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Morning Stream of Consciousness

Part Five

I better get going. This is getting away from me again. As we 

speak. As I write. Words are so slippery. I said this before in my 

previous work. Words are so slippery. What about the 

punctuation? The grammar?  Both nagging thoughts. Oh yes, it is 

coming out upright today. Much the same as yesterday. I guess 

the punctuation is up to me. Getting away from me as we speak. 

As I speak, as I squeek. Coming out upright. The letters are 

upright, not slanting today I'll have to choose the punctuation 

myself. Period, comma, dash, quotation---You know, the whole 

schmeer---spelling too, although spelling is pretty much 

determined in advance. Trailing off now.This is, oh yes, the 

grammar too, also, as well. Isn't English versatile? So many words 

to choose from. That's it You choose. Good or bad. An ethical 

matter. I'm having difficulty right at the start. At the beginning. 

You help me. Help me choose: a period, a comma, a dash. It's all 

so important. It really doesn't amount to much. A hill of beans. A 

mound of beans. It doesn't even amount to a beanhill. Seriously 

though. What should it be? What should they be? You choose. 

You choose for me. I'll let you choose. I won't have any choice in 

the matter. It doesn't amount to a hill of beans. Don't make a 

mountain out of a molehill. As I've said before. Making a record. 

A recording. Put it on a disc. Write it down. Whatever! Whatever 

is bad. Not good. An ethical matter. I'll have to choose: a comma. 

A dash here, a dash there. Here and there. So small. So little. So 



unimportant. Hither and thither. Like man today. It all hangs on 

the punctuation. So much meaning in a tiny little thing. Like man 

today. It all hangs on the puctuation. You know what I mean. It all 

hangs. Like man today. So small. So little. The punctuation means 

so much. He means so little. It means much more than you think. 

Man the punk. The punctuation. A litle punk in the universe. So 

small. So far away. So tiny. A mere speck. A mote in the eye of 

the universe. Man is so small. I can't emphasize enough how small 

man is. A mere speck in the universe. This is becoming redundant. 

I'm beginning to sound like a broken record. A bump in the road. 

It's beginning to throb. A symptom of illness. Man in the 

universe. Making a recording. Keeping a record. This is getting 

away from me. As we speak. As I speak. Calm down. Calm begets 

calm. Calm is calm. I'm calm. I'm not. Don't work it up. I'm calm. 

I'm not. Slow down, speed up. Stay with traffic. I never do. Not 

at this age. By the way, how old is this man? This guy-man-fast 

becoming a robot. Four thousand years old? Or is it more? Even 

older than that. Man, fast becoming a robot, so small, so little, so 

tiny, a meer speck, a mote in the universe, old by now, getting 

older, keep up with traffic, computer hell, computer heaven, CPU 

heaven. Faster and faster. Keep up with traffic. Traffic on the 

Internet. Too old for that. Too old a man. Man in the universe. I 

can't say that. Inchoate, undecipherale, perfectly clear, 

perfectly loud. A song on the radio with the emphasis on the o. 

On the radio. On the o. I can't say that. The information 

superhighway. Internet traffic. Keep up with traffic. As it says in 

the manual. The information superhighway as it says. I can't say 

that. It hasn't happened yet. Getting ahead of myself. 



Information highway to heaven. High hopes. I can't say that yet. 

A song on the radio. Punctuation. Punk-chew-a-shun. James J.. 

Jimmy J.. I'll introduce a name here. Punk-chew-a-shun. A period. 

The end. A dash. Slapdash. Hastily put together. Gerryrigged. All 

this means so much. Means so little. Fast becoming 

indecipherable. Punk-chew-a-shun. It will mean something in a 

minute. A certain rate of speed. I couldn't come up with it. 

Ninety-nine percent work. One percent inspiration. A song on the 

radio. Internet traffic. A sense of security. Security is of the 

utmost. A red herring. A blue herring. A horse of a different 

color. Security on the Internet. Cyber thieves. Cyber criminals. A 

new breed. Nothing new. It's beginning to throb, to beat. This is 

all getting away from me as we speak. A song on the radio. Bring 

in extraneous elements. Tom W. My cousin. My kissing cousin. 

Wait a minute. Wasn't he a man? That would make me a homo. A 

gay person. A gay guy. It's all perfectly logical. This all leads to a 

conclusion. Bread and water. Logic. Cyber criminal. Like a criminal. 

A thief. A word robber. Others' thoughts, ideas, pictures. A 

thief, a criminal. Crimmins Violenzers. That's me! It looks, at this 

point, that I'm a criminal. Thomas W. Stealing style. It comes as 

second nature. I reach an impasse. I forget. The mind forgets. 

Making a record for that. Of that. For that reason. Reasoning 

itself. It's all so logical. This must have stuck in my mind. Stuck 

in my craw long ago. How many years now? A song on the radio. 

Internet traffic. It's all changing gradually, rapidly, quick. Make 

sure it's legible. Decipherable. Scratch like a chicken. A chicken 

with lavendar eyes. Turn into a chicken. Irrational. Totally, 

completely irrational. A man can't be a chicken. Plain speaking as 



it were. This turns out to be reasonable. Completely insane. How 

can a man turn into a chicken. A cowardly chicken. A brown cow. 

It's absurd. A man can't be a chicken. That's completely 

ridiculous. As I've said before. Straight from the horse's mouth. 

Don't look a gift horse in the mouth. An Orwellian nightmare. 

Didnt even happen. Happening right now. Words at my disposal. 

That's it! Someone said. One huge acronym. The English language 

reduced to one huge acronym. That'll do it. Faster and faster. 

That'll do. Isn't that eloquent? A big chicken. More of a man 

than I thought. A big chicken. Squawking like a duck. Quacking 

like an eel. Completely absurd! A man can't be a duck. Totally 

illogical. Sick. Quacking like a duck. Like a duck is much better. 

Realer. Reel after reel. Really now! The Virginia reel. A stately 

dance. Get it right. It's a joke. The joke's on us. Man the 

magician. The tiny little speck. Man the alchemist. That's it! Turn 

words into gold. Something that lasts a long time. On into 

eternity. World without end. Word without end. Dribbling off. 

Sam B.. I'm a criminal. Son of Sam. Lock me up and throw away 

the key. A prisoner of my consciousness. Of logic. Bread and 

water. Who said that? Who did I say what to? To whom? All this 

is recent. Hot off the presses. A big cliche. An idiom fast 

becoming a cliche. You know what that is. Diddle down duck. Fast 

becoming a cliche. I can't depart. I've said this before. Becoming 

repetitive. Like some jobs. Redundant. A record. A recording. 

Who's going to read this crap? Punctuation is all. A period, a 

comma, a dash. We're running out of time. That's it! A theme of 

some sort. Something to rhyme with something. To go with 

something. A man and a woman. Getting weaker. Give me some 



food. Make a paragraph. A glottal stop. Relieve the monotony. 

That's nice. Three o's. One long comma. A bunch of words leading 

nowhere. A run on sentence. I forget. That's the trouble. The 

mind forgets. Make a record. Jake brakes are forbidden. Strictly 

Verboten. Keep up with traffic. No chance. Not at my age. 

Internet traffic. Faster and faster. It's going to explode. CPU 

heaven. Processor heaven. What do you call it now? A rose by any 

other name. Slow down a little. A huge whirligig. A machine out of 

control. Get a grip. Get a hold of yourself. Ahold of yourself. 

Make a recording. Put it on a disc. Put it on my bill. Quack like a 

geek. A duck bill platypus. This is beginning to sound redundant. A 

bump in the road. A fork in the road. Squawking like a duck. Like a 

psychiatrist. A big Quack. Sam B.. My father.. My father is dead. 

His words live on. Put it on microfiche. On microfilm. A permanent 

mark. Barking like a tree. Screaming like a lion. X marks the spot. 

Ground zero. A cybercriminal. Subtles and Crustaceans. X marks 

the spot. Hit the spot. Ground zero. Off the mark. The law of 

contradiction. Sign on the dotted line. Plunk your money down. 

This is beginning to sound pretentious. Something to avoid. So 

logical. Try to make sense. Dollars and cents. It's all so logical. 

Rational. Totally absurd. As others have said. Sam B.. Especially 

Sam. Sam the Great! This is beginning to sound pretentious. 

Sorry about that. Don't take umbrage. Edit it out. Rule it out. No 

pretense. No claim to fame. All tomfoolery.Tom W.. My cousin. 

Kissing cousin. This is stale meat. A record of having said 

something. Something brief and inexact. Look it up. Use the 

dictionary. Go to the videotape. Dick-shun-airy. Get away from it 

all. Take a vacation. A permanent vacation. There's a lot to be 



said for these old songs. Drop out. Get back in the race. Drop out 

of society. Go on a vacation. As it slowly winds down. Down the 

road a little further. The Internet superhighway.  A road leading 

nowhere. Expand on that a little, will you? Patulously spreading 

out in all directions. Cyber crime. I'm a criminal. If I were, I 

wouldn't admit to it. Put a name to it. Tom W.. Sam B.. Son of 

Sam. Samson. All aliases. Somebody said something once. You 

can't escape. All perfectly clear. Clearly. Iron clad. Bread and 

water. Logic. Perfectly clear. Make no mistake about it. Bite your 

tongue. Upright today. Cyber criminals coming out of the 

woodwork. Total recall. At the risk of becoming a bore. Of 

becoming boring. I'm going to stop now. It's time to stop as they 

say. It's not enough. One thing can't be two things. The law of 

the excluded middle. It will have to do. All idioms fast becoming 

cliches. Language is changing today. It always has. A living, 

growing, organic thing language is. The English language. Lingua 

franca. All over the world. Throughout. Throw it out. Throw him 

out. All over the world. Turn it off. Turn it on. Always on. 

Internet traffic. Cyber criminals. Cyber minds. Slow down a little. 

Speed up! Keep up with traffic. Always on 24/7. Turn it off. Get 

some rest. Take a vacation. Drop out for good. Never come back. 

Physically impossible. Man the magician. Mandrake the magician. A 

proud man can still sing. A song. A huge epic going back many 

centuries. Covering eons of time. Since time immemorial. Things 

I've thought. Notions. Eye candy. I must have cum. Reached a 

climax somewhere back there. Writing with jis. Gism. Too soon. 

Too late. Coming and going. A pine box. Come up with something. 

Something new. There's nothing new. Nothing there. Man the 



murderer. Kill the lights. Who knows? What happens next? I 

must have cum back there. A dead skunk. In bad odor with 

someone. A dog returning to his vomit. A big cliche. All idiomatic. 

Idiotic really. Stick to the script. What did I say? I made a 

recording. A broken record. Put it on a disc. This will last forever. 

On and on into eternity. Into the evening.  The word incarnate. 

Jesus Christ. Adolf Hitler. Good and bad. Black and white. An 

ethical mattter. Choose a theme. You choose for me. An ethical 

matter. I'm leaving it all up to to you. You choose: good and bad. 

An ethical issue. Cybercriminals coming out of the woodwork. Out 

of space. No room at the inn. Many rooms. A big mansion in the 

sky. My father's house. Many rooms. Once a hotel. Now an 

ordinary house. My mother's house too. Once a hotel. Running out 

of space in this house. That's it! Head for the moon. Make tracks. 

Go to Mars. Make room. There's plenty of room. More than 

enough to go around. To go round. Running out of space. Plenty of 

time. An eternity. World without end. Over in a nanosecond. Can't 

stop. Sustain is the rallying cry! Running out of paper. Running out 

of trees. Running out of everything. Plenty of space. Head for 

Mars. Make tracks. Head for the exit. Fire I shout!  Chicken 

marks. Chicken scratches. Not the right word. I'll come up with it 

in a minute. Make tracks. Chicken tracks. Chicken scratches. 

Ideograms. Idiot grams, engrams, graham crackers. I 

remembered. I chose to forget. I'll come up with it tomorrow. 

Turn over a new leaf. That's it. As he was fond of saying. That's 

it!  As he came. As he came in his pants. As he went in his pants. 

The grand event. The first coming. The climax. A great moment in 

world history. A stupendous event. He came in his pants. The 



stain of sin. Veni, vidi, vici. The new invention. The climax. The 

top. The happening. Hit the heights. The psychiatric sickness. A 

fall from grace. Fall down the stairs. Down the steps. Time to 

stop. Continue on. A new vibration. Always on. Stop writing. Stop 

scribbling. You're confused. What a mess. Quelle putain! as he 

was fond of saying. Eureka! That's it! A new invention. Applied 

science. All of my own creating. Stop! Turn it off. At least turn it 

down a little. Just a tad. The script is getting smaller. Man is 

getting smaller. Self atomization. Man is a simple electron. A 

quark, a quack, a squawk, a squeek. He couldn't be any smaller. An 

atom, an electron. The neutron bomb. A flash in the pan. Tin Pan 

Alley. My mother's interest. My father is dead. A man of his 

word. We're stilll waiting for his return. The Trinity Project. 

Nobody believes in that stuff anymore. My mother is very much 

alive. Famous last words. Dying away. Dying out. Me too so to 

speak.  James J.. An Irish writer. Words and drink. Sam B.. My 

father. Son of Sam. Cybercriminals. Mass murderers. The man at 

the top. God the father. His one and only. Jesus Christ. An only 

child. Sit on your hands. Don't hold your breath. Millions of Jews. 

The exact number is unknown. The Nazis kept good records. For 

posterity. Living on. Man the murderer. Killing with kindness. 

Killing with gas. Time to stop. As they used to say in the mental 

hospital. Time to stop. Page after page. Doesn't it get boring 

after a while? Wouldn't you rather be doing something that was 

fun? Getting tired of this. What a bore!  You sure do like to hear 

yourself talk.  Hearing with your eyes. Seeing with your ears. Get 

glasses.  Get a hearing aid. Turn up the volume. Suffer a fall. Man 

is getting older. Old as the hills. A big cliche. A redundancy. Bite 



your tongue. I came into this as if by accident. Logical suicide. 

That's it! Write him off. Don't sell yourself short. Good bye! 

Good day! See you later! As he was fond of saying. It's not your 

shortcomings. It's your long goings. As he was fond of saying. A 

big cliche. This one's for you. A big smackaroo. The kiss of death. 

Man the murderer. See you later. Tomorrow. Time after time. 

Like a dog chasing his tail. I must have cum. Writing with sperm. 

The CIA gave me this pen. Use your imagination. This one's for 

you. A footnote to history. A big cliche. A theme of sorts. A 

repetitive task. Take this job and shove it. So long! Bye for now! 

See you tomorrow.


