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.

Stacy Doris/ 3



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.







