
The Dog Ate It

That’s my story and I’m sticking to it.

Or perhaps this happened again.

Or maybe this happened.

Make it stop.

Oh well. Could be worse…
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Could be raining.

 

Such a Lovely Word

Everyone has a set of favorite words. Even if you’ve never
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thought  about  it,  you  have  a  go-to  collection  that  would
represent pretty nicely in a wordcloud illustration. Even with
kids and teens (allowing for some obvious weighting towards
utterances  such  as  the  quotative  like  and  whatevs<fn>Like
totaly, like, whatevs.</fn>), there are just certain words
that work, that ring, that roll off the tongue and end up
becoming as much a part/reflection of your public identity as
your choice of clothing, car, music, &c.

And so we observe our friends with their own style: some who
regularly use quite as a modifier; others who would die rather
than say utilize rather than use (or vice versa); and even
some with a let-us-say narrow linguistic palate v. those who
seem  to  have  eaten  a  dictionary  and  logorrheacally  spew
synonyms  and  obscure  references<fn>Geez,  don’t  you  hate
that?!</fn>.

Which brings us somewhat discursively to one of my long-time
faves: discursive. I’ve always taken this to describe a style
of speech or writing that trips along more or less aimlessly
from point to point, an amble, rather than a march, toward
some destination at which we shall inevitably arrive, albeit
with some mild surprise/disappointment at the banality of it
all.<fn>Kind of like that sentence.</fn> A great example is
the classic shaggy dog story, of which, say, The Big Lebowski
is the classic exemplar.<fn>From Wikipedia: “In its original
sense, a shaggy dog story is an extremely long-winded anecdote
characterized by extensive narration of typically irrelevant
incidents  and  terminated  by  an  anticlimax  or  a  pointless
punchline.” Loyal readers of the i2b blog likely experienced
a frisson of recognition just now.</fn>

But I began to doubt my understanding of discursive, so I
opened the dictionary with no little worry that I had been
mis-using this word all these years. And lo and behold, what I
found was this:

1. passing aimlessly from one subject to another; digressive,



rambling

So far, so good. But then…

2. proceeding by reasoning or argument rather than intuition.

Well then. What we have here is a word that means both itself
and its opposite, and vice versa. My excessive fondness for
the word has been validated; it’s even better than I thought.

In honesty…most of the time my thoughts rattle around like a
BB in a bucket, like a carrot in a bathtub, like a… Well,
there I go again. Your Narrator often finds himself bouncing
from pillar to post, often with a vague destination in mind,
sometimes not, but always confident that the destination will
be  worth  the  journey.<fn>How  we  get  there  is  where  we’re
going?</fn> So off I lurch, dictionary recently eaten.

And admittedly, I happen to love writers who begin in one
place, proceed to the next logical checkpoint, and then veer
off into pasta-knows-what twisty turns and digressions that
lead  one  to  think  that  either  the  narrator  or  the
reader/listener has lost touch with reality, only to arrive at
a conclusion that elicits a “holy shit, where did that come
from?” reaction alongside a recognition that there was really
no other possible destination, all things considered, though
we never could have guessed at the outset.<fn>Let’s consider
this a codicil and corrolary to one of the ruling precepts of
the blog, that being: resolved endings suck.</fn> Consider the
explorations  of  Waterloo  and  the  Paris  sewers  in  Les
Miserables.<fn>The novel, not the musical. I can’t even bring
myself  to  watch  it.</fn>  Consider  James  Burke’s  fantastic
excursions in the TV series Connections; the flights of fancy
in  Proust  and  Wallace  and  Barthelme  for  example,  and,
again, Lebowski. All of the things that appear to be random
and discursive turn out to be…well, given definition #2, they
actually end up being discursive in both senses of the word.



Random? Maybe not quite so much as it first appeared.

Are your Narrator’s discursions actually random, or do they
instead conform to some deeper pattern of rational argument
that  could  not  be  clearly  revealed  through  a  more
formal A+B=x  sort of explication? Consider who you/we are
asking?  What  kind  of  rigorously  logical  answer  can  you
possibly expect from someone who just danced you through 650
words to get to the question in the first place?

And furthermore: What in perfectly fresh hell is a picture
of Satan’s Dick doing at the top of this ramble?

Think about it people. This is a post about discursion, which
is exemplified by the shaggy dog story, which is in turn
exemplified by The Big Lebowski, which is itself all about
bowling. And discursion. And some other stuff, too, but do we
have to spell it out?

Wheels within wheels, my friends. Wheels within wheels.

Sartre Got Nuttin on Me

A Monday has come and nearly gone, and the Writer remains
chained in the dankness of his scribbler’s warren, seized by
the  bitter  darkness  that  attends  the  cold  winds  of
hopelessness  and  despair.<fn>These  are  metaphors,  you
know.</fn> And yet, as the daylight wanes and the hoarfrost
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descends, there is no post. No hope. Only a bleak, suffocating
sense of emptiness.

What harsh deity delivers this wrath upon my sensitive – yea,
though ceaselessly questing – spirit? What miasma of gloom
places its icy, bony fingers on my neck, reminding me of the
impossibility of relief, the sheer and forbidding rock walls
that bind my very soul?

Yes. It is The Bachelor/ette. On ABC.

My Women<fn>Implying no sense of ownership, naturally, but
merely  referencing  our  familial  proximity.</fn>  watch  The
Bachelor/ette. It is a time for chocolate, popcorn, and (well
deserved) hyper-critical fashion commentary. The girls, they
bond and giggle, they take a well-deserved break from the
rigors  of  their  jam-packed  lives.  They  have  earned  their
pleasure.

Alas, the presence of this program within 100 feet of my
person is the televideo equivalent of a thin-needle aspiration
removing my scant remaining testosterone directly from my bits
and pieces. I quail, I quiver, I quest for another tremor word
that begins with ‘Q’. To no avail. There is no exit, no hope.

Because I am Immune to Boredom(TM), I do not fall asleep
during the broadcast. Quite the contrary. Against all reason,
I am consumed by the fabricated dramatics, the over-emphasized
faux sexuality and faux bosoms. I confer moral judgments and
establish favorites among those competing for their shot at
true  love,  but  only  for  those  worthy  emblems  of  strong
womanliness deserving of my affections. The rest are targets
of my withering scorn. Harlots!

Of  course,  my  emotional  investments  are  well-shrouded  by
snark, by sarcasm, by base commentary on the lack of basic
intelligence exhibited by, well, everyone on the show. I am, I
realize with a frisson of self-satisfaction, a laugh riot, the
personification of comedy gold, mirth made flesh. Certainly my



witticisms and piercing bon mots earn me the accolades of My
Women<fn>Again, proximate, not property.</fn>, spurring them
to cast roses at my feet and gently slip bon bons between my
wise-acreing lips?

Alas, no. No prophet is extolled in his own land, and instead
I face umbrage and exile. And now I will never know which
animatronic inflatable will claim the heart of our hunky-yet-
sensitive man beast who only wants to find true lasting love
just like every good man before him has done – by sleeping in
succession  with  16  conventionally  beautiful  women  with
genuinely stunted mental capacity.

America.  Freedom.  And  I,  lonely  man,  am  cast  off  the
island.<fn>Different show, I know, but the meta-metaphor that
connects one sliver of the…oh fuck it, you get the point.</fn>

 

Soft rollout part iii – Grand
Opening on Monday
Join  us  Monday  morning  for  the  Grand  Opening  of  this
emerging blogular powerhouse. We’ll have cupcakes, candy corn,
fruit  punch,  frozen  egg  rolls,  and  Jager
shots. Please invite all your cool friends who don’t realize
they’re cool.

In  the  meantime,  here  is  a  piece  of  awesome  from  the
mental_floss  website.  There  will  be  a  quiz.
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