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prostrate, we nick noise from the big she-
bang three balconies down:  a busted tumbler
cheeky window-frame,     or idioms inaudibly pert

in French       past the Odeon, this is carousing:
divorced from the false ease of the Seine      the chink of human
traces rubbing night — but is it also love

            to inhabit the phantom sleep of hip neighbors?
ear-plucked evidence: in favor of foreign, not
fellow man: this tricked exoticism   hooks time and

again the non-native speaker of languages
so all night long we search for words:         that shade of
indigo not indigo, the entropy an arrogant

profile grants air:    their pulse, and sassy juts
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or three oranges in an Elmwood bowl, the edge
of morning sun an enigma and indicative

of our documentary decline!

how else this blighted language might
make a touch of things, a relic or rind pre-
peel yet wounded            a battered telos

so the dimpled dart of this
& that keeps time — each teleological fold
manifest as leftover

pillow on the cheek;
and much impressed, I brew coffee, digress
into newsprint, do let the ink cling

                                                  
!
 We can act only if we feel [moments] convey and protect us.  When they abandon us [...]

Defenseless, with no hold on things, we then face a peculiar misfortune: that of not being entitled

to time.

— E. M. Cioran, 'The Fall-out of Time'


