounds like me:
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Blood and fire are too much for these restless arms to hold... ,§§
Oh, that’s good—is that mine? Nah, Indigo Girls, of course. E@?-%
Hmm, what about any of these? ﬂjgrﬁ

Here’s Dylan Thomas, Dostoevsky, Dickenson, and there’s Bob Marley, %’&

o
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Robert Smith, Langston Hues, Whitman, Maya Angelou,

Bowie, Baldwin, Rumi, Plath, William Burroughs, and the Clash, a:St
Cohen, Waters, Iggy Pop, Sly Stone, and Vonnegut, :g:
Sonic Youth, Lorna Dee, even sullen Morrissey, C’fé
“Keats and Yates are on your side, while Wilde is on mine...” % ¢
e

g

Ah, here it is, this is my poem: e

I have feelings about things; and I have meaningful thoughts; -%i =

and [ want to express them with words; and my, it’s just so beautiful; 78
and oh, how it hurts so much; and time passes and everything fades; ‘%’ e
and it makes me laugh; and it makes me cry; E,Eg
and suffering is a cardinal truth; and kindness is the meaning of life... iﬁ%
%ot
Dammit, that’s all been said, too! ?’ﬁ
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htElE midn 't have Yo tand! In the end ):01.1‘11 still be you 4
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Literature; = {t €T | W(t) ANI(t) A M(t)}

Lit iff it exceeds immediate context and produces enduring
significance?
Sure: Li(t) & W) AI(t) AM(t)

Lit intrigues beyond context if it’s meaningful outside
origin?
Okay: I(t) & 3r,c,g (E(r,t,c,g) A(c,g) # Cy(t))

Lit persists through ongoing reinterpretation.

As a dynamic network:
And across generations:

vt e L, 3t' € L:D(t,t")
vtel dc€C,gEG

Lit grapples with questions of life, the universe, and
everything!

Yes, something like:
With non—uniqueness:

vt €L, 3q € Q:G(t, q)
-3 P vt (L(t) & P(t))

No single defining predicate equivalent to literature?

Hm, maybe reader-relative: Vry,r, €R, wy # wy,
So then: L,(t) = a,Lp(t) + L-Lc(t) + v Lg(t)

W(t) AI(t) AM(t)
ATt'D(t, t")

L(t) &
Wait, are you saying:

Yep, subject to: L(t) = a,Lp(t) + ByLc(t) + y-Lg(t)

In other words, with no uniquely sufficient predicate,

Lit’s equilibrium definition differs for every reader.
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Choice Tone of Voice

Inasmuch as this poem rejoices tone choice,
1 shall use for its tone my poet-y voice.
Inasmuch as my tone is uniquely my own,

to others it may tend to prattle and drone.
Inasmuch as it prattles and drones on and on,
my reader may think that my reason has gone.
So perhaps a new voice for this tone of choice,

for one should not sacrifice reason for voice.

oh HELL no
turn it up baby throw your voice to the sky
make it go mile high let the choice tunes fly
its your voice its your choice got the freedom to try
heres a tune in your eye tones never lie
toney ba boney get your tones right here
gotta lotta of funky ones to choose in here
feeling undertoned well you can tune it here
groove it like youre tuned into the atmosphere
Ahem, as [ was saying... “The rain in Spain falls mainly on the plain.”
ahem ahem you mean as you was interruptin
the gooch in scooch preys mainly on the pooch
Look, if you're not going to take this seriously then I'm leaving.
go ahead leave then see if | care
don't let the door hit ya where the lord split ya
You’ll be sorry. You need me.
i don't need no pollyanna fable
I throw my heart on the table willing and able
Able to what? Do you even know how to work a doorknob?
dont need it i got tuned up tones and toned down tunes
my voice is my choice and i choose this voice
You'll die without me; there’ll be no more tones, tunes, choices, or voices.
ummm  you point is well seen  so as i was sayin
got the toned up voice and its still my choice

...to temper it with a bit of reason now and then.

Mindfull of Madness

How is your mind, Love?
Perfectly fine, Love.

Mind safe and sound, Love?
It’s not gone to ground, Love.

Head feeling fine, Love?
Right in the mind, Love.

Feet on the ground, Love?

Perfectly sound, Love.

Toys in the attic, head full of static, unbalanced unstable unhinged
unable, rushing headlong toward fulfillment unreachable like the
Sisyphean flight of a firefly in lustful pursuit of the sparkle of Venus,
Love?

Perhaps, Love.

Desperately picking through the slippery remnants of reason, sacrificed
to the delicious, cruel gods of white-hot passion, of pleasure’s devotion,
of poetry in motion, of oceans within oceans of the sweetly painful
flutterings of electric nymphs soaring across the synaptic gaps of a messy
brain, left a greasy, untidy stain upon the altar of one fleeting moment’s
pure understanding of life, the universe, and everything, Love?

No sooner come than eternally gone, Love.

Gone ‘round the bend, Love?
| bend without end, Love.

Oh, Love, we all bend—again and again and again and again and again and :



Ode on a Greeting Card

Forward:

It is my sincerest wish, dear reader, that you understand the nature of
the following piece of rhymed verse to be that of whimsical parody. The
subject matter is as old as life and has been so over-used, analyzed,
debated that there really is no facet upon which to shed new light—least
of all by one as poorly educated and lacking in grey matter as yours truly. If
the farcical nature | have thus described does indeed flow freely from the
page, then | am successful. If, however, the piece appears obtuse in its
desire to actually teach and inspire; if it seems pregnant with originality
and deep meaning; if it seizes the reins of cogent explanation while
revealing the sublime underbelly of the monster in question; dear reader, if
it truly makes sense, there can be but one of two possible reasons: either |
have not done my job correctly, or | have done it all too well. Judge me,
dear reader, or reserve your judgment for one more deserving. In the end
does it really matter? Are we not but mere instances of thought, flesh,
emotion rushing headlong to meet our inevitable salvation or doom at the
end of the universe? Will a god greet us with a smile and tell us that
everything we thought and did matters oh, so very much? Or will the void
cast aside our earthly works and soundly assure us that we ain’t seen
nothin’ yet? Once more unto the breach! Vave 7o ditference!

Recht und Freiheit! et cetera...

We interrupt this forward to bring you news that the author is temporarily
unavailable. This is due to his entirely voluntary admittance to the
Parenthetical Asylum for Mad-Poets and Ersatz Revealers of Mere Enigma.
We assure you that his stay will be brief, just enough time to get his mind
right. Until the event of his return, please avail yourself of the following
poem, the forward of which you have just been treated to in whimsical if not
sensical form.

Most sincerely, the Management.
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Love ls,..
Love Ls Like @ sumanmer’s breeze— Love Ls the bees’ lknees

Love is Like o baylng howl—Love is the widow's cowl
Love is Like the first snowflake—Love Ls a hot spring lake
Love Ls Like o baby's breath— Love Ls the martyr’s death

Love is all of these and more, so many things we delgn abhor
Like stLLLs and roses’ thorns, these, as well, Love's name adorns

Afterward:

Is there really anything else to say? | think not, dear reader. For, have we
not thus established that love is some things and is like some others? Yes, |
touted this poem to be a farcical musing, a literary debacle of the lowest
order. But unwittingly | have opened the Pandora’s Box of post-classic-neo-
modern-sycophant theory that in fact the interpretations of a word meant
to assign an approximation of an emotion, mere chemical reaction to
stimuli, may be as disparate as they are numerous. What, dear friend and
reader, could take a parody of form and substance and rend it so that its
very nature becomes the deepest chasm of meaningful insight and spiritual
awakening? Oh, sweet and innocent reader, get thee to a nunnery and
make haste about it! For | have laid bare the skeletal structure of the
human construct known as the bridge ‘twixt heart and mind! But the
transcendent do not suffer the earthly to negotiate the span, and you will
surely be cast asunder! Are we not human? If you prick us, do we not

bleed? I regret that | have but one life to give! La Dolce Vita!

Excelsior! adinfinitum, ad nauseum, ad...

We interrupt this afterward to bring you news that the author is once again
temporarily indisposed. Currently, he is an in-patient at the Institute for
Ministration and Intermittent Treatment of Acquired Terminological
Euphemismitus and Macro-Emphasosis. Fear not, their caring staff has a
proven track record of success using vacation pamphlets and those
instruction manuals that come with build-it-yourself furniture. We have
faith the author is in good hands and on the road to a swift recovery.

Most sincerely, the Management.




Das Heilige...

Never pray for justice, because you might get some.
- Atwood

Those who can make you believe absurdities can
make you commit atrocities.

- Voltaire

Goodness is about what you do. Not who you pray to.

- Pratchett
Christ stands for love and compassion; Christian

nationalism is Christ's death.
- Naskar

A religion that comes of thought, and study, and
deliberate conviction, sticks best.
- Twain

“Faith” is a fine invention
For Gentlemen who see!

But Microscopes are prudent
In an Emergency!

- Dickinson

...und das Profane

Do not spare them, but kill both man and woman,
child and infant, ox and sheep, camel and donkey.

- Samuel

If you desire to know... ask grace, not instruction.
- St. Bonaventure

This conspiracy to effect the submersion of the white
race under a Negro society must not prevail. We are
forced to take a stand.

- Rev. Dees

God's will has to be done, in unifying people and
companies to get that gas line built, so pray for that.

- Gov. Palin

Our country is not nearly so overrun by the bigot as it
is by the broadminded.

- Archbishop Sheen
Convert or die.
- Surah Al-Bagarah
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