BELBEL’S ARGUMENT
(from Conference)

Venerated = Excluded. So’so. Because being means embrace/ what is not.

Swallow yourself
Slinking toward death
Swallow yourself
Your insides are out

Where swallow = avail.

Those who are their own worst enemy, we like. Those whose ardency burns away their
stains. Shower me in smut and garden-dust, only don’t brush me off. You can’t brush me off.
What’s annihilated is always feminine. Doll ‘em up before taking aim. What we’re starting up with

here is a gamble. Prepare to lose. Loss is the only training I promise you. Here’s all you need:

Purify porks.
Name that tune.
Never look back. Itsignifies regret. Reentry: impossible.

Rush,
and once your foothold’s in intelligibility, forge ahead to its extreme.
But let’s talk of the flames:

Fire resembling she who jumps over, fire stomping its feet through the air, formless fire
wherein cries wheel, rich light spilling, arched and moaning, or a horse more dazzling yet than the
burning, or the child astride the back of'such a horse, all aflame, by gold encased, or, stripped naked,
drawing the bow, on the horse’s back, standing:

Disrobe.

Disrobe, because a bird is mortal in her body, as in a tomb. But elsewhere, immortal.

That’s why Plato names philosophy “Severing of Self and Soul.”

Forge ahead to the extreme of the region of dissemblance and there, dive deeper.
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Abird dies, best as she can. Death, when a bird is lodged in her body, is plunging deep into
air and filling up with it. Death, when a bird has gotten out of her body, is lying stretched out on air
until it rushes up, away from the muck.

The drab bird, letting herself be led astray from all sides by the tickling of what falls on the
senses, all tangled up in her parts, cohabiting with the air which she’s let in in vast quantities, takes
a new shape in mingling with the scum. You can scrape it off later. With the scum.

Which way out? There’s no way out. The only way out is to cut yourself off from yourself.

The bird sees such beauties, climbing, as can only be sensed once the senses are obliterated
for good.

Poor you. Ifonly you knew. Ifonly you could see B, what urges it would stir; what longing
to mingle your fluids with all B-ing. But to see B you have to lose your eye and everything else first.
Then you have a chance.

Use me as your lightning rod.
Sleaze the day.
Think of death as your life. Whatever and whenever you think of death, that’s your life.

I’ll number you as time is: numbered.
Now banish the thought.
Addict now.

Sing-a-long:

Choral Song (Wholesale genocide)
O loyal

to loyal puppets

Come:

Neighbors kill neighbors
plumbers kill plumbers

doctors kill patients




e

teachers kill pupils.

To each his own.

Don’t mind the mess:

Corpses clean corpses.

Kill a pig or rape

a girl as your bonus

or both, rape both and
kill both, or both kill
and rape both, or

other way ‘round.

The governor pays
for severed heads
fo.r her cabbage
collection. Pays
good. She’d better.

The fate of those who aren’t destroyed is to go home, over and over again, like a dutiful

child after school each day. To avoid going home: self-destruct.
To self-destruct, you have to:

1. accept the exterminator.
2. see people as A PEOPLE.

When I say “We” that means thought. Our thinking is “we.”

Then mourning and moaning replaced by dying.



If you wish to give me a name, call me “That Afflicted One.” I have power because I can
tell stories. Listen:

I’ll take your existence. That way you never need to worry about it.

The clue: YOU HAVE TO SEE DEATH AS LIFE NOW.




.

Jfrom HoME oN THE RANGE (THE NIGHT SkY WiTH STARS IN MY MoUTH)

5.

messengers is law a gloomy way a firm place in a long existence impossible here

warp your fiduciary rabbit the cleaning fluid as night falls

on the human face. This re-, God as the evil hope an infinite amount words provide a bridge

your nose is blue. Now the breasts are dangling the pope ate a pie

in Freud’s view traces whatever but against stimuli protection with its own store

in which your bank account bulged the larval sac. Ugh your brain

The prime requirement proves storytelling of this state of affairs.

Come unto me in garters and old men’s socks

monastic discipline assigned to turn them away from hopes political world

War and war the traditional property the situation. war is beautiful the metalization of the human
the fiery orchid.

6.

Mouth? I have no mouth. Leg facing personal name. Who are you? As usual was the reply
This garden grows in the sky of mind you gouache the law

of tranquilization split in three the rules of morality

your dry text flatulent as a star

or stare. if you really wish to  walking while standing

The pool reflects it. Drifting granary of airplane sky

quietly walked back a disciple see into one’s

infinite rose bush isn’t. My bougainvillea the pool

eternally in a twofold direction and the other

according  What has the spirit of no thought.

17.

of the loan and relinquish  in the case of the other  their substance the commodity  its use-
value  money as capital and in like manner

pinching the tit, again. He had a big bag with money and words in it, and a book

but perhaps it is only a crash of unparalleled  the last generation  ocean liners, a real world
market

hurting the derby. I’'m asking you to get naked, yes. Penetralia of money

total commodity capital excess their price of production capital enters the 20% if it were not the
average rate of profit = 180,/900

saliva surge  face. Yes the city is vast and the body is made of air and mud  mudpies are our
way  you reek ejected dignities  flower your face

riotous and extravaganza of his banker supposedly guilty, Mr. Bell  a Scottish bank, Banking,
London, 1840

pinned to the couch (again). Your turtle shirt and the house banging the wee bird in stripes

TENNEY NATHANSON / 7



[ Total [3  J15 T3 |
Thirdly: additional which has an individual less than zero.

19.

The room with great kitchen the parlor melo- her an ice-water of the Golden his gift was to sent a
chatelaine a good deal need of toys into a chair and laughed

last time it was darker look harder, like:

bad girl marry him he was bent putting out her hands carefully prepared little speech hesitation
and torturing doubts

I the governor. Therefore I eat rabbit. I eat cheese lieutenant with mustard John the Bap

ever tasted champagne long breath in a very spasm “yams” lobster salad strawberry ice cream and
wine jelly and cocoanuts and mixed nuts

rank with your funk. He pawed up on top of her in the shed it was money

a chamois-skin sack  protector. often seized a half-whittled figure thirty-five dollars sudden
revolt under her bridal all in change

I thinkitisn’t  nice here. Money caused it. Human nature caused it. Hawk

didn’t you have any um “I guess so—I guess so.” His hat drink whiskey “Oh, the hell!”

gone to the florist’s. Englishman came out stood in the doorway carpet slippers and faded
corduroy jack  “Why—why,” he said, hesitating, tapp

21.

Blow of his fist  beloved wife softened  gladly have slaughtered me

if this is a journey there must be soup

His lantern through the night. Here and there by the white plaster

roses grew in the brilliant and blank Mediterranean light, like soap. .

Then he stretched upright hurled a curse at it, times he is as quiet as a sick  up and down in the
dark

you liked it. Cool sherbet  the nipple ring  your bell

Caprain from his garrison positioned himself behind, and people like a certain famous mounte-

The wind. Your naked face in the cool graced light O’Hara said.

One day appearance. Her right hand akimbo and his cap over

After genuflecting at the aisle under the nave, opened, sat down and started looking: girls on the
left, stood by the apse the other window showed behind the tabernacle  dragon.

22.

there is a rope across the trial of it. fled except : the master : camp across
nothing butice. nowind.  flecked by thought

the gate, time died.

stunned; stunning. stung.

crawl before them, warrior birth by dying, stark naked.

he crawled through the copse, on the corpse.




teacher said: own mind. The hermit said: the garden gave a cry, even this golden pheasant, that
sort of power.

Rank with your own face, when I say it

the teacher seized and blinked his eyes. You lose your eyes, mouth

quickly covered with blood : heaven and earth are broken!

25.

The management flesh could hassle this guy’s machinery

ruination pours brimstone on the stone hat you kick the syrup

let them tow. walked inside. “You’re next, mister.” projecting corridor glass cases beautiful
posters, officer’s hat,

unresolved here the grease-gun your silk sleeve fluttering in wind

where blighted inner cities, beaten lulu

lurid game, flat on your back in snow, deep ripple effect

shoulders perched there like seasons a piece of one open

V, amind like a hatin wind  you break

its carefully sized distributor it’s in the buffs

I own the franchise. free. You can’t get out. three  safe  tears

31.

much like the stage manager into his own mind drying chicken after all

cramming your mouth with food your mind with digestible words .
confidence of hope but always her brightest possibility—misfortune it seemed, not alone, instant
terror setting like jello in the box of waxed memorabilia, appurtenances and tears, torn

upon some object by an exertion of strength on

the pianola, your sheets are winding too tonight, goodnight now getting grave

in a chamber not penetrating  was sitting withdrawn the blanch

sheet-like I liked you as a hawk, an awl, a dark shawl made of rain, a pin, a pine

to know him better, I feel closely into his moods, possessing all depth of my, prevent feel

admired for she had come, and was enough, if that were much heaven forgive us!

32.

Mark helplessly. Mark shoved back legs in the air laughing suddenly glanced down opening your
suitable quarters. waves of decoration strata-like  wild boys in the Mari, a St. Louis

Mark’s voice. Johnny blushed. bends down to put one on get stiff shoves him looking

birdcalls afull moon I have my wood sometimes he is braced in his throat

thought feeling the technology throughout the west control

Johnny over in front Johnny belt and scratch

private lent me two quarters decoration  exposed

both stiff  his fish I lay down spirit comes where my blue fire trees and birdcalls

the General raises, irrigation ditch flashing like palms, rosebushes down to massive distance

the top  fading, one word so intense  the body fading  sky breaks



37.

The proprietor. His conventions were it is only when she  her she is not like Major Cal in his
thought of

dragons, lurking behind the apse again playing with fire. What an old conundrum it thought

the shopkeepers rising, forms, he said to him at last you shall pay for best educated thought
unhappy man

what is spadrille? the dog’s teeth bared growling down thought’s best years under an urchin bed
machine

You withdraw the charge? girl and pulled her through she had returned to  from Turton

holding the turtle wax, so that the dragon egg gleamed like fire in the glass kettle held aloft
toward Westminister, even

will be strange seeing thoughtful little suburb Dear me

right down the gaping throat: dog, dragon, proprietor, wax, Major Cal, old unhappy conundrum,
girl man, even the minister from West Turton

because he was ember Miss Quested was unworthy of a guest—scarcely inaccurate not like to
remember roughness to go down to her a cave to get away he desired

sisterhood! to take her seat! Roman Empire! she perhaps a corner, mad, shouted
Guatemala!

41.

old weary young Heaslop had taken poor young Heaslop naturally

to see the turtle—jocularity always enjoys a good shell!

and why should monkeys also? Old Mr. Sorley who was reason why monkeys “share of bliss with
his Hindu friend indeed less to No, no, this is someone from  Crystals

the chandelier fell, shattered into a thousand pieces impeding your dance suddenly vast tundra the
bear the cold wolf and the polar bear forages wish

strictly forbidden to talk  came the reverent “is all right” said Ron  tones. do nothing you’re

sold. Shackelton’s mind raced, then slowed to a grinding halt. Eat your arm now.

Christian name. Then Ron, in the morning, swelled like a monster. room for movements neared
his bungalow seeing you my return ticket. Later, can’t we?

No. snow stretched as far as the eye, milky film, could see no longer. Did someone say gate?

Shook his head. will never understand thing to do with it, not really be intimate pass on serenely

Would he today defy a stray Indian? proud, anxious, I think them ridiculous because I’m half
blind. What are you?

46.

The water is muddied when a bird better shut that dog’s mouth. Play  his spirit stayed at the
mountain  spoke to for eighteen years, “what is it?” time, with what he had heard

a mistake, error buzzing the ratcheted ear canal, damned treacle

Let go! at once and so there is need, is there, for the cushion, dead water? just that, or lean

from the mind’s lattice out into the dangling roses, clouds brushing your face like hair, pumiced
wind, equatorial lassitude




Sy

it’s as if it were before sound and cut off. Can’t cover it, the earth can’t contain it. you’re still not
a sharp fellow

sitting, walking, bending, working, fucking, fucking things up. but it was something else that
drank your soup, ringing your bell. not shard but chard? churr lish igimanthorix,
bluggah, boobella, camforictum, drangoon, runch.

revile people by calling them people is to let down a hook to fish: begging for the place

like the coat rack in the men’s room of what heaven? that’s right, treacle. bumptious and
recalcitrant, ranting, dromedary of the spirit, shampoo of the mind:

left between the lines of verse, both as wholes all at once: very turn of every

ocean, without hope of getting out. It’s like a blind turtle to reach the Other Shore. overturn the
great ocean. walls pressed thought.

47.

change mystery it makes waste basket. tape backwards we uncover noodles

Abby rode hard: tight clear air ~ windless time  macadam crosswalk your bare feet make you a
dead man

literally afraid with its cohort  forget the exciting dead testament, vulgar heap— forgotten—
your letter, my head

like a lantern, beaming. what watch? and the driving snow the pristine lakes covered partly with ice

bones. Look to it. Crooked raver with me, warm and agape, keep spelling it, sit, fright, the fish
chastise agape,

ride the bubble it’s me the film reflecting all you’re wafted or whortled by, so what if it’s not a word

I send it to broken through book. Fourteen years -

on this case, I’m very old for a bubble, tiny white flecks of the pale green pinon and j ]umper leaves,
whortled branches pan to the sun behind them, the sun inside them

and whole noodles named mouse without basket will often make a found man—the wiser brcezc

this harsh death of mind. I want them whipped. Here? To think: jigsaw puzzle of false falling.

48.

Is the bowl old? Explanation, doubt

a cold macaw in the heart’s vast tundra. low stars over the lake partly covered with ice, the mind’s
plankton magically shifted

clear and drunk, sending down that causal mirror. polishing became doubt to hit the ox

if use be mention, saying seeing, sewing: suing for misappropriation direct experience of, the
ghostly shriveled finger should scare you shitless:

whenever the source dignified quiet

the bird, the fox, and the hippo all rested there, chirping or walloping mud in the sun’s soft glare,
slowed down

at that time a problem: small effort and wheels uncalled for, unused above it through

the gate? That gaffe. Nothing but breathing now, breath of the lake and the sun’s breath,
thumping slowly

completely resolve stillness, the four called Doing, say they were

urgent, their hearts through their habits. Because of this none can. Transmitted and waxed.



Earth’s net of reason and
theft. Stone, sea

froth. Not

father

throne.

Fate

the

one raft, net of near. Toad, fern. As shred.
Fasten

red

hat. Fate another fast
end, shatter

of

near.
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The nod,

near

that snare

ofend. Seafern

froth. Far Eden,

hot desert. Eden hasn’t
that

dense eon’s end. Done, then,
as shot raft. Eden

front

a fade. Hades

a shade net.

He sent on

a non.



Draft

sheet. No, a

fetter, a soft forest nest.
Her farthest

end

no farthest

end. Her fond heart
shred

to rend

earth.

Eden a den drone. A raft, then a dent shone.
A heron, a herd sent
on.

A hornet.




Sea tenor. Eden
trash:

hate. Eden

fed

her,

not Satan.

So the

sonnet (shattered
tenor)

sent to thread
Dante’s

heft

and soft

tree. Hand



“THESE DRAFTS ARE PURE,

the future season.

Our sensory ordeal returned

to the ceiling fan. I’d like to

keep it for myself.

Stained water. Livid beyond control.”

Your house of tomorrow

never ceases

to amaze. I have the stool reports
here, at my side,

built on an expectation of peace
like sunlight,

our kind aspirin
of disdain.

(LoaD AND UNLOCKING)

“I’m to bring the grass huts,
Mom is resting .
from the stench. We always sent poor Harold
to clean her
after lunch. He’d no comment.
At fifteen
a bounce
and a chime.”

Loose in cornfield bunker

one’s holy algebra formerly physical education.
Her breathless suggestion

of vegetables

covered the fire hut,

the great land hid in public

curls.
Can’t the stomach (the doctor said) fit anymore?
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