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By Joshua Ip

i interrogate my practice,

shine a light into his eyes;

i pretend that i’m a good cop

and a bad cop in disguise;

i’ve been asking all the questions,

but he won’t say no or yes;

i interrogate my practice,

but my practice won’t confess!

i’ve been calling all the suspects,

hauling in the usual schmoes;

i've been sessioning my questioning,

from Derrida to Foucault;

i’ve compiled my quotes from witnesses,

but my practice: not impressed!

i interrogate my practice,

but my practice won’t confess!

so i’m torturing my practice,

waterboarding its process;
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i’m denying it its food and drink

and sleep and happiness;

i've been through several disciplines,

yet he won't acquiesce;

i interrogate my practice,

but my practice won’t confess!

see the word’s gone out in practiceland

for what they do to snitches;

the practices who play along

are sleeping with the fishes;

so no matter how i situate

the problem to address;

i interrogate my practice,

but my practice won’t confess!

i’ve strapped my practice to the seat,

connected every factor;

but i can’t even get a baseline

on the bloody lie detector;

i'm pressed all the red buttons,

put my theories to the test;

i interrogate my practice,
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but my practice won’t confess!

i put my practice on parole,

at some point to revisit;

i've changed my line of inquiry,

but he just goes, "oh, is it?"

i've searched and researched all the field,

mapped all that he possessed;

i interrogate my practice,

but my practice won’t confess!

so i give up. im taking

practice out behind the shed;

if he won’t spill his secrets,

then i’ll shoot him in the head…

for a picture in the yearbook,

for examiners and proctors;

i've interrogated practice,

now poor practice needs a doctor.

could I get one for my practice?

i’ve done all that you request!

i interrogate my practice,

but my practice won’t confess!
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