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I.

I took a walk outside into the snow.

It wasn’t snowing, but it was cold;

went out into the woods beside my house,

and took a cup of coffee with me.

I didn’t do much, standing there, but watch,

and, let’s say, five minutes into the stand

I blurted out, Ah Freud, and then I laughed—

because, I thought, I cut a ridiculous figure,

because sighing that seemed something I would do,

although the point was, my mind had shown me

that Freud had moved in these circles undesired

when he said something like, we all are sick,

and we never get better.

I think I felt a nervous, hopeless joy

that once I know was less evacuated;

that is, once I sought my predecessors

as if they had some human secret to impart

or some construction that would appeal to me

because as I could see myself in them

the promise was that they could see

themselves in me.

Today the past speaks among itself,

about another subject altogether.

Today, unreasonably, I can't read

that someone else went through a thing.

In sum, I want truth, not feeling,

or if I have to connect, I want someone

who didn’t stop at going through it;

there's always reasons, but like Catullus says,

Ay, dime, lo que la gente puede hacer,

o en los que pueden tener fe?

So, with the countenance of an ancient stoic,

I fell to the snow and did not move,

although, in fact, I sat down without a fuss--

I only wished I could bend my legs less uncomfortably.

It releases compassion, that we are caused and ineffable,

even as the inability to rage gives lie to the act...

This is the voice’s warm hug of understanding 

whose delight in singing is metered by thought;

one side wants to trust in the society implied by the feeling,

while, with inscrutable certainty, the other side refuses

on the grounds that compassion is just a means

for filling in what's been hollowed out.

Ideally, I would train my mind to dismiss these concerns;

in that, however, the acceptance of despair 

invariably stinks, like an pregnant error.

For example, like a good anthropologist,

I dismissed the rigor of cause and effect,

and then with less integrity than before,

I was much the same, holed up in the snow:

you can't train yourself to think in new ways

when the old ways have been dismissed by mere thinking;

as for feeling out new ways,

that can be trusted even less.

I guess, like a fool, I took Descartes seriously, 

and still do, however much my sense of self 

has declined in the last few months.

Beckett wrote in a letter that there exists

a kind of writing that corresponds

with acts of fraud & debauchery 

on the part of the writing-shed.

He said, I'm in mourning for the integrity

of a pendu's emission of semen,

which he found in Homer & Dante

& Racine & sometimes Rimbaud,

the integrity of the eyelids

coming down before the brain

knows of grit in the wind.

Then he wrote, Forgive all this?

And asked, why is the spirit so pus-proof,

and the wind so avaricious of its grit?

As if the problem lay in the scenery,

as if the world had not provided enough,

as if his spirit weren't moving in it!

When the real problem Beckett saw,

was that the thinking mind negates,

and the only positive is the brain's emission.

And it would be nice to trust in our bodies,

but we know that the darker half has desires too,

and to trust is an act of the mind,

and the mind can't trust

what it can't criticize.

Thus thinking is motivated by the unthinkable,

and yet thoughts could be trusted

if perhaps they were coherent.

But the truth lies in what the darker half has given:

and either the subject of thought is a feeling,

or else thinking is thought without truth.

I wish I had Beckett's integrity:

when his father had died, he wrote,

I can't write about him,

I can only walk the fields 

and climb the ditches after him.

But my integrity just asks,

Why not?

and that's all it asks,

continuously,

until I'm forbidden to speak at all,

frozen in fear

of having taken something

I didn't pay for.

II.

Q: Why do philosophers love reason?

A: Because they love order.

A: Because they love to argue.

A: Because they love to be right.

A: Because they love the feeling of a thought.

A: Because their feelings are a mess.

A: Because their older sister was a mess

A: Because the world is a mess.


A: Because they were taught to love it.

A: Because they were taught not to love it.

A: Because they were not taught to love it.

A: Because that’s who they are.

A: Because it’s not about them.

Q: How is it not about them?

A: Because they don’t have to trust their darker half that feels for unknown reasons, thinks for unknown reasons, for unknown reasons doesn’t think, doesn’t feel… There’s something else.

Q: Something else?

A: Reasons was supposed to be true despite us.

Q: And you want that?

A: Well…

Q: Why do you want that?

Q: Why do you think you want that?

Q: Why…

…

A: Thank god the humanities and the sciences have been separated.

Q: Why’s that?

A: It keeps scientists busy with the right problems.

Q: Doesn’t the unjustified act of choosing a problem make the use of reason problematic?

A: Only if you’re in the humanities.

Q: Why’s that?

A: That’s where we keep the unsolved problems. No matter what problem you choose, it will be problematic.

Q: Problematic in what sense?

A: It was your word.

Q: But still?

A: Humans are left with nothing they can explain.

Q: What lies at the heart of the search for authenticity?

Q: Can we have just one thought or feeling we can trust? Just one thought or feeling in which we can take the simplest pleasure?

A: No.

Q: Why can’t I take pleasure in the feelings themselves?

A: Because I want truth.

Q: Haven’t you answered yourself into a corner?

A: I shouldn’t mind living in a corner, if I knew where that was.

Q: How can you feel this way? Isn’t it worse than unreason? And then to write a poem about it?

Q: How should I act?

A: You could let your darker half speak. You could lie in bed for fourteen hours, dreaming just to abdicate ulcerous control, seeing just to see images specially made for you without the work of a decision.

Q: Perhaps it isn’t making decisions that frightens you. Perhaps it is that you cannot trust your answers?

A: Retreat.

Q: What is free will?

A: A paradox. To act without cause, and yet to own the act; to act without necessary reasons, and yet with reason; to act and be able to stand behind the act.

A: Irrelevant. This existence is entirely passive.

Q: How do you mean?

A: I give everyone the benefit of the doubt, because I am seized by doubt. I cannot judge anyone because I cannot judge myself. 

A: One would wish it to be otherwise.

Q: Do you love reason?

Q: Is this poem a reflex?

A: I can’t say.

Q: Is your relationship with poetry to be that of a nocturnal emission, a hazy awakening, and inspection by the 3rd party the following morning?

A: In the long run, feeling doesn’t cut it.

Q: And so?

A: I would like to be angry about something. I would like to have opinions and goals. I would like to have new and interesting thoughts.

III.

I took a walk outside into the snow,

that is to say, I began to conceive a plan

to figure out, in the end, who I am

and, at last, renounce the temporary measure

of poetry.

