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When you're young

language is trying to grope you--

don't cop a feel--

you rubble conversations--

shut your ears to songs,

mere mnemonic devices,

and construct thousand word sentences,

periodic ramps and parts

that sweep in blocky shapes

and bend over secrets.

Language is far away,

except verbs in distortability--

you refuse the investment of any word,

seek the grammar of foreigners,

and speak and fight so that

no one but the select 

will understand.

For in mere youth,

it's just language and nothing more

that's trying to touch you--

don't cop just a feel--

you merely rubble conversations,

you rubble mere conversations--

and shut your ears to mere songs,

which remember most things,

and construct a few thousand word sentences,

laughable ramps and parts,

here and there,

that sweep in awkward blocky shapes,

and trip over secrets,

if you have any.

Language is merely far away,

except verbs in simple distortability--

you can just refuse the investment in words,

and seek the poor grammar of strangers,

and speak and fight and speak and fight so that 

no one but the ones you've selected

will understand.

For when you're merely young,

you're just as old

as you'll ever be.
