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91.

            
               
                  It is with profound ambivalence that we inform you of our feelings.

                  We read feelings as a victory of the particular over the universal.

                  We cannot read feelings as there are always feelings between feelings and under feelings.

                  If we read feelings they would be called readings. Feelings are what we feel.

                  Can we name feelings and do they respond to their name.

                  The name feeling suggests there is something to feel for here.

                  Does it give us hearing. Is it even here.

                  If it is not here is it even there.

                  Also if a feeling responds to a name does it correspond to the name.

                  Or is to respond to a name to correspond to it in part and in part to part from it.

                  Or is correspond what it takes two to, when not there to give one another hearing.

                  To give one another hearing we repeat once more with feeling.

                  Here are our rings taken off, here we lie to play, we play with feeling.

                  Where can we read if the name of the feeling we play with corresponds to the feeling.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
102.

            
               
                  We ask if we feel the feelings that we call ours.

                  Feelings fork like the capillaries of a leaf in the forest.

                  We feel this forest is special. It is formed of numbers.

                  Between one tree and another there always is a third. This is why it is called forest.

                  As for number, is it so named because it is numb.

                  Between numb and numbest, there it is. Nonetheless it too is a limit.

                  No one has ever held or beheld a limit, uncoiled the leaf to roll out the life of its color all over the fingertips. That was a pleasing sentence.

                  The outlines of our feelings lie without the amens of our names.

                  If the numbers are real the forest is continuous.

                  If the forest is continuous the feeling is crowded.

                  If the feeling is crowded the feeling is crammed.

                  If the feeling is crammed the feeling is crushed.

                  If the feeling is crushed it touches no one.

                  If it touches no one there is no one feeling.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
113.

            
               
                  It is possible to describe these hands.

                  You speak as if it were possible to describe these hands.

                  Why is it not possible to describe these hands.

                  What is it possible to describe. Why should these hands be an exception.

                  It is possible to describe numbers. But not hands.

                  Numbers are numb. We have said so. But hands feel.

                  Hands can also be felt. Numbers cannot, not even by other numbers.

                  It is because numbers are numb that they can serve as objects of

description.

                  O hands, subjects of ascription, always my hand or your hand.

                  Ascriptive hands, show us what it is to feel.

                  Is feeling what we do on the outside or on the inside.

                  Is feeling what we do from the outside to the inside.

                  Is it what we do to the outside from the inside. Is feeling what we do.

                  Is feeling what we do when we do the feeling.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
124.

            
               
                  We are trying to make sense of a feeling.

                  Making sense of a feeling is like building a boat from water.

                  Feeling is a field. It is uneven. None of its points is like any other.

                  A field of what. A field of being afield. Afield of what. Afield of being a field.

                  Or feeling is fieldwork. For it involves an other.

                  When it does not involve another, it is called fooling.

                  Even when it does involve another, it may still be called fooling.

                  It never fully involves another.

                  To fight against fooling we think of feeling as feeling about.

                  Feeling about means trying to touch the object of your feeling.

                  It is often done in the dark. We feel about when we cannot see and grasp.

                  How do we feel about each other.

                  We feel for each other. We feel for each other in the dark.

                  We feel for each other in the dark, trying to make sense of the feeling.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
135.

            
               
                  Now is there feeling without feeling.

                  Take your hand. Take your hand away.

                  Why is a hand like a portrait. A hand is a face.

                  Portraits let us feel hands we must not feel. Or is it cannot.

                  What are we feeling when feeling without feeling.

                  Are we fooling feeling. Can we not take it.

                  What is the sign of your hand. The sign of my hand is Libra.

                  It is empty and swings liberally. My other hand is unbalanced.

                  And what is the sign of that hand. The sign of that hand is cosine.

                  What does it cosign. The portrait of war on the news.

                  It is my war by other hands. I do not feel it.

                  It is handy to call on war in a poem. We consign it to manipulation for it makes many pule.

                  Is a war at hand. Will it take our hands away.

                  On the other hand. Do we have hands for the taking.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
146.

            
               
                  There is a you in this poem. Whose you is it.

                  Is it my you. Is it your you.

                  Is there a belonging in this poem.

                  Has it been left unattended.

                  Is belonging a possession.

                  Whose possession is it. Who is possessed.

                  Is the possessed possessed by spelling.

                  How do you spell you.

                  Or is belonging a relation.

                  Is belonging a relation of longing.

                  Is the one it belongs to the one that it longs for.

                  It would be you.

                  Must belonging end with longing.

                  How long is longing.
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                  Time’s fool, you have a красный рот. You know what I’m saying.

                  Also the lipstick rubs off easily.

                  Your body smells like a woman’s body, sometimes quite strongly.

                  Your pupils are like the black pearls of Madagascar. Look at how they sit inside their oysters, that is at their desks.

                  A blazon is that what this is. A night watch.

                  Does it tell time. What does it tell time.

                  Stop, mighty time! For my body is falling.

                  I wake up in the middle of the night and my body is falling. The Babylon of my body is falling.

                  My body is multilingual. It sticks out its tongues but they say the same thing. Ah.

                  It signs signs. Sign, rot. Enter by gate and the inside is rot.

                  Unbowed towers and untoward bowers, rot. Riders on squares with never a river, rot. Images ending pilgrimages, rot.

                  Dead fountains smothered with foliage.

                  O time’s fool. I worship at all your altars. I worship at your красный рот. Ist das mein Rot oder dein Rot. What are you saying.

                  My altars alter. My altars falter. My altars totter. My body, my body, my body, the Babylon of my body is falling.
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                  гу

                  бы

               

               
                  гу

                  гу

                  бы
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                  гу
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                  бы 

               

               
                  ли

                  One anthropologist embedded with a tribe in Brazil has argued it speaks a language that does not admit embedding.

                  In generative grammar, embedding is the process by which one clause is inserted inside another.

                  The anthropologist in question has since been disembedded from the tribe in question. That was the end of his fieldwork. For anthropologists have to be aware of the range of ways their activities can cause distress to others.
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