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"[T]he remarkable poet Bill Knott is not the type to win prizes, become the pet 

of academic critics or cultivate acolytes. But this thorny genius has added to 

the art of poetry." —Robert Pinsky, Washington Post, 2005 

 

"Bill Knott is our contemporary e.e. cummings . . . . Like cummings, he is 

brilliant at both micro and macro." —Cindra Halm, Rain Taxi, Fall 2004 

 

"For the past thirty-five years Bill Knott has shown himself to be one of our 

very best poets and perhaps the most original. . . . I think he is one of the few 

poets of my generation who will remain with us."  —Stephen Dobyns, Harvard 

Review (Spring 2002) 

 

"Bill Knott is a meld between Gerard Manley Hopkins and MTV, producing 

poems with the former's violent beauty and the latter's largely ironic 

postmodern presence." —Mary Jo Bang, Lingua Franca (May 2000) 

 

"Knott was an incredibly important poet to me and still is; I think Bill Knott is 

a genius and probably the least known great poet in America. It's really kind of 

pathetic that he's not as well known as he was even thirty years ago because 

he's even better now." —Thomas Lux, The Cortland Review (August 1999) 

 

"Bill Knott is one of the best poets writing in America.  Without question, he is 

the most original." —Kurt Brown, Harvard Review (Spring 1999) 

 

"Bill Knott is a genius." —Tom Andrews, Ohio Review (1997) 

 

"It is no accident that the major British and American poets of the 19th and 

20th century were outsiders.  .  .  .  The most original poet of my generation, 

Bill Knott, is also the greatest outsider." —Stephen Dobyns, AWP Chronicle  

(1995) 

 

"Bill Knott is the secret hero of a lot of poets. . . . [P]oets who differ radically 

from Knott look to his work for the shock of recognizing themselves." —David 

Kirby, American Book Review (1991) 

 

"Bill Knott's poems . . . are the poems Beckett's Gogo would write if he were 

among us." —Sharon Dunn, Massachusetts Review (1990) 

 

"[Knott's 'Poems 1963-1988' is] a powerful and original book, a record of one 

of the most disturbing imaginations of our times.  Few people can create a 

world so completely and concisely as Knott does time and time again." —

Kevin Hart, Overland (1990) 

 

"Knott is no parlor poet.  His work is the most sharply original of any poet in 

his generation." —Jim Elledge, Booklist (1989) 

 

"Among people who know his work, Bill Knott is regarded as one of the most 

original voices in American poetry." —Charles Simic, blurb for Poems 1963-

1988 (1989) 
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"Knott sets up principles far outside most of those we know, and he always 

writes up to and beyond those standards."  —Sandra McPherson, blurb for 

Outremer (1989) 

 

"Bill Knott is an American original.  No one else could have imagined what 

James Wright once referred to as Bill Knott's 'indispensable poems.'"  —Stuart 

Dischell, Harvard Book Review (1989) 

 

"I think Bill Knott is the best poet in America right now." —Thomas Lux, 

Emerson Review (1983) 

 

"Bill Knott's first book, 'The Naomi Poems,' published in 1968, established 

him instantaneously as one of the finest poets in America.  Subsequent 

publications deepened and reinforced that reputation." —Andrei Codrescu, The 

Baltimore Sun (1983) 

 

"[Knott's poems are] shrouded almost always in the glaring and polluted light 

William Burroughs foresaw with such brilliance in 'Naked Lunch.'  In fact, 

Knott, Poet of Interzone, is the poet Burroughs seemed to call for in his 

seminal novel. . . . Knott is one of a handful of original poets working today.  

His genius suits the times better than any poet I've read . . ."   —Robert Peters, 

Los Angeles Times (1983) 

 

"With the death of Berryman, Knott seems to me to be the chief embodiment in 

language today of Mallarmé's spirit. . . " —John Vernon, Western Humanities 

Review (1976) 

 

". . . Knott's originality as a poet: he is absurd and classical and surrealist all at 

once.  A marvelously impossible animal." —Paul Zweig, Contemporary Poetry 

in America (1974) 

 

"At his best, Knott is a kind of surreal classicist. . . . He is already a formidable 

poet." —Karl Malkoff, Crowell's Handbook of Contemporary American Poetry 

(1974) 

 

"[Knott's] images are astonishing.  Whatever you may think of Knott's poems, 

they have not been written before by anyone else. . . . Poetry such as this 

strikes me as extending our awareness." —Louis Simpson, New York Times 

Book Review (1969) 

 

"Bill Knott is one of the most remarkable poets to appear since James Wright 

and James Dickey."  —Ralph J. Mills, Jr., Poetry (1969) 

  

"I think [Bill Knott] is one of the best poets I know." —James Wright, blurb 

for The Naomi Poems (1968) 

 

"I think the most significant group of young poets are those published in  

Choice and The Sixties, and the most impressive of these is certainly William  

Knott."  —Kenneth Rexroth, Harper's Magazine (June 1965) 
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The poems in this book are fictional.   

Names, characters, places and incidents  

are either the product of the author’s  

imagination or are used ficticiously.  Any  

resemblance to actual events, locales or  

persons, living or dead, is entirely  

coincidental. 
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Intro Notes 

 

Seasonal poems . . . ?  There are anthologies of 

winter poems and other seasonal olios, so obviously 

they exist as a discrete genre. 

 

So what is a seasonal poem?  Is it simply a "Nature" 

poem with time-circumscribed imagery; a presencing 

of phenomena whose meaning or verisimilitude has a 

built-in 3 month-limit?  Is it "scenery and sentiment" 

as Eliot sneered the Georgians? 

 

Think of the traditional haiku: beyond its syllabic 

requirements surely the most significant rule is that 

of the kigo, a word or phrase that indicates to the 

reader a season, thereby always situating its content 

within time, grounding even the most abstract 

thought in the grasp and glance of a human scale. 

 

In any case, with my choices here I've tried to select 

poems in which the season and its attributes are 

intrinsic of the content, an essential condition of what 

I'm writing. 

 

(I thought of including for example "Christmas at the 

Orphanage," but is that poem really a winter piece?) 

 

* 

The order of the sections is indicated in the book's 

subtitle, but the poems within each section are 

randomly placed. 
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WIDOW/WIDOWER'S WINTER 

 

Outside, the snow is falling into its past . . . 

I do want this night to end. 

In the fireplace, 

a section of ash caves in. 

 

The fall day you were buried, 

birds went over, 

south, 

thick enough to carry someone. 

 

They took my gapes of breath. 

—Their fuel? 

We are together in some birds, who fail. 

 

I  didn't want to look down, to glimpse your grave, 

its heroic little mound 

like the peck of dirt we hope to eat in our life. 

 

 

 

Note: 

Line 14 comes from a phrase I remember adults  

saying to me as a child when I dropped a piece  

of food on the floor: "Pick it up and brush it off 

—don't worry, you eat a peck of dirt in your 

life anyway."  (Perhaps only the poor do this.) 
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SAVE AS: SALVATION 

 

Somewhere is the software to ID all 

The snowflakes falling in this storm: but there 

Ain’t enough RAM crammed in my brain to call 

Them forth by name, each crystal character 

Putered and programmed, made to have a soul— 

And even if I compelled the power 

To inscribe them here as equals, in whole 

Terms, I would not permit such an error. 

 

But which is which, cries Ms. Ubiq-Unique. 

We’re not formatted for whiteout.  And when 

The screen of your vision freezes in flurries 

And the core of this word blizzard hurries 

To melt again, to find itself again, 

Won’t mine be the sign these syllables seek? 
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PILGRIMAGE 

 

". . . the murky path of the male." —Gottfried Benn 

 

Immured in the snowforest, at  

the center of that center-swirled  

absence, a hospital-bed waits:  

its white is linen's height,  

raised by the weight of daily flakes. 

 

You approach this scene each evening,  

your footsteps stone the glaze—  

oh apathy, you surrender  

up to the ankles, knees.  

From stretched branches X-rays 

 

sway forth a deeper self. It's  

faraway yet closer darker  

icicles drool, ripe to drop  

under your hand: their blitz  

would bury the path you thrash at. 

 

Through a saberfanged crevasse,  

whacking a trail of snapped-off tusks,  

you'd plunge on to the wrong past,  

vast maze landscape like sculpture draped  

immaculate, endless. 

 

Where hail fills high the prints behind  

and flurries flail the ways ahead,  

why try, how can you come by them  

to break the pillowcase  

frost lace, to take that last, 
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most blanket sleep. Superstitious,  

afraid to infringe its surface,  

emptier everytime you climb  

in, what makes the covers crack  

and cake off over the rim— 

 

Avalanche tucked, teddybear tight,  

you shiver. As ever the night- 

stand drifts open, to show  

a plate of burning grapes,  

a strangled bird's falsetto— 

 

yawning prescriptions of dream.  

Ignore them, search for the cure  

which never seems so far as now  

here around you your eyelids thaw,  

sheer as bridal-veils that fall. 

 

Is this where your parents strayed—  

and their parents, and theirs.  

Have they wandered the once upon  

this bled blizzard, spun warm,  

this bed whiter than all their kind. 

 

Northerners, arctic, heretic,  

you inherit their scorn (their fear)  

of Southern deities such as  

Ceres. Her grief (her grudge) against  

her daughter-loss brought winter—ugh, 

 

those Mother Goddesses!  

They underlie, supposedly  

("Gaia" 's prior hierarchy)  

 

 



 13 

our myths: their prelapsarian,  

pure, panacean pantheon 

 

ruled that Golden Age when Queens  

honeycloned themselves and sat  

throned on the spines of drones  

eunuch-stricken to demonstrate  

Woman's divine right: Her ancient 

 

aegis status was gospel  

back then, its testaments ripped  

from nature—harmony—holism—  

healthsynch: earth worshipped Earth,  

that eco-, that matri-archal 

 

matrix . . .: And some exclaim this  

sweetest reign resumes when human  

throats converge to roar organic  

evoes for those primal  

Paragons whose restoration 

 

and full-unctuous salvation  

one's urged to summon in syrup,  

in slush tones said to heal  

any cough, damn them, phlegm-hymned  

womb zombies from hell. Who invokes 

 

/you shall not harken unto/ 

/shall not beseech these regimen/  

/you shall not bear wounds they could mend/  

/real Aryan skin can not shield/  

/one tongue that prays to them/ 

 

their old rollcall skeleton, chokes—  
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Spasms sprawl you, supine symptoms  

unbleach every resolve to be  

the bald hero, the Damocles  

who head-first hung must butt 

 

birth, time's trepanned exile.  

Slough him, ban from these folds his caul,  

skull-carved blond beyond reach—  

false twin you feel the steel  

breach, both constrained to suffer 

 

more year-armor's vernal rupture—  

When your mother died you cried curled  

for days, fetus, you split the ribs  

of childhood's crib. Uncaptured world:  

nightly you cross its guard bars 

 

(she's lost, her trespass trace gone cold)  

bound still to that chill, that pall  

fever no nurse hovers over  

till mumped thermometers burst—  

Always her tracks are smothered there 

 

by a storm of frigid phantoms  

you roam mercurial among,  

pilgrims whose rigor you  

admire, fathers whom you,  

a male, failed to mourn of course. 

 

For years those held-in tears froze  

mammoth this moan-shrine, fused this  

unknown heart, core, coronary  

you've grown toward. It creaks and carries  

down like a cloud your own death near. 
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When between squalls the sky clears,  

your lungs lay tablets before you—  

polar scrolls, vapor paper on which  

you will never scrawl Her names.  

Crystal ritual, zero quest. 

 

Again you see each word you breathe  

erase its space, its air.  

Beneath their descent (their withdraw)  

what frail erratum shrouds, what sheet  

repeats that quietest flaw? 

 

 

 
Note: 

Epigraph: final phrase of the poem "Vor Einem 

Kornfeld" (as translated by Francis Golffing).  

Those familiar with Dr. Benn's symbology—not  

just in his poetry, but in his essays as well  

(particularly "Pallas")—will recognize some  

of the themes and conflicts here. 
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WINTER REGRETS 

 

The snow on my ladder's rungs 

seems to be stepping upward, 

returning to that cloud which hangs 

framed in the faded cardboard 

 

of an old calendar landscape 

whose dust holds the days I desire 

to live in, fixing to climb up 

past that summer sun and hammer 

 

the scene in whole.  I didn't haul 

my ladder in and now it's too late— 

I turn from the window and stare 

 

lost at a vista of August air 

tacked, half-peeled from the kitchen wall. 

All the undone chores must wait. 
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(WINTERSHADE) 

 

* 

The candle's blue fingers trace 

a window skyline.  Its ice 

an archery of needles.  I seek 

the sign, the making known 

to me of now.  We live in a land 

we can see to disappear. 

 

* 

The wither-gathered wind 

rivering through a grove 

of non-leaved nouns: these are 

the months one must cling hard 

to his habits, that mean horde. 

 

* 

Winter.  We must lean closer now 

to see in each other's eyes 

the cleft of witness 

gape itself to give. 

 

* 

Closer.  Closer.  At times 

we must even haven this 

our place. 
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SNOWS AND SNATCHES 

 

Hurry for heaven's favorite 

paperweight descends to press 

the verses down that long to lift 

us off within their endless draft, 

away before its story ends. 

 

Go bind in blind that white sheet-write  

or let its stray-sleet countercloud 

stay the fables that come to light 

unfastening their thrust on.  There 

 

are no drifts a man of it might  

survive unless he melts every less 

word that seams our pupilpane in 

streams dividing day's span with 

what its windownight withstands. 

 

Now dawn strands his snows and 

snatches in fall from all he's lost 

unless that book once caught his  

page wedged in both its hands. 
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WINTER SUN 

 

Full-stop, period, dot, 

erased at times by birds. 

 

Or asterisk, whose footnote 

clouds our breath with words. 
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WINTERSCAPE 

 

If a lifetime of papercuts on one's tongue 

Is one's name.  The scar-fitted shirt, prepare it; 

The seed-sandal, the wreckers’ sex.  Oh ego 

     intercom. 

Come, weigh my palms upon the scale of my hands. 

 

Enter: a colonnade of conifers who vote 

For death as the most economical 

Sin.  See a tuningfork has been to highnote 

Their monotony jammed atop each tree— 

 

Now amorously by groans, by psalms I grow. 

Licking a moonfob fat, my egg-dyed navel 

Eager to inherit what.  Pane-thrust apertures; 

 

Figures pearled in games of sculpture maybe; 

Purer minutiae.  Thistles?  Thorn icicles 

Drop by drop will knit it, Knott-slits in the snow. 
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FLAKE TAKES 

 

Snow, echo 

of lightyears, 

your time it appears 

to reach the ground 

has come and gone, 

is never now.  

 

Like truth 

the snowflakes peek 

from behind a veil. 

 

Sunset: the snowfall lacks 

(altitude vs. attitude) 

the hauteur 

(condensation vs. condescension) 

of the skyfall. 

 

All this missive whitefold 

is franked by a pattern 

its own; stamped unique: 

‘Return to Sender’—?  

No: Deceased. 
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[UNTITLED] 

 

The snowman’s luggage 

is always enroute. 

 

 

 

 

* 

 

 

 

[UNTITLED] 

 

mirror smashed in a snowfall— 

the flakes will find each face 

like themselves to be unique 

as long as it remains lost 

in the blizzard of shards 
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THAWDROPS 

 

Icicle: 

the long 

I's 

descending 

end in 

dot 

planet 

dot 

period 

dot 

splot 

dot 

puddle 

dot 

sun 

dot 

cycle 

dot 

I 

not 

I. 
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INTHREADABLE 

 

each snowflake’s  

a maze 

whose center  

no other flake can find 

the ways 

to enter 
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FIRST WARM DAY 

 

When the world belongs to toss-up. 

 

Balloons whose footprints 

sting the air with soft occasion; 

clouds, whose streamers strain for 

the horizons denied them now  

by these new slow winds. 

 

Even children relinquish the stoicism that 

kept us safe from the cold, even they 

succumb to a sudden cuddleness, weak    

as the first spindly crocus.  Seneca 

is sent once more to silence. 

 

Two plus two begins to crack before 

the picnic logic of Summer. 

 

The reign of the same.  Difference 

is banished here; outside and inside are 

made equal in temperament, doors 

left open declare armistice. 

 

Winter's wars wane.  Vintners verse their vines. 
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APRIL AFTERNOON 

 

From barberpoles the white  

could be stripped to bandage 

the bypassers’ wounds. 

 

Their clothing seems to consist 

of tickets brandished to the theater; 

every kiosk’s counter is bare. 

 

These shapes are assumed 

out of fidelity to the mask 

that covers them with less and less. 

 

And yet there is always the danger  

of excess.  Naked, the street  

might lie prey to a merchant’s  

 

deliberating broom: birds  

and categorical pushcarts might tie  

cherrystems to our eyelashes. 

 

Spring imposes its pomp, its priorities. 

In the middle of this effortless palace 

an orgy takes off its socks. 
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PICTURE 

 

Meadow of matchsticks, 

soon to be rekindled 

by Spring the incendiary. 

 

The exact flame of your blossoms 

will ignite the passions 

happily sapped by time— 

 

Dripdrop their excess went 

and now miners' hats 

light up like love before 

 

your vein, the frame of which 

is there to depict the drift, 

the waste when I painted 

 

all the review copies 

they sent me.  But those books 

open to polar pages where you 

 

and I weigh the ends of this 

teeter totem down, you 

at the head and nadir me; 

 

there where postmortem is 

the aura of self-portrait, 

its other half regained at last. 
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HAIKU 

 

raindrops windowpane 

I can’t see myself wearing 

more daring outfits 
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                                  PART THREE: SUMMER
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 33 

HAIKU 

 

The sweat on my forehead 

shines brighter  

when it’s in my eyes. 
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VISION OF THE GODDESS IN A CITY SUMMER                                             

                                                  (to Carolyn Kizer) 

 

And yet what if the sweat that breaks 

Even from Her feet as they pass 

Can never rain these pavements back 

To a mud- a milk-cud grass 

 

Time that diamond instant dew dulls 

Is it quicker than them quote 

That strode presence those fading puddles 

Not in this goadless heat 

 

Oh mirage oh haze of hydrants 

Go Isis-proud across crosswalks 

Leave brief seas without a halt 

 

Till all my doubts dissolve at once 

And down I'll follow cowed to lick 

Your soleprints for my salt 
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HUMIDITY’S TONES 

 

Four AM, nothing moving, no hurry, 

dawn still has time to be choosy 

selecting its pinks.  But now a breeze 

brushes across me—the way my skin 

is cooled off by the evaporation  

of sweat, this artistry, this system 

sombers me: when I am blown from 

the body of life will it be refreshed? 

I dread the color of the answer Yes. 
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BEACHED 

 

Thaw, summer, melt from pastel to pastille— 

a fruit's sweetness warning the greatness of death 

to back off: hornbeeps, skidmarks so new, so fresh. 

 

Cars, go and surround each beach. 

Where drowned armpits flower toward the word. 

Where even the sun refuses to be an icon. 

 

In my room stand two razorpoles.  I rub 

back and forth between them.  I vacillate 

love, hate: it's exhausting continually 

 

wiping the spittle off your face, 

though the spitting itself is of course 

quite effortless.  Simile for waves. 
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THE I DID 

 

One memory from childhood 

how when it was summer and hot 

at ground level where I stood 

above me I saw the tops of trees 

palpitating in a proper breeze 

 

that never came down to ease me. 

I can't say I swan why I remember  

what it is that makes it linger or  

else enriches such a significant 

nor could I see it now if I went  

 

on a breathless day and looked up 

I would not be far enough away 

physically for the contrast: memory 

needs that distance for its truth 

to swerve from the present's path. 

 

Is it right to hold the past fixed in 

former attitudes like tops of trees 

or whatever it is records history's 

external focus switched to days 

depictions drawn by winds upon 

 

clouds or branches flexing wide 

their leisure of purpose pause 

from the hell of here.  Sight cannot 

even in summer when it is hot 

share the air enjoyed by the eyed. 
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SUMMER DAYS 

 

a butterfly with a sandwich 

bite out of one wing flies away 

from the inhabitoads of our shadow 

or tries to 
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HARVEST 

 

clouds which stand still 

to pose downward 

their event 

 

in the church 

a cookie is wedged 

up the Virgin's plaster skirt 

 

now days attend the sun 

and all the other futures 

before they crop our feasts and wither 

 

the four points 

of a pitchfork 

become harder to define 

 

eyes measuring to means 

the distance dust 

plants along the sill    

 

chasing each other the children  

combine the wisdom 

of freckles and fire-engines 

 

in the end we flow 

like thirst above stones 

like hunger above air 
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THE SILO 

 

The silo 

longs to feel itself full, 

if only for an interval— 

 

Its ribs expand once yearly as 

the host of harvest 

enters a space 

unbearable to the nil, 

painfully utopian in its display 

of plenty. 

 

But soon after that sate 

moment slowly 

each ear of corn is paid out 

over the days until 

only empty shucks 

and echoes fill the crib-cage, 

its grasp lies 

reduced to wisps, to waste. 

 

Mice round the slats of its walls 

without pausing because 

nothing’s there 

on the floor.  Nothing and all 

of nothing’s needs. 

Modest winds brush through. 

 

Circumspect as someone 

retracing their signature 

on a death certificate, 

going over each letter 

a second, unnecessary time. 
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SPACE 

 

From the trees the leaves came down 

until we joined hands with a wand 

and that act enabled them  

somehow then to reach the ground 

 

where they scuttered round our feet 

urging the latter to unite  

with a baton as if that act 

together with the hands can clasp 

 

a dowsing-stick cut from the same 

branch from which we launched  

converging on gravity’s purge-point 

 

at which point we merged to remove 

all consonants from our star-maps. 

The infinite consists of vowels alone. 
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OCTOBER 

 

The leaves fall, but not far enough for me, 

so I take one up to the top of my favorite highrise, 

the one whose TV-transmitters watch farmers. 

Out over the roof-edge I drop it, but my eye 

swerves to the hemline of a nearby tourist. 

I wonder if anyone will notice it.  The wind 

is certain to vacillate its journey; 

a vacillation is a vagueness with intent, 

and my leaf is light.  —And has her camera 

caught me in the act, prolonging it even further— 

Her blouse blows but now I prefer most how 

she caresses the camera, fondly, a personal 

touch placed on what is after all a mere 

automaton winking a robot eye . . . hmm, are mechanisms, 

like, say, money, or credit-cards, are they 

harder to put one's traits on than a flower 

for instance, or an ear of corn . . .  For example 

I know someone who has a five-dollar-bill 

taped up on their wall with the name "Frank  

Sinatra" scribbled across it, an autograph, 

according to them, but is writing (or forging) 

your name on money or on a machine,—?! 

does a signature make it more human, natural, 

leafier somehow . . . hell, money is not a good 

example, it's not mechanic, I'm sorry.  Damn. 

Back on the track: the leaf falls, the farmers 

farm and the tourist films till her camera's 

involuntary functions are exhausted . . . 

we head back down.  The elevator control-panel blinks 

like a flightdeck or Star Tech or something, 

then I notice buttons on her skirtfront— 

I punch all the buttons on my shirtfront, 

not knowing what direction that will get me, 

yet suspecting that it too will not be far enough. 
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POEM 

 

As I walk into town I notice 

on the sidewalk the leaves have 

fallen mostly bright side down, 

 

the colorful-wonderful side, 

i.e. the dying-decaying, hides 

below the still-greenish half 

 

which hunches over as if 

to protect its fairer twin, to 

save its frail waste of loveliness 

 

from our pending feet.  This 

upward face is the obverse, 

the unloved: thus on the tree it 

 

was obviously the underpart, 

untoasted by the sun, tree-slice 

half-done.  If I step on one 

 

it flattens and perhaps some 

of the color crumbles up through 

and dyes the skyward-displayed 

 

sheaf-shield, something bleeds 

into the drained mask it offers 

to the world's uncurious shoed  

 

glance.  Virgil cites a myth that 

false dreams cling beneath each leaf, 

numberless: that's why the under 
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stays rare, unmarred by hecticity— 

its stainless purity portrays 

a lottery win, a moviestar kiss.  

 

Its perfection is a fantasy rays 

have not darkened to day.  It stays 

asleep in its top-sheet of hope.                                                                                              

 

I love this unlived side of the leaf, 

it is in turn my life, pale-safe 

and fraught with no urge to wake,  

 

to exert its own naif enough— 

my raw state resists sophistudy, 

(anterior antibody of beauty) 

 

its rootless evil nice beneath 

the garish one's reign of dare and 

flare, he who exalts the warmth  

 

on his skin, Mister surface, Herr  

hero.  I am the lesser here, the low.   

Yes: but after the fall I will show 

 

my face toward any sole, no longer 

subferior to tanned specimans 

of transcendized TV glory, riper 

 

hunks who now sprawl shrivel 

and hug the pavement while their 

earlier cursed teencarnations bare 

 

out to be me, me, the bove-boy—  
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So what if I'm the false, the dream 

none can depend on or look to 

 

for that vacuous autumn viewing, 

foolishly believing those goldshed 

scarlets are a sight extolled, a sign. 

 

They ignore my sap hue, my true 

expression of the void that lies 

so splendid-blazed before their eyes. 
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AUTUMNAL 

 

The tree lowers its anchor 

Of foliage, mooring the one 

Life I forgot to not 

Reincarnate. 

 

Now from scenes of former harrow 

Burst free, playing tag 

With Yorick’s skull. 

 

Since barefoot beats childhood 

In the race to be alone,  

Brush departure from your path. 

 

A leaf must fall to complete 

Its stem’s intent, but I wonder 

If my branch meant to end in this 

Sum of nothing equals one.  
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AFTER RILKE 

 

As the year falls in autumn 

to repeat the tree’s chaos 

again on the ground, to 

reiterate its meaningless 

 

in a sequence called status: 

so dissimilar clouds already 

multiformulate themselves 

from previous contraband— 

 

traffic of leaves redundant, 

instinct-migrant heaven: every 

day I rip from my nipples 

 

a calendar’s cleavage, I lie 

clinging to lays.  Lord the 

summer was mostly waste. 
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SALON POEM IN LEAFGRAVURE 

 

Cemetery statuary 

ought to be deciduous: wings 

that fall from angels every 

year, all the cherubs losing 

their curls, the harps their strings— 

 

Or imagine graveyards in autumn 

minus those high carved out figures: 

and not just the sculptures, 

but names, dates, epitaphs.  Each tomb 

turned into a bare limb— 

 

Each stone branch of the 'ceme-tree' 

would stand once more a slab    

the better to weather tragically 

another Dec-Jan-Feb. 

Come springtime gallery by gallery 

 

etched letter-buds could open 

that blankest bark 

where new-limned numerals will mark  

those old lives' span,    

and spranked up there above them 

 

let crosses blossom, 

the tall crosses regain 

their nailed arms.  Now all the chisel 

foliage should follow until the whole 

museum from within is risen. 
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(FACE) (AUTUMN) (EN FACE)       (to NSL)    

 

I lay your face along my palm and make                      

To trace its shape there a profile                          

Then I see the lifeline heartline break                      

Overlengthened by one leaf's fall                        

 

The plow it rests on a horror now                             

In the distance an ogre pulls in vain                          

To open a nailed shut window                                  

Whose reverberancy is thunder rain                            

 

Begins its rheumatization of                                  

The world we shared so spare-much of that                        

This sans season's hands' veins portray our love                

 

The no two alike are kissing yet                                

I lie down alone not knowing a tongue                           

Can taste every flavor but its own 
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OCTNOV AGAIN 

 

The year’s wrapping comes undone: foliage tied 

By sun-strung cords is cut and cast aside 

 

To present the godsends, the great last gifts 

Time donates to its ingrates, sad thankthrifts  

 

Who throughout their dotage-dole still forget 

The parcelly-priceless rose of regret 

 

Never stemmed them against one bestowed weed— 

(Why can’t our greed grant instead of our need: 

 

Each field and tree stripped packing, boneward bare, 

Was nowhere on our wish-list: we’d prefer 

 

Ribbon-prinked paper/a crepe-plush pinkbow 

Glitzing forth their vulgar veneer: and now 

 

Mocked by how little of its kitsch remains, 

We crave our carton, not what it contains.) 
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OVERNIGHT FREEZE (heptasyllabics) 

 
Window-glints of ice glaze fast 
what last night flashed the mudflats, 
 
down in which dawn has found pressed 
small animal tracks: inch-niched 

 
skylights affix these quick paths— 
Each step is trapped beneath slats 
 
of translucency attached 
rime to rim: they sit there ditched, 
 
puttied into glare hatches— 
All around the ground looks patched 

 
and spattered with puddle-thatch, 
but note rather this etched stretch 

 
where a late trotter's tread's latched 
with pondgild on its ledge trench: 
 
how glitter-together cached; 
incandescently encased. 

 
Not bins or barns' coiled harvest, 
glozen molds hold placed this trace, 

 
bold encroachments caught across: 
each hoof-, paw-, claw- mark's embossed 

 
by its lunge run: each rut crests 
to extend its range, end-launched— 
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it must hate these lit nimbus 
lids, must wince beneath such frost— 

 
sun has tamed them flame of squints 
yet some after-image haunts: 

 
Lands on every side lie creased    
with spoor that mars their hard crust 

 
and floorflares most summer's waste 
imagination, that pinch 

 
not worth pittance, that thin purse 
clutching what breast abundance 

 
of flurry foliage tossed, prize 
profligate with years' penance 

 
whose cease has summoned what peace— 
tarp white winter's carapace 

 
tries to hide that mislaid dust 
carrion in graneries 

 
and bury deeper what grace 
war's jarrior deifies— 

 
what Troy, what toy's sacrifice 
leaks justification, beast 
 
whose Homered oathwraths can't match 
this farmstead's secular crafts— 

 
Beyond the coop's chickenhatch 
pieces of a greenhouse burst 
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up from the clays as ghosts pass 
to implant sole-sills for what's    
 
still clear to me—I approach 
each glimpsy-glaziered gapgulch 

 
afraid my galoshes squelch 
break their skittery sketches 

 
or skidheel slide a childprance 
puncturing every damn sash 

 
I can smash, whatever blanched 
and specious glow my outstanced 

 
kick can dislodge idolfest       
haloes those pit-portholes hoist 

 
from lamb-trample slaughterous 
gods displayed bad raptor hosts— 

 
herds of ape they pasture-traipse  
bestial cattlecats who scratch 

 
paved prowess in the dirt splotch 
like border-dots on mapwatch 

 
or liens miser ledgers clutch 
feral figures for our debts 
 
predator prey pays poets 
that panther pads our wallets 
 
Ted Hughes' cunning hawk-pastiche 
plugs its parrot author rich 
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this savage extravagance 
animates each TV pitch 

 
breakfast lions and leopets 
mad advertiser rabbits 

 
like easter eggs and christ creche 
exist to rake in the cash 

  
as you sit and clicker switch 
from Tiger Attack stabsites 
 
to Martyred Bible Prophets 
can you diff any difference 

 
in sanguinary scams which 
verse-ho's popes and other shits     

 
exchange/exploit for lootsplits 
getcher *guts* getcher *spirits* 

  
festering fetish lame wish 
goldgash wildpack "religious" 

 
imperious dazzlements 
its screen between me unleashed 

 
shall I plain idealize 
the sight.  Pitter pattered glitz 

 
the poorest field-rat can task: 
"Trance entombed, my forage-struts? 

 
strangely crowned with iciclets, 
thaw-askance in silver nets 
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that snag some Nixnaut banished  
from huge spook-lakes diminished 

 
to these mini: spangle-splashed 
and scaly his mermarsh face 

 
is damming yours to a drowse: 
your powers sod, your earth cursed, 

 
bear null this lair's fatal laze— 
bide its nether-tide enclosed, 
 
its potent emptiness poised 
to bolt free, vain, hopeless wish: 

 
train of hymen's bridal dress, 
heil flower drowned mire and mess 

 
in this fecal foul recess— 
delusional any parse 

 
that aspires to soar from smutch           
or scat escape its burnished 

 
prison-urned prism-units 
lathed and locked, crystal cubits      

 
where spot-carpeted carets— 
pools, flood-scummed with gem, facets 
 
unstrung-flung diamond pendants 
it strangles you, chain necklaced. 

 
Immured your murder-led bents 
that followed friendly bloodscents 
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till fangs throat-fonts firmly drenched 
and feast fell anticlimax— 

 
till: cycle lay established, 
again.  Eternal matrix,  

 
your game's destined accidents 
choreograph each pounce once 

 
but here they're preserved in twice: 
cryocrypts halt their advance, 
 
vaults for phantom enpassants— 
stabatjammed their rhythm dance. 

 
Here stands this clearing's essence, 
filmed upon fillspace distance— 

 
oh hear its car-crash score-scants: 
sharkshrieks stilled, prowl-growls silenced. 
 
Look: its slope grows near scar grazed 
with overtook veer.  Fear-crazed 
 
leap-lopes, laned below this sluice 
raid, rapacious avalanche— 
 
this meander labyrinth's 
constellated your hunt-sprints. 
 
Star-quenched in lurid casements 
what vent revives these vagrants. 
 
Plunged in pent, your harms unhitched. 
Sprawled for sleep's random ambush— 
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hibernate, die! sink finished 
along this blank fishtank maze 
 
or wake, with mindblink ablaze— 
see your scintillant depths catch 
 
magic from the mimic glance    
of this mirror while it lasts— 
 
how soon noon will melt to mush 
your hoar hour which Eskimos 
 
have more words for than I, mouse 
Michigander, verminous 
 
mite of this sheer terminus 
the Knott brat teetertoes his 
 
trespass at.  He has spare choice 
and careless proceed he must    
 
toward the devouring bless 
this coldsnap moment's incised 
 
in his own flesh.  Oedipus 
ankled.  Pale autumn's glozes    
 
grail incarnations of slush 
frail trail we fugitives mashed 
 
in the wet soil till chill lashed 
it tight with glacier paces 
 
palls in the mornings' stale mess    
of luminescence.  Sunrise 
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et al.  Against its bright best 
(nature's norm-channel brilliance 
 
versus some thumbed thesaurus) 
this polar-stamped dirt contrasts 
 
my feet in a fret of froze 
silly syllabic sets of rows 
 
extinguished glimmer glimpses 
shattered all their gleams I guess—" 
 
Stoic, lone, those shine-lines cast 
to show no magnificence 
 
or quests quixotic-thrust, just    
folk stalked by their hungriness, 
 
critters croaked, varmints vanished 
species extinct or deathwish— 
 
Theirs is not an innocence 
chosen, their hands are not clenched 
 
on church-prayers' lack-response. 
Their trek unlike ours abounds. 
 
Under gait-grates it waits wise 
in its ways portrayed saycheese—  
 
Carnivore, killer-corps seized; 
poacher captured, frozenchase. 
 
Mid-stride taken, frigid paste 
haste-hail jails this trodden caste. 
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Roadcage for an arctic race; 
shod-zoo stocked with dull dreambrates. 
 
Before the snow's blind expanse 
blunders every further fence    
 
a walk may stop precipice 
top this fierce fenestrate lens 
 
but what happens then depends 
on some lost, glossed over sense. 
 
One might pause to muse that post 
or else forget, astonished. 
 
Or kneel to urge weathers worse 
come seal his brr-brief life's course— 
 
(Let elf and unicorn dash 
climate at its timeliest 
 
congeals their furtive crevasse 
strayhorde stayed for a nor' rest.) 
 
Spurts of rhyme, suicide-sparse 
for obvious sake.  Because 
 
it all seems so colorless. 
The past and everything since. 
 
But our chameleon's footprints— 
have they been paned with stained glass? 
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OCT-NOV (MICHIGAN MEMORY #4) 

 

The bacon of the ankles crackles, and the sky 

Perks up birds this coldsnap morning—every 

Breath sheds a breath-effect, brief-bloomed steam-sheaf . . .  

Puddles huddle in frost.  Past the barn the path 

 

Shoots hill-pastures which rose to winter early 

And sun-shucked clouds blast-off from: migrants that fly  

South—mouths that wet-nurse icicles—hatch forth 

A form, a furious precision I sloughed 

 

At birth, preferring life.  And like the wind 

Can reduce anything to description— 

Running to finish my chores, beneath my scarf 

 

I'll feel my chinbone seek my collarbone, 

As if the flesh has ceded and the skeleton 

Now must precipice itself against all warmth. 
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OCTNOV 

 

Stickum leaves fluttering down 

Pin unpin each path’s compass 

 

The season on our sleeve has shown 

Another course for us 
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LAMENT 

 

like pinpricks-minus-pain 

the mist is on our skin 

 

autumn mops up the poppets 

of spring 

 

they lose their heads in happendown drift 

lofted-off fluff 

 

blown of color 

bled dust 

 

white-frail  

dandelions are 

 

fright when they rare 

more hues than us 

 

which leaves but more air 

to be covered with ice / frosts 

 

if only that trotting 

tragedian time took all 

 

and stripped his guise 

scrubbed this gray decay off 

 

overly-wise  

we cry 

 

stemstruck bent to  

like's likeness 
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NOVEMBERNEW 

 

Scoldingly, the way a nurse  

waves a thermometer at a corpse,  

branches thrash above us. 

 

I’ve read the instructions how 

a compass should always go 

consulted beneath a Maypole. 

 

If space orientates with time alone, 

our position fixed by Newton 

may now be nearing Einstein. 

 

Quickly I place a teakettle  

atop a dead volcano  

and learn to wait for its whistle. 

 

North lost, the needle pierces my wrist. 

The mist is in the forest. 

Our sighs are in the farthest. 
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"[Bill Knott's] poems are so naive that the question of their 

poetic quality hardly arises. . . .  Mr. Knott practices a dead 

language." —Denis Donoghue, New York Review of Books, 

May 7, 1970 

 

[Bill Knott's poems are] typically mindless. . . . He produces 

only the prototaxis of idiocy. . . . Rumor has it that Knott’s 

habit of giving his birth and terminal dates together originated 

when he realized he could no longer face the horror of a 

poetry reading he was scheduled to give." 

—Charles Molesworth, Poetry Magazine, May 1972 

 

"[Bill] Knott's work tends today to inspire strong dismissal. . . 

. [He's] been forced to self-publish some of his recent books. . 

. . [B]ad—not to mention offensively grotesque—poetry. . . . 

appalling . . . . maddening . . . . wildly uneven . . . adolescent, 

or obsessively repetitive . . . grotesqueries . . . . [His] language 

is like thick, old paint . . . his poems have a kind of prickly 

accrual that's less decorative than guarded or layered . . . 

emotionally distancing . . . . uncomfortable.  Knott . . . is a 

willful . . . irritating . . . contrarian."  

—Meghan O'Rourke, Poetry Magazine, Feb 2005 

 

"[Bill Knott's books are] filled with venom. . . . Knott seems to 

hate himself . . . and he seems to hate his readers." 

—Kirk Robinson, ACM (Another Chicago Magazine), date? 

 

"[Bill Knott's work] consists almost entirely of pointless 

poems, that say disgusting things. . . . [His poetry is] tasteless . 

. . and brainless." 

—Michael Heffernan, Midwest Quarterly, Summer 1973 

 

"Knott is making capitol on poetic fashion, attempting 

belatedly to enter the canon of the Language poets by reviving 

the idiom of Ezra Pound.  [His poetry] so successfully defies 

communicating anything that one wonders what [his 

publisher] had in mind. . . . Knott, it may be recalled, "killed" 

himself in the early 1960s." 

—R. S. Gwynn, The Year in Poetry, DLB Yearbook 1989 

 

 



 68 

 

"Bill Knott's poems are . . . rhetorical fluff . . . and fake."   

—Ron Loewinsohn, TriQuarterly, Spring 1970 

 

"[Bill Knott's poetry is] queerly adolescent . . . extremely 

weird. . . personal to the point of obscurity. . . his idiosyncrasy 

has grown formulaic, his obscure poems more obscure, his 

terse observations so terse they scoot by without leaving much 

of a dent in the reader. . . . There is a petulance at work [in his 

poetry]. . . . [H]is style has grown long in the tooth. . . . In fact, 

[at least one of his poems is] unethical." 

—Marc Pietrzykowski, Contemporary Poetry Review 

(http://www.cprw.com/Pietrzykowski/beats.htm) 

 

"Bill Knott's [poetry is the equivalent of] scrimshaw.  .  .  . 

[It's] either self-consciously awkward or perhaps a little too 

slangily up-to-date." 

—Stephen Burt, NY Times Book Review, November 21, 2004 

 

"[Bill Knott is] incompetent . . . "    

—Alicia Ostriker, Partisan Review (date? 1972?) 

 

"Bill Knott . . . is so bad one can only groan in response." 

—Peter Stitt, Georgia Review, Winter 1983 

 

"Bill Knott [is] the crown prince of bad judgment."  —Ron 

Silliman, Silliman's Blog, June 26, 2007 

 

"[Bill Knott is] malignant." 

—Christopher Ricks, The Massachusetts Review, Spring 1970 

 

"Bill Knott should be beaten with a flail." 

—Tomaz Salamun, Snow, 1973  
 

 

 

 

 

 


