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NOTES FROM THE FIELD 

A confession is a poorly timed thing.
A prison is a structure of feeling, too. 
I am unfree from the vulgarities of intimation.
I experiment with the clay of the social imaginary.
Only the buzz of the ineffable holds my attention as of late.
Are we in agreement that shame is seldom politically useful?
The political is preceded by the discomfitures of embodiment.
Embodiment is a losing game. 
Yet, here you are.
I still have not found what I am not looking for.
Teach, if only to rail against the poor and impoverishing habit of vicarious reading.
What form might an insurrection of the intelligible take?
I want to say something surprising about the spoils of an aesthetics of equality.
I chip away at the rift between location and desire. 
I bet you daydream about being carried away by a cliché. 
Just like that. Unquestionably.
We are in an afterlife of the horrors of the twentieth-century called the supernatural.
The border looms as the impending atmosphere of the whole world.
Over-stimulated, dizzied, I am engrossed by the reverberations of the un-institutional.
Yes, that was a reference to Foucault’s “Friendship as a Way of Life.” 
I am always referencing Foucault’s “Friendship as a Way of Life.”
I oscillate between Grindr and an essay about Toronto’s Grindr serial killer. 
This is a reference to Foucault.
My boyfriend farts and I politely ignore it. 
Later, I say: You know, it’s okay for you to fart near me. As long as it isn’t like horribly smelly!
This too is a reference to Foucault.
I am in a world in which singularities collapse onto singularities.
I am a grammarian of a singed language.
A semiotician of associations made from outdated terminology.
One’s unimaginable life is another’s copyrighted guilt.
You can decide for yourself if a poem should be about anything.

— Billy-Ray Belcourt




