Syndrome

By Kirk Wood Bromley

Egon Covert is in his room. The phone rings. The machine gets it.

Hey, this is Egon.

With gibberish slay

The paragon of putupon
I’m not home right now.

Trite loam brow plow

Leave a message

Press rage for sleaze

That freedom grieve
At the beep.

Little ho-cheap

Can’t lose his creep

Awe fuck
Sorry.

O starry trite

Syndrome, stop!

The machine beeps.

Egon? It’s your mother. Are you there? Your father and I are in town for a play, and I thought we could have some dinner. Egon? You know your father really wants to see you, to eat with you. Egon, please pick up. This has gone on long enough. Well, if you get this message, we’ll be at Café Spice in an hour. Join us if you can. Bye-bye, bubby.

The machine hangs up.

I cannot go.

Poor theory-weary domino
I want to go.

Flaunt your shunt you grunty cunt
Sorry.

Screw me

But I cannot

Your brain is bought
Syndrome will come with.

Grim drone willt vermisch
My dad will smack his lips

No smack daddy no crack shatty
And the peace that never was

Becomes that war that ever is.

Glow your woe it’s the Syndrome show
Go away!

Ticky say nay

I want to do what I want to do.

You’ll be you when I’m thru with you.

Time to tame.

Rhyme to maim
If only for a bit.

You’re lonely for a tit
[tic storm]

I feel like some helpless freak plummeting

Incessantly toward a diversity

Of stasis, raging wordlessly in words

At my self-obliterated self-I-

Dolatry, relating only to the

Relativity of my relations,

Loud, obnoxious, lonely, unloved, laughing

At the common tragedy, squawking

In the silence, clinging to a spasm, 

Liberated by reflex, scrounging thru

Oblivion for urgent apathy.

Quit whining to volatile vermin

Of your researched atrophy
Syndrome, stop!

Chromosome flop

A tic storm sure don’t buy the time it used to.

You’re my fucking zoo
Sorry.

Drain on me
But I can’t do the story

Boring warning
Not again.

Oral bologna
But how else feel myself?

Go fuck yourself with someone else
Sorry.

Blurry worry

In the story lies my freedom.

In my freakdom lies your glory

Fake my power.

Take a scold shower
Essence

Transcendence is excrescence
By spotlight

I’m your capital, enjoy your plight

But this time I won’t stop.

Such polyglot reties the knot

Then out that door I’ll strut.

Sweet the stink to rutting skunks

And straight to dinner with my dad.

Smack smack stop smack fuck sorry smack stop fuck sorry smack smack fuck  sorry smack smack smack
And good morning. I’m exhibit B4

In the mental case of Egon Covert

Vs. himself, and today I’ll be discussing

What I’m doing, which, of course, could mean

You won’t really know what I’m doing

Save that I’m discussing what I’m doing,

But be that fatal most-favored outcome

As it may be, let’s discuss what I’m doing,

Or, rather, let me discuss what I’m doing,

Since you’re not really a part of, or apart from,

The discussion.

Coitus kills us covetous
I have what experts call a Syndrome,

Which is antic tweak for what I’m doing

When I’m not discussing what I’m doing,

And which means lots of things occurring

Under one term, such as the term Syndrome.

Now, my Syndrome is traditionally termed

Tourettes.

Wreckmaster bleck

But as each Syndrome is particular

In its particulars, my particular

Syndrome hate the word Tourettes, as he

Refuses to be named after some random

French physician with a penchant for

Selfish nomenclature.

Snarly goo passé

Instead, my Syndrome

Prefers the word Tourist. Tourist Syndrome.

For you see, according to my Syndrome,

I am a tourist in my own body

He’s a terrorist of ambiguities

And when I say “My own body,” I don’t mean

To imply any sense of ownership.

Yes, I am a tourist in my own body,

So must I behave myself in accordance

With the manners of the local inhabitants

Unfocused babble chants

When in Syndrome

Rue your every woo

The doctor who diagnosed me

With my Syndrome strongly advised that I

Learn nothing about it, for being a

Neurological disorder, it tends

To exacerbate with information;

In short, his prescription was ignorance.

Diagnosis doses on dementia
Nevertheless, I have managed to glean

A thing and two here if there now but then.

The DSM-IV criteria for Tourette

Soaring shit

Sorry. For Tourist Syndrome

Is as follows:

He who swallows drowns in shallows

· Age at onset between 2 and 15 years. My lucky number is 11.

· Presence of recurrent, involuntary, repetitive, rapid, purposeless motor movements affecting multiple muscle groups. Copy.

· Multiple vocal tics. Got em thought em rot em fuck em. Sorry.

· Ability to suppress movement voluntarily for minutes to hours. My main form of suppression is to play at characters.

· Variation in the intensity of the symptoms over weeks or months. Does “bad to worse” qualify as variation?

· Duration of more than one year. I’m still here
I meet all these criteria. Hear ya fear ya cheer fuck. Sorry.

Now, before we continue, I should comment

On those annoying and embarrassing

Little outbursts and twitches I keep having

Lest you think I’m some kind of total psycho

With a strangely named disorder that makes him

Have these little outbursts and twitches

That are annoying and embarrassing.

Those are tics.

Schtick disease
Okay. So, what is a tic? A tic is a convulsive, involuntary, repetitive action having its origin in the synaptic inhibitor system, which, both satisfying and disruptive, feels to the ticker like an uncontrollable urge seeking release.

Peaking deceased
Some of you might have noticed that I

Was ticking much more frequently before

I adopted this very bland sort of

Objective presentational style

Clinician’s clits are cocky cloaked. Sorry. 

And that’s because one of the ways in which

A tourist can suppress his tics is by

Adopting a persona.

Person as penumbra
Other suppressive modalities include:


1) Having a tic storm, which you saw earlier.

2) Having sex, which we’ll get into soon enough.

3) Going to sleep, which I’ll try to avoid if you will.

But of course, as you may have noticed, tic

Suppression is rarely complete, being,

Like the temperature at which the earth

Can no more sustain brutal luxury,

A matter of degrees.

A blather of why-me’s

Now, many lay people associate

Tourist Syndrome with coprolalia,

Which is doctor for “there’s shit on your tongue,”

But my Syndrome loathes this stereotype

As only 15…30…40…80
A small fraction of his participants

Display this socially fractious symptom.

Suck snatch sandwich
Sorry. Coprolalia often involves

So-called offensive language. For instance,

As a coprolalic tourist passes

Someone on the street, he or she will shout

A deeply insulting scatalogic phrase.

Exactly. But note – the speaker does not

Represent in this statement.

Transcendence excrescence

Rather, the inhibitive mechanisms

In the tourist’s brain have malfunctioned,

Allowing thoughts that all possess yet most

Suppress to come moshing past the guard-rails

Of the mouth.

Fuck the south

Sorry. A tourist, therefore, often says in public

What most only think or say in private.

Buy it you’ll hype it
In a world whose main psychological

Thrust seems to be the eradication

Of inhibitions, the coprolalic

Tourist and his uncontrollable urge

To speak his mind must serve as a warning

To us all that the blackhole of repression

Often outshines the sun of honesty.

Ejaculation’s racial bribery
Akin to coprolalia, there is 
Echolalia

O so so la la

Which is the repetition or mutation

Of a word or phrase or sound

All round town brown clowns frown down
The urge

Splurge merge
To echolaliate can be quite strong

Wrong dong sliver
And tho controllable

Rolling cuntable
Sorry. At times

Rotten hymen blues
Sorry. It will out

Willo Goka Fiko Naka Piko Laja Bopi Nada

Robo Mecla Vare Sala Sobo Pani Vuzu Paro

Zima Nana Nama Wayo Kiki Pojo Fasa Doku

And that is why there’s the Tourette

Forget you forget
The Tourist Convention.

Retard detention

The one public place where a tourist

Can let himself go is at the Convention.
This annual event is a change for the entire

Tourist community to come together

And say “We’re here, we’re weird, and…

Fuck this fuckin fuck Sorry.

Before the committee books a hotel,

It carefully prepares the management,

For, thru the process of tic induction,

1,000 tourists in a lobby

Is the phonemo-spastic equivalent

Of an infinite number of monkeys

Banging away on an infinite number

Of monkey-electrocuting keyboards.

Donkey fucking war lords Sorry.

What is tic induction? The incidence

Of one person’s tic triggering the same

In another, which, when tourists gather,

Brings about tic waves that move thru the mob

Like a naughty word at a nursery school.

I’m the king of the castle, you’re a dirty butt castle
At my first and only tourist convention,

I met a woman whose every other word

Was an upward avian woo woo woo.

I woo caught woo this woo tic woo

Real woo bad woo woo woo. And this, my wooing,

Triggered her motor tic – she grabbed my crotch,

So I responded in kind, tic induction,

And woo you woo grab woo can woo grab woo

See woo grab woo where woo this woo led woo

Grab woo us woo grab woo grab woo woo woo.

On the second day of the convention

I encountered the worst case of tourism

Imaginable. For all his jerking,

Screaming, banging, barking, cursing, this guy

Could barely walk or talk.

Mirror fear
He was hand-fed by a nurse, and hand-held

When the time came for drawing off his feed.

Time for this guy was a sound-track of spasms,

His every second the ultimate throes

Of a snake with a stick stuck in its brain.

I think I came

His melt-down prevention casing was so thin,

So tenuous, you could see thru it into

His psychological reactive core,

Like one of those cows at the county fair

With the plexiglass abdomen so the kiddies

Can observe the process of multi-

Gut digestion, only in his case

He was eating himself and shitting tics.

Papping skits

Needless to say, I steered clear of the spaz,

But, I did find out that the crotch-grabber


Had actually slept with him woo woo woo.

I askt her, grabbing her crotch, what it was like,


And she said, grabbing woo my woo crotch woo,


It was like trying to steer a lightning bolt


Down the beak of a hungry hummingbird

While watching world championship ping pong.

Thing throng the twitch is thread

And to extend the overextended,


Foreplay had apparently been like


Trying to shave a gorilla on crack


While bungee jumping in a hurricane

Scatterbrain is dumping scunge


But as the petting progresst, the bluster,


Once so turbulent, soon began to wane,


Until, at the sweet moment of statement,


All went calm and still, but, soon thereafter,


The winds came roaring back, stronger, sharper,


Whipping all in a coprolalic frenzy.

[tic storm] Sorry.

I askt her, grabbing her crotch, if he’d said


Anything during the calm, and she said,

Grabbing my crotch, he’d said, “I’m woo

Glad woo you woo grabbed woo my woo crotch woo.”

Me and the crotch grabber didn’t last


Much past the demure orange walls


Of conventional sanction – tho we spend


Our adult life searching for such a thing,


It’s actually quite annoying when someone


Is constantly grabbing your crotch.

Blabbing your blots
However, that systonic tourist,


I mean, he really hit me where it hurts.

No, I don’t really mean he hit me where

It hurts, I mean something clickt between us,

Sorta like tic induction, only you

Might call it tickle-to-death induction.

Riddle breath destruction
Cuz you know how it feels when you’re tickled?

Delightfully dire, like you just might die


If it doesn’t stop, yet something in you


Doesn’t want it to stop? 

Spot your tot

That’s how it feels when you tic.

And this extremist made me realize

That I’m not gonna die when I’m tickled,

Cuz if this guy’s being tickled-to-life,

So am I, so are you, cuz we all have

This guy within us, contained somewhere deep

And dark in maximum security

For the crime of lack of inhibition.

Slime of slack onanition

He’s your utmost wish, your phantom gene,


The critter at the bottom of your mind


That’s creepy cuz it feels so familiar,

And you keep him there to remind yourself

Of what you’ll be if you forget to push

Your secret “not now” button. Woo woo woo.

Tratama hatama bitama hatama

Watama hatama tratama bitama

Watama hatama soonchkiss.

“Try and say that!” My father jeers.

Life is bilaterally symmetrical and fusionary, subjugated by matters which are purely hypothetical; therefore, contrary to popular belief, it is parenthetical to the main question at hand, which is, of course, the subjugation of matter by nuclear fission.


“What’s that mean?” My father shouts.

Employment – the state of being employed; employed – the state of being an employee; employee – the state of possessing employment.

“It’s the circle of life!” My father sings.

Despite what anyone says on either side

Of the debate about taking sides

On the issue of inside vs. outside,

I know without the shred of a doubt

Head of a trout bread of a lout
That I inherited Syndrome from my father.

My slobber what fart from glutton
He denies it, but I know what I know,

Yet the irony is, if irony is,

Is that I also inherited

From my father my primary method

Of suppressing his other inheritance.

Possess her hairy omittance
For, you see, every time I’d be myself,

My father would say, “quit acting like that,”

So my career choice became obvious.

“Waddaya wanna be when you grow up?”

“I wanna be everything.”

“A man’s gotta choose.”

“I choose everything.”

“But how can you be everything?”
“I’ll be an actor! 

I’ll be a big goof on a tiny stage. 

I’ll be everyone who ever laught at me.

I’ll tickle my fancy for fantasy!

I’ll be cinematic, optimistic, charismatic,

Dramatic, spiritualistic, altruistic,

Fantastic, lunatic, neurotic, problematic,

Psychotic, realistic, enigmatic, tic, tic, tic…”

And welcome students to Arithmetickles,

Where math equals what? Where math equals fun!

Now, raise your hand if you have a brain.

As I thought – everyone save the teachers.

Well, guess what? Today, unlike yesterday,

We’re going to use our brains. So, to start,

I need a volunteer from the audience


To come up on stage. Don’t be shy. That’s right.

Yes, you. Great. What’s your name? Hashimoto!

Rice ball robot
You look like you can count.

Kung fu me sore
Are you ready to use your brain?

Chink about it
Cuz it’s time for Arithmetickles!

Yellow pickles tiny trickles
My inaugural acting gig was this:

An entertaining educational

Schools-at-risk program called Arithmetickles,

Wherein I utilized the exciting

Interactive dynamics of theater

To teach the penniless how to count.

Problem being, the kids triggered my tics.

Wiggered my spicks. Sorry.

Actor out of work.

Sell-out jerk attractor
What you’re probably wondering

Hobnobby underling
Is how this all began.

Impossible catastrophes happen

And basically, it goes like this:

It flows like miss
Everything was great with me.

Be straight with me when you bait me
I was a normal kid

Porno pig
Surfing the mama wave

Cursing the vagina grave

Racing the tracks of transition

Chase your emission
Living my husht disaster

You make meaning stupid faster
When the problem arose, and don’t they all,


In the form of smacking lips.

No smack daddy no bed wetty
But we’re not talking about smacking lips

Or shaking hips or lacking quips or dicking tits Sorry.

Rank want wanky

My first so-called romantic involvement

Frantic devolvement
Which excellently illustrates several

Specific aspects of tic induction

Was with a girl named Lettuce.

Lick the fur-pouch panda
I never knew her real name. Just Lettuce,

And she was definitely that – crisp, green,

And sweet at first, she quickly grew wilted,

Brown and tasteless.

Fortunately faceless
Every day a new complaint, and each complaint

Was a tic trigger par excellence.

“My hair looks awful!” Zap! I ran my hands

Thru my hair until my scalp crackt and bled.

“Seven dollars a pound?” Zap! I began

Counting every letter as I spoke it.

“It’s so humid!” And zap! I could not walk

Without executing this hideous

Salsa of fantastical swimming strokes.

Despotical jimmy jokes

One day, Lettuce met me at the movies,

And she was all excited.

Whitey Afrofrighty

“I’ve started this new buttock-toning technique called IBC-ene – Incidental Bun Contraction, and basically you just randomly squinch your sphincter and it like totally firms your ass. Isn’t that awesome?”

Well, that was it for me. Sphincter squinching

Became my primary tic.

Drain on me

In, out, in, out, in, like I was trying

To suck myself into myself so I

Could go nowhere fast.

There’s a snivel war in my quibble core

Soon, taking a dump was like getting

A colon exam from a ginshu chef

While bronco-busting a snake-bit camel.

Fag’s night out with a bowie knife
Tendrils of plasma spindled thru my spool

Like the colored threads in a dollar bill.

Rectal Scourge Flushington
Now Lettuce whining meant Egon squinching.

“Where’s the train?”

Squinch.

“There’s nothing on!”

Squinch.

“You’re so distracted!”

Squinch.

How the pinch stole middle-class

I needed some anti-squinch therapy,

So the doctors snippt my sphincter muscle.

Spit subliminal word turds
I can move my frozen assets just like you,

But I lack that inner-squinchability.

I see my story now upon the shelves:

“A Cut Below – One Man’s Heroic Struggle

To Relax His Fecal Gasket.” It will be

The first all-rubber washable book.

On the front cover, before and after

Shots of my duodenal comedy;

On the back, a heap of gushing accolades:

“Number one on number two!”

“This book is crap, and I mean that in a good way!”

“I laught, I cried, but I didn’t squinch!”

Flinch pustule
Fringe festival.

Congenital fib

My second acting gig came in the form

Of a play in the New York Fringe Festival.

Dork debuts, cringe visceral
The text was a cut-up compilation

Of found suicide notes brought together

By someone’s schizophrenic niece.

Gun-run the hydroponic crease
It was called “Shut Up – The Amusical.”

Touch up the abuse cycle
We performed in the basement garbage room

Of a Chinese duck sausage factory,

Which, normally enough, also housed

A permanent collection

Benevolent dissection
Of Serbian 

Atrocity photos. The director,

A goth contortionist from Finland,

Had founded the “Theater as Torture”

Institute in his homeland, and whenever

You dared to ask about your motivation,

He’d scream, “You are making pain in people!”

The cast was composed of furloughed prisoners

Looking to shorten assault convictions

By “getting involved in their community.”

Resolved in jejunity
And the design team, well, they never showed up.

We rehearsed for eight months, the running time

Was 12 hours and three minutes, and I had

95 costume changes and one line.

Here’s my scene.

In the game of the snobber, the shun, and the moldy merit.

Fluorescent meat-freezer lights come up

On a tiny, dirty apartment. Objects

Of no discernible metonymic

Continuity litter the space:

A slightly-smaller-than-life cardboard cut-out

Of Grover Norquist that repeatedly

Mumbles, “I’m pregnant with your television.”

Several suffocating Chilean sea bass;

Used adult diapers, unpaid parking tickets,

And a broad-ax slathered in spaghettios.

Two actors stand in the upstage corners,

Symbolizing static humanity.

To the left is Veronica Mythos.

She is 45 or 46, tall

Tho dwarfish, obese yet emaciated,

Facially septic yet somehow quite beautiful.

She is dresst like a wound under fire.

When she speaks, her voice is an equal mix

Of vacuum cleaner trying to inhale

A mug of pennies and Phyllis Diller

After unsuccessful throat surgery.

The man she hates but can’t stop trying to please,

Alternatively referred to as

Ipecac Ice Cream and What Animal

Mating Noises? stands in the right corner

Looking like a NASCAR EXECUTIVE

Who’s just washt up onto the beach after

Being mia for weeks following

Accusations by co-workers that he

“Couldn’t handle the hard shit like he useta.”

He sounds Tanzanian but acts Scottish.

With one hand, he teethes on an ostrich leg.

In the other, he clutches five droopy

Golf clubs, giving him the unbreathable air

Of a failed male fertility god

Or what you get when you settle for less.

Over one another these actors shout:

Capitalism is alienating my authenticity!

Alienation is authenticating my capitalism!

Authenticity is capitalizing on my alienation!

And that’s my cue. My character’s name is

Geometrico Destructionato.

I’m described as the ghost of a zip drive

With sharing issues, and I’m dresst as

A Velveteen Raven on an interview

At the DOD’s “crush dissent” division.

I enter.

“Dr. Seuss touched me down there.”

I exit.

We played one night to an audience of four:


The director, his quest-lord, my mom and dad,

With all subsequent performances

Cancelled due to the entire cast quitting.

Actor out of work.

You stunk my babble schtick
See, every tourist strives to discover

A character whereby he can achieve

A socially acceptable patina,

And if it’s thru participation in such

Macabre, troubling, unattended trainwrecks

Of static humanity, so be it,

Cuz sucking on a stage sure beats ticcing

In the seats; at least when you’re up here

People are supposed to stare and pity.

Commodity comoodity
Am I getting anywhere?

Scared funny
Is this control?

Rolling cunt
Still Syndrome thrives.

Drive cheese miles thru cheese milieus for cheese smiles
Unslept all the while

Reply to the reptile

Set to lunge at the slightest sniff of self.

Whiff tight pelf plunge wet brown fat

This often happens
Sweet sponge fruit sweat mucus disco
When he’s hungry.

Slippery when set

For sex.

Inflex the playtex vortex
One common symptom of a tourist

Is an overactive libido.

Yes, I know. Alibi of alibis.

Hair pie with greasy lies.

But, as tourism is a malfunction

In the natural censoring system,

It would seem sensical that tourists

Present a diagnostic decollage

In which the prevalence and potency

Of nymphomania, chronic onanism,

And abnormal erotic fixations

Occur with statistical significance,

Which is to say, it ain’t no alibi.

I’m segovia of the labia Sorry.

See, as I’ve said, sex, sleep, and thespia

Are three means of pacifying Syndrome,

But the latter two are forced upon him,

While sex is a submission to his liking.

Your mind’s the map of understatement
If sex is the story of survival,

The only re-usable information,

The must-have of the unconditional,

The enemy giving itself away,

The exit that pollinates an entrance,

The path to an impossible moment,

The final piece in an endless puzzle

That buys us time then holds us in its debt,

Then Syndrome is the interest we can’t pay.

Fuck plunge the sweet salt Sorry.

Between my third and fourth high school years

I took a trip to Russia as part of

My foreign language requirement.

You know Russia, the other white meat.

Party on my member

Shortly after arriving, I went to

This groovy American discotech

Where this pimp, Ivan, took me to the basement

And sat me down. “I show you big good time.”

My hammer get sickle

Out he went, and soon in walked a woman:

Middle-aged, tired, distracted, humorless,

She lookt like the mother of millions.

“I am Nona and I pleasure you.”

Healthy pair a stroikas

I puked. Nona cleaned it up with her skirt

“Ivan be angry. We go my place, no?”

No stallin

Nona lived with her mom, dad, and three daughters;

The family was eating when we entered.

“This Egon.” Everyone stared.

“We in my room.” Everyone nodded.

“He from America.” Everyone smiled.

Do me duma

What followed between me and Nona were

The best three months of my life. We made it

Every time the wind pickt up, and the Russians


Called that that summer of storms. My language

Requirement became my body requirement,

And thru the love and desperate affection

Of this shy, sad, sensual woman, I

Not only discovered the depths of sex,

But lived such stretches of ticless elation,

I even let myself at times believe

That I was cured and would not tic again,

A truth I knew not true but lived as tho,


And thru such living was as true as truth.

Woodka and boobka

Once back home, I kept calling Nona’s place,

But her parents always said she was out.

Then one day her father pickt up the phone

And started yelling at me in Russian.

Soon, Nona’s oldest daughter, whose English

Was good, got on and told thru her tears

That Nona had been missing for a month.

Then, a package had arrived in the mail

With my American return address.

They’d all excitedly gathered around

The package, thinking Nona’d run away

With me to America, and that inside

Were Marlboros and Levis and Tom Cruise

Videos. Instead, they found Nona’s foot

Wrappt in sheets of Pravda. Between her toes

Was a note that said this is what happens

To a girl when her trick doesn’t pay.

Nona had been promising Ivan

All summer she’d pay up, but she never

Askt me for money, so, away I went,

Thinking were were off the clock, like in love.

My overactive tourist libido

Had spent Nona’s life to silence Syndrome.

I am Nona.

I am your body language requirement.

I am the mother of millions.

I am Nona of the smooth abrasion.

I am thy milk, my sweet.

Whiny fuckin meaty grinder

Spillt his milt and killt his finder

Stuck her in a locker smell

And there he slunts her organelle
I will now display the terrible 

Diversity of Syndrome’s many tics.

Na na na no no na na na no no
Act One: The Affective Tics

Fights with peers

Attacks adults

Shouts at parents

Extremely competitive

Cruelty to peers 

Cruelty to pets

Lies

Steals at home

Steals outside home

Fire setting

Vandalism

Impatient

Impulsive

Reckless

Easily upset

Excitable

Low mood

Cries often

Sleep problems

Low opinion of self

High opinion of self

Few friends

Excessive need for attention

Ignores directions

Resents discipline

Craves structure

Oppositional

Compliant

Stays out late

Never leaves home

Projects blame on others

Projects blame on self

Insensitive to others’ feelings

Lack of remorse

Overabundance of guilt

Worries

Worryless

Fearful

Fearless

Nervous

Indifferent

Stomach aches

Scared of new experiences

Desperate for new experiences

Happy

Sad

Present

Absent

Phobic

Inert

Compelling

Boring

Lonely

Never alone

Always alone

Second act, the motor tics.

Eyeblinking

Eyes rolling upward

Opening eyes wide

Squinting

Closing eyes while driving

Facial grimacing

Sticking tongue out

Licking lips

Licking shoulder

Biting tongue

Biting cheek

Looking at the sun

Grinding teeth

Brushing hair out of eyes

Sniffling

Vertical neck jerking

Touching shoulder with chin

Throwing head back

Shoulder shrugging

Extension of arms at the elbow

Flexion of arms at the elbow

Flailing arm out 

Flailing arms up

Biting nails

Finger sign (aka copropraxia) Sorry

Flexing fingers

Piano fingers

Smelling fingers

Smelling objects

Picking at skin

Picking at lint

Poking

Popping knuckles

Waving

Inhaling

Exhaling

Gasping for breath

Kicking

Hopping

Skipping

Jumping

Bending

Stooping

Stepping backward

Flexing ankles

Extending ankles

Turning foot in

Turning foot out

Dragging foot

Shaking foot

Stamping feet

Tapping feet

Tripping

Toe curling

Walking on toes

Banging

Blowing on hand

Chewing on clothing

Flapping arms

Hitting self

Kissing hand

Kissing others

Squinching sphincter

Pulling at clothes as if too tight

Scratching self

Shivering

Sticking finger in throat

Twiddling thumb on nose

Twirling hair

Hunching over while walking

Whole body jerking

Act Three: the vocal tics

Animal noises

Barking

Belching

Burping

Deap Breathing

Blowing breath out

Coughing

Grunting

Hiccups

Hissing

Honking

“huh”

humming

motor noises

jet noises

screaming

sniffing

snorting

spitting

squeaking

stuttering

stammering

sucking breath in

throat clearing

uneven modulation of voice

whistling

yelling

smacking lips

These are the tics of Syndrome.

Syndrome’s characteristics.

Or, as Syndrome says, character is tics.

Tic talk tic talk
I’m running out of time.

You’re pouting your mind you whore to stress.

There’s war in my chest.

Happiness is metaphor

Metaphor is Syndrome

Syndrome is happiness
Let me say this.

Banal crisis
Uninterrupted.

Unglitterglumpted

I think that I am that which being sought

Can’t be seen. Such would seem necessary

In nature. Searching for presence implies

An absence, so does the development

Of transparent consciousness seem vital

To a self-observing intelligence,

For how to self-observe if the observed

Is a self oblique to observation?

And so, that the world may be, the self serves

As signifier of all that isn’t,

An excrescence bound thru adaptation

To inauthenticity, for tho we mate,

We do not make ourselves, but we are made

In that we mate, yet were this confusion

Between mating and making to infuse

Our active, natural primogeniture

With the passivity of manufacture,

We would not be, so is our delusion

Of mental motivation necessary

To survival, and it is exactly

Our invisibility to ourselves

Prevents this slip into passivity.

We are condemned to eternally search

For the self, which is exactly that which

Cannot be found, for it is exactly

The secret self that makes us wish to search.

From nothing, something. From something, someone.

From someone, everyone. From everyone…

Here we have a toaster, a lovely toaster,

And it’s studded with a band of diamonds,

Those are genuine diamonds, and inside

The toaster you’ll see a television,

Which can also be used as a shaver

And a weed wacker, but when you’re not shaving

Or wacking, it’s a simple combo

Telephone/toothbrush/exercise bicycle,

And yes, that’s real gold there on the handle,

Which doubles as a knife for spreading

Condiments on your toast, which condiments,

That’s right, can be acquired from our exclusive

Co-marketed McDonalds condiment

Counter, positioned conveniently inside

The carburetor of the weed wacker.

This amazing, multipurpose appliance

Now goes for the limited low price of…

Bounty on a Budget was basically

A 24 hour infomercial

In East Jersey for gaudy counterfeit

Baubles on a 4 digit cable station

Viewed primarily by shopaholics,

Bored insomniacs, and rejuvenating

Chronic masturbators, so I’m sure

Everybody here’s seen me at some point.

In this Church of the Lonely Consumer,

I was the High Priest of Pirated Products.

As I’ve mentioned, a tourist can control

His tics on stage, if he gets them out

Beforehand, but once the performance

Is over, they come roaring back full pisst

At their unjust retention. One evening,

Unaware of the camera’s on position, 

Mine came roaring back in TV land.

And now for extra anal drippings

In a tea cozy, we’ll throw in this adorable

Fuckable dirigible Cambodian orphan

Erotic abortion whose mucus makes

An excellent household lubricant

Puss pumping pea pods

And whose goiter can be used

As a comfy little throw pillow

Clitoral hood credit card

When entertaining gusts

Hypercrisis happycroesus

And if you buy now 

The bigger the part the louder

The fart the hipper the art

We’ll throw in this rare photograph

Of Satan thoroughly enjoying himself

At a baby shower in Omaha

O listen to them shout, We Love Syndrome!
Syndrome, stop! Actor out of work.

See, in acting I am free of Syndrome,

Yet in acting I am not myself,

So my goal achieved is my goal bereaved.

This year’s nominees for Best Actor in a Failed Attempt at Finding Himself are:

Egon Covert as his mother in Birth Defect My Birth Defect
Egon Covert as his father in Please Listen Carefully to this Very Important Incoherence!

Egon Covert as Syndrome in Loving You Is Like Watching a Fucking Street Fight Sorry.

And Egon Covert as himself in All I Can Afford is the Generic Version of my Unconscious Time Capsules.

And the winner is, the loser now before you.

Wow! I don’t know what to say, so I’ll speak.

First of all, I want to thank myself

For giving me so many wonderful options

To choose from in the task of failing

To find myself. I also want to thank

My mom and dad for investing me with

An inherent inner-self-antagonism

That I have been able to utilize

In my depiction of a terribly

Conflicted self failing to find himself.

But most of all, I really want to thank

The developmentally challenged

Community for being so darn

Developmentally challenged that it’s

Been rather easy for me to become

So famous for failing to find myself.

Stimulus can’t nail the mind zilch
O, and of course, I can’t forget Syndrome.

I wish I could forget Syndrome,

But I can’t, so I’ll say, thanks, Syndrome,

For separating myself from myself,

Cuz without that I’d never have received

This award for failing to find myself.

Bored of scaling parallels
When Egon first askt me to play the part

Of Egon, I was like, but I am Egon.

But Egon being Egon, he convinced me

That my being Egon meant I was meant

To play Egon, and so I decided

To assay it. And therein began my

Tedious and fascinating ride thru

The life and mind of someone so strangely

Like myself, what I call my alter-Egon,

That it was painfully obvious

To me even then that I would fail

To find the only self that I could play.

Mimetic runaway
They’re telling me to get off, so I’ll go on. 

When killing children sing this silly song.

But we’re not talking about killing children.

Or spilling hard won or deskilling undone or willing foregone
We’re talking about trapping tricks in a ritual maze.

I am always a clue forlorn maybe baby spore bore emerging from billions of bubbling tears of mumbling mothers

We’re talking about mothers.

Father fuckers Sorry.

My mother is the opposite of my

Father, and in this conflict was I

Created, alloy of mud and sun.

My condition sent my father into

Denial, my mother into despair.

My father saw me as a distant and thus

Smaller rendition of all the thoughts

He found it inconvenient to confess,

While my mother saw me as a looming

And thus larger emanation of all

The affections she found it inevitable

To display. I was an electric spine

Wherethru their opposing charges of

Brain-cloud and butt-soil reached desperately

For one another, bringing the bolt of

Conflicted consciousness quickly followed,


At the speed of resistance, by the crack

Of clamorous consequence, and anyone

Pluggd into a 24-7-365

Data stream of borderline hyperactive

Sadistic tic disasters better have

A firewall or a major outlet;

My father had his firewall, my mother

Had her outlet: he took me for normal

And she took me to the doctor.

Mama’s Misery Blues! 

Gladhead is sadsaid
When Egon was born, I was so happy,

I cried for 6 weeks. He was a tiny wise man

Brought to me by the old woman of the tribe

That I might carry him thru the desert

And raise him to manhood at the oasis,

Where, once he had grown smart and strong,

We would marry and give birth to a new race

Of people, ones with big eyes and perpetual smiles.

Looking at him was like gazing into eternity.

My every nerve buzzed with genetic joy.

Then, at around 18 months, the temper

Tantrums began. Egon would thrash

In violent fits with no provocation

For 6, 8 hours. The more I intervened,

The worse it got. He started lashing out

At me. He hit me when I tried to hug him,

Bit me when I tried to kiss him, spit at me

When I askt him how he was. Egon became

A danger to himself and others.

He stuck a rake in our neighbor’s back.

He threw a glass at me and split my eyes.

He stufft our cat into the blender.

We found that nothing but absolute rules

And forced containment brought us any peace.

We put padlocks on his bedroom door,

Bars on his windows, padded the edges,

Removed all sharp objects, and let him rage.

To my husband, this was per the usual.

Boys will be boys. But to me, my boy

Was a beast. Now and then a beautiful,

Kind child would shine thru the vicious

Psychotic haze, and Egon would sit in my lap

And we’d talk and coo, and O was I happy,

But it always passt away when he’d hit

Me in the face, and we’re back to the same

Old monotonous terror blaze. My child

Has made my life a laughing hell. The hate

I feel for him sometimes completely

Consumes me. He takes responsibility

For nothing. He relishes destruction.

O the agony of hating what you love,

Of wanting to take the life you gave.

Help me, doctor, please.

I’m a kelpy yelper

The Diagnostic Debate!

The cheek shall inherit their mouths

The Psychotherapist - Your son is in the throes of an underfunded Oedipal project. We must acquire more grant money or be forced to doublecast you as his whore.

The Beckerian Death Therapist - Your son is afraid of death. To cure him, we must kill him.

The Neurologist - Your son’s axons aren’t connecting to his dendrons, his bygones aren’t becoming bygones, and my dimsum is pathetically short on wontons.

The Evolutionary Psychologist - Your son is exhibiting a mal-adaptive modality hard-wired into his primordial finch brain that causes him to seek low status and sterile females. I recommend one pound of bird seed, ten pecks on the skull three times daily, and a sexy decoy birdy doll.

The Spiritualist - Your son has lost his buddha energy. I’ll get my flashlight.

The Psychiatrist - Your son has a severe chemical imbalance in his brain. Try this:

Hi, I’m Halperidol, but my friends, who don’t know me anymore, call me Haldol. I’m tired, cognitively blunted, depressed, anxious, fat, riddled with nightmares, hallucinatory, libido-defunct, tearful, and tender-breasted. Are you my mother?

Hi, I’m Pimazide, but my friends, who are my enemies, call me Orap. I exhibit fewer side effects than Haldol, but I don’t work for fuckin shit. Sorry. Are you my mother?

Hi, I’m Methylphenidate, but my friends, who I can’t remember, call me Ritalin. I’m irritable, dull, overly sensitive, allergic, phobic, aggressive, and maligned in the press. Are you my mother?

[tic storm]

Syndrome hate narcotics as they shrink

His sphere of influence.

Fear the renewance
Me, I feel most myself when altered by another.

Shovers will under more covers
After trying 15 different prescriptions,

I can honestly say I have no honesty left.

Play is identity theft
When I was 14, my friend invited

Me over for what his family called

Slaughterday – The Final Day of the Weak.

Hide-n-speak
His father kept chickens, goats and rabbits

In his backyard, and me and my friend sat

Under a tree and watched the noble sportsman

Bellerin Chevy PigNuts
Catch and kill every animal he owned.

Virtual boned
Entereth he the snarling slaughter horse,

Enemy of innocents, woe-drunk foe,

And with fat-mighty swirling spunky scythe,

Slasheth he the fuzzy throats and tendons

Of the mewling baby creatures. Bloody

Curdles, sticky steaming, sloppeth he there,

Gore-engorged as the rabid razorback,

Lopping once-livid limbs, scropping organs

Still throbbing, heaving thru the fetid air

Putrid goop vessels, see the spew stringing

Scrota-like from his unguent, tacky beard,

His knuckles rigor-tight, watch him wadeth

Thru puke and platelet, silent save the sound

Of ear-chewing barks with ghastly horror

Excreting rage around the chaos cage,

O see him edgy, sexy, O see him

Ever sober in his vicious fervor,

O see him spurt dementable obtuse

Epiphanies, writhing filth erasing

All creation in his thrusting death-lust.

My brain is that backyard, those animals

Are my dreams, and Bellerin Chevy Pignuts

Is my prescription. For me it’s always

Slaughterday – The Final Day of the Weak.

Where am I?

Here I am
Go away.

Stupid fuckin play
Join me now, my people, in a prayer,

That we may find ridiculous success

In the coming psychobattle.

Honcho mammal no go babble

Turning now against the will of Syndrome,

Finding my own aggression has taken

My armament from me, I call you now,

O beautiful children I might have been,

Into my cause of peace, and as simply

As I am able, I request your help,

For I am the loneliest man ever.

What I have lost at the hand of Syndrome

Cannot be counted, for it continues

Across all being, yet, when you arrive,

Your sifting, weeping, wandering spirits

Will replenish me, my tic addiction

Easing, my distress absolving, and then

Shall I ask you to take me as your father

That I might make of you my missing self.

O beautiful children I might have been,

Come now and drown me in your tiny dreams,

For I am the loneliest man ever.

Against the awkward has Syndrome thrust his science,

Against the calm grates his irritation,

And wondering-mad, still as foregone love,

Normalized thru excess anomalies,

He has left me to retroactively

Scavenge for the ultimate, empty corner

Where I, who am the loneliest man every,

Might mate with succor and finally live

As one no longer self-discernible

To the patent idols of his violence,

The irrelevant, eradicating

Elements of his terrorizing cells,

And thru this preparatory, premier stage

Of my liberation, I might be led,

O beautiful children I might have been,

Unto the fissive expergefaction

Of all those characters I call not mine.

O help me degenerate with my desire

All the majesty of forlorn knowing,

To sever the sick, angry awareness

Of my self-willed appendages of self!

O help me find the one occurrence which

May lift my declining, dissensionist

Mist of grief into life and create

The cherishment of me alone, of me

Stretching out beyond incomprehension,

Of me unattached to all disruptions

Of development, of me in control,

Of just me, the loneliest man ever,

O beautiful children I might have been,

O hear me.

Fear me
Syndrome, stop!

Egon flop
I’ll tell it!

You’re fuck-up jealous
It was when I was eleven.

Stupid heaven
My family and I had dinner every night.

Home is hatred’s hospice
Generally, the mood was high. We recounted

The day’s events, managed the kid’s outbursts,

Listened to my parents politely bicker,

All was well and good

Mood is hell
Until one night.

Let go tight
Just having completed a nasty bout

Of streptococcus throat, which had oddly

Triggered these strange tics in my neck and hands,

I was feeling somewhat on edge. That night

Was lamb roast and everyone had a slab.

We all dug in, but as I was chewing,

My attention became increasingly

Narrow and fixt on the sound and vision

Of my father’s smacking lips.

No smack daddy no dick titty
He seemed to be

Chewing with an excessive, you might say

Confrontational sloppiness and volume.

He’d heft some massive loin of lamb into

His prognathous jowels, sonorously settle

His cocky, vituperative teeth flaps

Into a loud, tight, initial embrace,

Then, his brash cuspids gnashing like a thug

Over some petty insult, he’d begin

To tear at the victim, and his wet lips,

Those chattering fat old ladies, would start

To smack, an obnoxious sharp slapping caused

By their limpid fleshy oligeneous

Puffy portions banging together, pounding

Like tankers jointly anchored in a storm.

Smack, smack, smack your lips

Loudly in my face,

Terribly, terribly, terribly, terribly,

Proud of my disgrace.

The noise of his moist, ornery diffidence

Drilled into my Precambrian brainstem,

Arousing my Neanderthal justice,

And I became noncompliant to myself.

Dad! Stop smacking your lips!

No smack daddy no jack fatty
And here he comes, his borrowed spine erect,

A jury of twelve in the mind of one,

More principles than you can shake a fact at,

The man with everyone else’s plan,

Speaking and smacking his lips at once

(An admirable feat for someone inept

At coordinating his opinions

With others), my pops and his position:

“Son, you gotta get a hold of yourself.”

Psychosource 1 – obsessive compulsions

“You’re not the only person in this house.”

Psychosource 2 – Paranoid delusions

“You need to accept others as they are.”

Psychosource 3 – Multiple personalities

“Besides, you’re hearing things.”

Psychosource 4 – Hearing things

Fearing clings
Two weeks and many smacks later, I was

Eating dinner in my room, and I haven’t

Eaten with my father since. We’ve tried

A couple times, but he still smacks his lips,

Syndrome screams

No smack daddy no slap baddy
And off I trudge into

My sound-proof life. It simply seems to me

That he could stop smacking his lips, but no,

He does it to annoy me, to give himself

The chance to drop cliché psychological

Remedies, to prove I’m a tourist

In my own body, this body, which he made

And gave away cuz it don’t fuckin work!

Sorry. No, I’m not sorry. After I

Was diagnosed with tourism at 18,

Stunned as a carp on a stick to behold

My entire spastic chortling chaos suborned

To a tiny, foreign typo, I thanked

My cold man for his genetic godsend.

Politic fraud friend
“But that’s a disease!”

A genetic disease.

“Talk to your mother.”

I think it came from you.

“I am not diseased!”

You jerk and riff and rage like me.

“O, no. Not like you.”

But you always say we’re “two knees on a blob.”

“Don’t quote me out of context.”

You know, I’m fine with my father denying

He’s a tourist. In fact, I’m fine with his

Entire scheme of denial, as it’s formed

A research and development department

Whence I can withdraw the raw resources

I need to utilize in my productions

Of unsupported misdevelopment.

And when he said, “Don’t quote me out of context,”

I realized that tourism’s a lot

Like being quoted out of context.

Syndrome speaks for me, but in a moment

Not my own. Thru him I’m represented

By a remnant of myself created

T’address a situation long extinct

Or not to be. But might that mean the self

Is a quote out of context, a response

Rippt from its origin or objective?

Syndrome is the speaker, the past is the context,

And I am the future of the disconnect.

My only context is the one in which

I’m quoted out of context, so my quote

Is the context of my being quoted

As one whose only context is a quote

Out of context. I struggle to make sense,

Yet I was made before my sense for sense,

So am I ever stepping back into

An outmoded conception of myself,

Which means my striving for a character

To lead me to myself is gone at go.

No character I take upon myself

Can give me self, as self is what I am

Free of character, and only others

Can give me characters beyond myself,

Which they do, applying thus the pressure

Of functioning that brings my disfunction.

For it’s only in the world saying “Focus

Your character,” “keep yourself in order,”

“Find your voice” that Syndrome turns a problem.

What’s wrong with an obnoxious, honest beast

Ejaculating thru me now and then

In search of suppression, especially

If I by sex or sleep or showing off

Can grant him that? And that’s what they don’t like.

They incite Syndrome that they might defuse him,

Yet what if I obliged him his desire?

What if I embraced wild catalyst

To dream, to making metaphor, to want?

What if I always heeded his alarm

That warns of sameness? Would he go away

Or always be there? And what’s the difference?

If Syndrome is my self as character,

Then my search for that fabled “not now” button,

The isolated shareware of esteem,

The unity of multiples that claims

To compromise among immovables,

But proves it is my fear that cages me,

For in the act of performing myself,

I’ve found I am the form of this action,

And this other I defy, we are one.

I fucking won
There you are.

Woo woo woo
I thought I’d lost you.

Spectrum sanctum
But now I know I can’t.

Care as actor
Act as lack.

Freak as fact
I am a tourist in my own body,

But tourists, staying some, soon feel at home.

Egon’s phone rings. The machine gets it.

“Egon? It’s your father. We’re at Sashay Strife, Laughy Vice, Ugly Wife, Café Spice, and time’s a tic tick ticking, as they say. So come and see us jesus. The food is just frantabulous scrumptumpulous deliciolickimous. Unique New York. Unique New York. I’m having lamb’s thumb and your mother’s having pig toes. Listen [he smacks his lips]. Sorry, son. You know me. The Jolly Jersey Jokester. Egon? Are you there? Allright, Miriam! Your mother wants to talk with you.

Hi, baby.

Pre-encephalic palindromes predominate
Sorry we misst you.

Und alles stirbt, wo wir uns verbinden
Maybe next time.

Thoughts are echoes bouncing off gecko testicles
Sleep tight.

Ticht as a tic, blight as a slick, right as a sic, fit as a…
Syndrome, stop.
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